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! Horse racing is a form of compe-

tition between horses to determine

f SPARKY WATTS . By BOODY ROGERS what shape the customers are in,

SLAP HAPPY, I'VE 1 SURE TURN OVER, HALFPINT.. HEY/ WHAT'S TW s
- HERE COMES MAMA

It is a demonstration in durability
for all participants except the horses.

.

It is a type of sport that combines
all the features of a subway jam, a
food riot, a Christmas shopping rush
and a panic in the madhouse.

GOT TO PO SOME WiLL , POC-- CA ALL THIS
SLAP HAPPY WITH SOME oo

WORK ON MY RAY ~T'VE ALWAYS N HERE -~ OH--
MACHINE --WILL YOU WANTED TO FRESH LINEN / I'\jt-gg‘;ii-l-l :EEE 4 ]

PUT THESE THREE PRESS A
CORNERED PANTS
ON HALFEPINT P

J

A man can get the same sensa-
tions in any subway station during
the rush hour®for a nickel. And in
addition he won’'t have to listen to
any tips that the local can beat the
express if the smart money is up.

™ Racing is proof of the claim that,
s [for a chance to lose $2 swiftly, a
| man will undergo all known forms of
| inconvenience and torture, provid-

» Loy Nenng Medeen) | ed they are endured in an aroma
¢ i i of steamed frankfurters, beer, B.O
REG’LAR FELLERS—Elevating Literature : By GENE BYRNES |7 fresh roasted peanuts.
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/111' MOST \/(’ LISSEN! . [ THATS RIGHT ' AN’ \1 Once horse racing may have been

" IMPORTANT 0y | GOT A SCHEME ' { WANT TWO / | WANT | the Sport of Kings. But the prole-

GAME OF TH') /“""-l ¢ EVERYBOODY GET VOLUMES OF TwWO tariat has taken over. If a king

YEAR AN' US | -AN' THEIR LIBRARY ./ SMOOTZ'S | DICTIONARIE gets to his seat today with no ribs

FLAT BRC)KF. PIPE. CARDS AN MEET 7 \ "SOCIAL LIFE ;__‘," — - ibrgken you know he had the m"'

o, Vi g THESE WALLS. ME AT TH' LIBRARY {_?) OF A _‘J I'LL TAKE. horses running interference for him.
et SOLID C ; IN TEN MINUTES ' i FIREFLY ' FWO A

( . 0 ConCATEN.: L\— e Where once a few thousand per-
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sons spent leisurely afternoons, tens
'of thousands today blitz the tracks,
| panting, popeyed and perspiring as
| they reproduce Custer's Last Fight
with the tomahawking done in tech-
nicolor.

When pari mutuels stepped into
American racing brotherly love, or-
der, dignity, common sense and
|laws regarding mayhem flew out
| the window. Window is right!

| i~ 74

We used to go to the track now
and then for recreation. Now we go
a couple of times a season to take
| off weight, test our stamina, and get
a fair idea of what Indian warfare
was like.

NOW Y0U MAKE YOUR-
SELF COMFORTABLE
WHILE T FIX YOU
A CUP OF HOT

HERE-LET ME
GIVE YOU A
NICE BIG
KISS

COME RIGHT IN
GEE, BUT I'M GLAD
TO SEE YOU

We used to see a horse occasional-
|ly. Now we do well if we see a
horse's ears.

Once we watched 'em come down
the stretch, neck and neck. Now the
best we can do is to get it by loud-
speaker while hanging onto our

‘ watch, pleading for the women and
- children first and wondering where
By LEN our hat went.

KLE'S ‘ ; Once inside it is every man for
ke o himself and no accident or health

insurance sold on the grounds.
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’ i THE JAP LEADERS
=3
The  TUMPIN' JEEPERS EVE, mt\;-aguha”oa ;ﬂ’; L'r;_ oy OOIE/ MICE TO THEIR EMPEROR

GET DOWN OFF THAT CHAIR !
WHAT (F THERE IS A MOUSE --
HE WONT BITE YOu/ . __

We offer our apologies,
As planes above you swarm,
For putting you upon a spot
And making it so warm;
We're sorry bombers do
Your royal dwelling skirt:
Excuse it, please, if it appears
That we have done you dirt!

We are so very sorry that

You even smell the smoke
And that our busy firemen
. The royal grounds must soak;
— . b \ ; We abjectly apologize

L : And shed a bitter tear

That war we planned so far away

Should ever come so near.

WmrOOD =23

By BOB

KARP ’

‘ T ' : 1 1M “‘a""""“'"""""'""" It is distressing just to know

9 That “‘smok s in you

POP—Prepared for Postwar Activities By J. MILLAR WATT e, s s
And for each whiff of it we are

YOU OUGHT TO FIT IN | -FOR THE BACK HALF OF A PANTOAIME Glad to apologize;
AFTER THE WAR, e HORSE | W ihe brutal foct of e
PoP ' ¢ We hoped to run this conflict as
: [ ' ., ¥ Our little private strife.

Again we do express our grief;
We're broken hearted, too,

When we see war so near at

hand

It's right next door to YOU

We didn’t plan our war that way
It fills us with remorse,

So, once more, deep apologies
To you and TO YOUR HORSE!
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President Truman’s old home at
Iindependence is being painted. All
we hope is that, as President, he
will get a better paint job than meost
folks are getting these days. Ye ed
had the barn painted twice in the
last three years and the first heavy
rain washed it off. What are the
painters using for paint today? And
if so why perpetuate the custom of
thinning it out? Good luck, Harry;
you'll need it!
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““Hotels will not be permitted to
collect service charges on long dis-
tance phone calls, the U. S. Supreme

court announced.”’—News item.
-

CROSS
TOWN

Wanna bet?

. » L

Can You Remember—

Away back when a butcher’s wife
| thought nothing of asking him to bring
| home a steak?

‘ And when the navy was thought to
be the less dangerous branch of the
service in wartime?
- - -

| The Federai Reserve board is
against lifting restrictions against
time payments in buying new auto-
mobiles. It realizes that neve: in
history have Americans been so lit-

ot o st o s tle apprehensive about going into
“ ' ly an old-fashioned idea, Aunt Lucy! I've “Buck’s having a bad time of it again . . . that pilot ?Ill & permanent hock.
I:etel:llnel;tti:?tﬂ’ugel‘:::t:h’;s for years and I never put on weight!" whole box of peanut brittle every time he goes up!”
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