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MUGGSY MONKEYS WITH A WHIZ WAGON

- AVTOMOBILE ]’ FrF——
\ SV PPLIES, SACQuES? SUPPLIES. e, |
REPAIRS A _ :
TWONDER-WOT'S DEMATTER :;\;::::::m&

{wowa BUZZ WAGON ! /_)(Thm’ __J l g
g j [ ——— ( I ’ |
. l ' 51in

" L L i /”’/[ ,

ryus
v
Ly
Ik
v i
|

o
i

TR
- o
L&

2 .

[ Loyl .

il -
& T iV P RS VAR Pl W WY AN o G
[l i b gy ‘ X AR il =5
i 8 " ;i.'! B
A5 B "
nh AL TN Y L ; L ‘...
4 R N L i 3 '
- SUPPLIES | REit | GO | S
. : o : # B i

RER L e | 4 i
4'@?&“‘“71‘ A || G | v

g5

\ :
S IL |

= = h
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THE CAPTAIN OF THE SCHOONER., WAS SITTING IN THE HOLD,

_I-{F WORE A L\VER. PLASTER. ,BECAUSE, HIS EAR. WAS COLD.
WAS CHRISTMAS [N THE WORKHOUSE, PLUM PUDDING IN THE DISH

THE WARDEN SAID BE THAN - [ S ISH! "

ARE YOU SCHMIDT THE COMPOSER.?
THIS I3 JINELING JOHN SON, THE POET.
I'M HIS MANAGER!

w7 YAH ! T VASS SCHMIDT!
¥ L WRITE ME SENTIMENTAL
''So! T

ABSENCE MAKES THE HEART GROW FONDER.,
ONIONS MAKE YOU GO TO BED.

WHISKEY MAKES THE WAYWARD WANDER,
@Lon_ MAKES THR HIRED GIRL DEAD.
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JSING !" THE LEADER. SHOUTED -
DINGLE WENT THE SIGNAL..
ALL JOIN IN THE CHORUS -
MUSTARD MIXED WITH WATER. , CURES THE STOMACH ACHE.
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STRIKE A MINOR, CHORD "

INGLE,ALL ABOARDY
MOONLIGHT ON THE LAKE |
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MY NAME 1S . .
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/// THE t!mz-u'o I8

IN LONDON,
WHERE ARE ,
THE' PAPERS,

A MAN SAT ONgA TOMBSTONE , HIS SWEETHEART BY HIS S10E
HE LOVED TH1S GIRLIE DEARLY, AND WOULD MAKE HER HIS BRIDE
HIS HEART WAS OVERFLOWING, HE TOLO THE MAID HIS WISH .
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NHOW SAD AND UNROMANTIC~ A PEDDLER SHOUTED “FlsH ! »
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ELULI;_!_E;]SS ALL THE
INSULT cp.nor SeHMIDTS | \t‘,l;é 4 ‘
SCHMIDT!
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UPON THE OLD TOMS RIVER., FAR. EAST (N (SLAND HEIGHTS, .
THEY SUFFER TROM BoSQUINTUS, AND HAVE.TO SIT UP NIGHTS.
THE PEOPLE MAKE A LIVING SOUSING STRANGERS IN A KEG,

c: KNEW A M AN IN BALTIMORE WHO HAD A WOODEN LEG.
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Now WE
HAVE A
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A BALDHEADED MAN IN PAWTUEKET
KEPT ALL. OF HIS CoiN 1N A BUCKET.
THE FRONT DOOR. WAS AJAR -

OW SAD SUCH THINGS ARE'

THE BURGLARS

Heee! v
168 SCAMIPT

LEDT ME
ouvpy!

CAME IN AND TUCKIT'

{ WE wilL HAVE
To Go oN THE
STase!
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