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Saint John, N. B., May 15, 1936 

  

THE MARITIME BROADCASTER THIRTY-ONE 
    

  

         
BRILL Cons 
ye 

RE eh FES an aly 

  

     

You SAY THE EDITOR 
SENT BACK ALL 
THOSE JOKES 

NOL SENT 

HE SAID HE 
DIDN'T HAVE 

TIME TO SHAVE 
THE JOKES WITH 

© WHISKERS ON 

      

    
   

SENT ME A 
RAZOR WITH 

  

  
  

  

          

  

ELMAN CHARLIE PLoMe—- | 
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1 I'MA CHASIN® THET: *. = 
RABBIT =—=- BUT 1/3. TOO |, 
DANGED HOT FOR E(THZER 

| RUNNIN’! ~ a. 

  

     
  

  

1 ooNT seES 
OW NOU PEOPLE 

GET ANYWHERE 
FUP HERE ! YOURE 
FCALL SO EAZY 

¥ THOSE ANTS - XM 

TEACH YOU 

AIN'T NO IN THE SUMMER! IN 
THE WINTER THEY DONT 

8 HAVE TO HURRY TO 
: PICNICS ¥ 

   
    

    

   

   
   

    

HORRYIN'Z I £2 

  

    

      
  

  

  

     
4 PLENTY!) WE PUT CHEESE 

     

   
    

  

UP HERE IN | (N TH’ WINTER, AND TH’ 
THE WINTER? / MERCURY DROPS SO FAST 
ge A IT PINS RATS © TH' 

A FLOOR I = _       

  

  
  

  

      
A FELLER FISHED 
OUT ©’ SEASON ONCT. 

FAN" TH' SHERIFF CAUGHT 
| HIM THREE YEARS ~ 

if THEAH AINT NOTHIN IN 
' THESE MOUNTAINS THAT 
. MOVES FAST ! SEE THOSE 

   UNDER TH' THERMOMETERS 

  

      

    

   
      

  

       
         

    

    

   

HOW'D. HE | TH’ WATER IN TH’ STREAM 
KNOW WHO MOVED SO DANG SLOW I(T 

[| TO CATCH? { STILL SHOWED TH’ FELLER'S 
REFLECTION! SEE YOU 

LATER, BLACKIE! pi 

  PUT 
/ 2 tr, 

pr 
7 Mud S 

/, 

Ne        

  

7 YOU SAY You SAW 
POTTS OP TH! 

J TELL HIM NOT TO 
| GO AWAY AFORE 
| L GIT THERE/ 

YEAR, HE'S 
LYIN' UNDER   You TELL Hi 

YOURSELF 2° 

  

    
      
   
  

bs” 1'M WAITING FOR A BEAR TO 
COME ALONG TO SCARE MY HOUND 
SO HELL BARK. AN GIT THiS 

~ CRITTER. STARTED! 
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Fi {T's THAT FIVE DOLLARS 
' YOU SENT ME TO COLLECT 

FROM JEB TOTTLE LAST 
OBER! —_ OCK 

“HEY, EZRA ,L GOT SOMETHIN’ 
COME AN' GIT IT!   

  

Ne ORL THOU 
ha BY » WESLEY --- 

ROLL ME 

OVER. AN’ PUT 

IT IN MY BACK 

IT TO ME -| 
~~ YOU'RE AS 
CLOSE AS 1 AM, 
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THE LAUGH TONIC—GOOD FOR THE WHOLE F AMILY! 
“Annie Mae,” said the mis- “I’'se been carrying ’em home. 

tress of the house, finally giv- I'se think they make my gar- 
ing way to curiosity. “I notice bage look so stylish.” 
you have been taking our 8 

Guzzler—“The 
who gave me the recipe for this 
somp is in great trouble.” 

Guzzler—"“Then, out of 

“What happened when the 
boss caught you reading a nov= 
el instead of doing your work?” 

“I lost my place, of course.” 

Owner—“ But nothing. If you 

trust a fellow 

never comes back.” 
Barkeep—“That’s why I did 

drinks he 

empty grapefruit hulls home Purchaser— I'd like to get a 
with you. What do you do pair of silk stockings for my 
with them?” wife.” 

let us: drimk. it iw si- He's a bill collector.” § : : : 
§ 3 § Sister— “Where can I put this 

Stranger—“I have come out so I won't forget it when I go S 

, sir, IT trusted Fhe Negro maid looked up at Clerk—“Sheer?” 
her mistress with a sheepish Purchaser— No, I left 
grin. ‘““Yes'um,” she admitted. home.” 
    

here to make an honest living. 
Native—" “Well, there will net 

he much competition.” 

(like all brothers— 

“Put it on the looking-glass.”     


