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SMATTER POP— Aw! Mean Old Law of Gravity! By C. M. PAYNE
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WAL, TH' DOCTOR
SAID HE MIGHT NOT

EVER BE ABLE
BARN ROOF THIS
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,E_O_P-— One Up for Pop By J. MILLAR WATT
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L | Cheerful News D Dad—I'd like to know what would
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have happened if I'd asked as many

QUEL | WPA WORKERS | STRIKERS DEMAND] PIcZETS CLOSE questions as you when I was a boy.
h(gs‘ ATMNE | 60 OUT ON STRIKE RELEF FROM GOV moToR PLANT Son—Maybe youd be able to an-
RIKE swer some of mine now.

Quick Bargain
The decrepit old car drove up to
the toll bridge. *‘Fifty cents,” cried
the gateman. Replied the sailor,
ll&ld.ll

Particular
Joe Prep—Waiter, gimme a pork
chop with french-fried potatoes, and
be sure to have the chop lean.
Waiter—Yessir. Which way, sir?

Our Mislake !
Him—And this, I suppose, is one
of those hideous caricatures you call
modera art.
Her—Nope, that’s just a mirror.
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Teacher—When were you born?

April Fool i
Johnny—April 2, 1924, Mics Brown. |

THE DISCOVERY AT THE BOTTLE OPENER- HAS
BEEN LEFT AT HOME , EVERY DNE IMMEDIATELY
Teacher—Well, being late is a DEVELOPING A RAGING THIRST J

) | habit with you. | L el Byndicnse. toc




