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MUGGSY PUTS A BULLY POMPON ON_ THE MERRY WIDOW LID _

MINE I'D GIVEHER *Y wa Y TRERE
A G0AD SPA l\“ 2 J . . BRI «‘|:.,

MIND YOUR BU$INE $S
HEHNERY PECK !

PONT YOU THINK THAT HAT
1$-ER- JUSTA TRIFLE B R~
CONSPICUOLS , PDEAR?

BATHING MARIA!Y
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— SOUPONTHE BOARDWALK AHD \—

YOULL GOTO PRISON FOR )| BUY AHOTHER AAT MARIA WHILE | FRHRT DEL SN0 MM SR ATIICE
OIVE BEENKAPIN THAT,YOU NASTY LITTLE || ASCOMPANY THE QFFICER ANDSEE WHEH MRS, PECK GETS OUTOF SIGHT.
AN EYEQH YOUALL o | DOCK RAT ! THAT THIS YOUHG TOUGKIS SENTTO ITS WORTHTHAT TO GET RID OF THAT

M BONTHIT 1M MISIVS, n";K'-BhHHET! j
| L LTAKECARE OF I /
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'T FER FAIR! - A [1KHOWD YOUSE WOULDAT. ™A
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3 —<* P, \(STAHD FER DAT LID,MRPECK?
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[Say,. Iex 6,1F LSINGIT WRONG JUST RING THE Gons|.
: SAY, THUHM EDITOR SAYS OH POVERTY, O RTY . AVE A CARE, SIR, COME, SIT THEE DOWN T'LL SING A LITTLE SONG ITWONT TAKE LONG, | 1
3 HEM POEMS DON'T REACH L' AND HEARTLESS JADEf : HT RUE ART HAS MISGUIDED MAN. T BROUGHT IT ALONG FROM OLD HONG KONG, WITH THIS SONG THERES NOTHING WRONG.
@4 TONIGHT HE’LL, FIRE A LITTLE BUNCH OF GEN(USES J|PROMISED ME. THOSE || NO PATIENCE TOR T WOULD ST TWANG THE LYRL| | T'LL SING ITiri THE CHINESE TONGUE = THE PROPER. WAY 1T SHOULD BE SUNG, o
4 U AND LET THUH OFFicE AND MANY TRAMPs You've MADE. | [\POEMS BY — WITH FILTHY NO POWER. ON FARTH [IF T DONT X HOPE TO LOSE A LUNG AND GIVE M SELFUPTD BE HUNG .
BOY DO EM WHILE FROZEN HEARTED EDITORS \LUERE PURVEYORS . CAN MAKE ME RACK 0 O
COMMAND IN TONES THAT HURT, MY BRAINS AND L0 . OR. T AM
THE GREATEST POET OF THEM ALL RHYME FOR. HIRE ! QUT COME , H%EJP#GKQAOC‘QTH:,
SILENCE. NOW WASHES QUT HIS SHIRT! PRESSES FOR THIS .
HOUND! : = R°\(ouRS' / [
LISTEN TO B '
TRUE ART'
HELP MISERABLE MOTHERS SWITCH LAY CN THE TABLE, UPON 4 BED A STARVING MAN I wANT TOGET SWEET BUGHOUSE, BACK TO THEE AGAIN,
t THESE CHEESE MONG ER. BROTHER. LAUGHED WITH GLEE, LAY COVERED WITH FLY PAPER OUT O HERE! THEY TAKE US IN A SACK, WITH MIGHT& MAIN.
; GREE, [\ JAETHAT. SISTER. ATE WNHAT SHE WAS AL THESE PEOPLE AMANAGER. & POET. ALSO AN EDITOR. GREAT J
CRAZY. (. THE REST L HAVE wWiTH ME ' A ARE CRAZY! WHO NOW THE FREAKS OF_GENIUSM,CANNENTAE.
' ! / ANOTHER. WORD
LTS AND T'LL BITE |
44 YOUR. NOSE OFF !
(2T 7
Ty
; [ F'.;% \\.
NEXT/SUNDAY
THE wWHOLE
JINGLING JOMNSON
FAMILY..HOORAY!




