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BUT | WAD WY LEFT
@ [\ DEICTIONAL LicT O

S . -
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YOUR CAR REGULARLY. oy
e B ING WITH FAULTY Dok
LICHTS. ERE

Y . THAT WAS HE HADON | P¥Y DOES THIS EXPLAIN WHERE
'%E‘L‘&%SN NO FIREMAN THE BATTALION | " \ THE UNIFORMS CAME FROM?,
CHIEF TO LEAVE (] DRIVING THAT EFS UNIFORM, # j 3 /

A THE SCENE OF A 4§ ! CAR.

FIRE?
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"~ 'i"'l ' E FAT]
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THIS WAS NO ORDINARY FIRE.
THE SMOKE WAS LOADED WITH
POISON GAS,

IT APPEARS THEY
STARTED THE FIRE
FROM PACES TORN
FROM BOOKS,

"THEN WHY DIDN'T
FIFTH AND FLYFACE

TNES—HE KEPT
ASKING FOR HIS

YES, WHY DIDN'T THEY GET —
KNOCKED OUT, TOO? ]

HM—THESE PAGES ARE A PECULIAR
LAVENDER TINT—LIKE THEY D BEEN
STAINED, OR MAYBE DIPPED
SOMETHING.

DID YOU NOTICE THIS? THERE MUST W GET THAT PAPER OUT OF YOUR NOSE
BE A DOZEN CICGARETTES WITH 4 AND ROLL DOWN ;
FILTERS TORN OFF. @ = /
= I |

RAVERY NEVER GOES OUT OF FASHION”
ORTUNE FAVOURS THE BRAVE"
LOUR GROWS BY DARING"

THEY SAY YER BORN, Y'MARRY, | IS THAT BAD? [N SCHoOL |
AMD VY'DIE, PERIOD! MAYBE so! READ THAT LINGOLN SAID THE LORD

[ AND THEY

JUET TH' “MAssES"! 80-0, WERE § THAT IS THE REASON HE MAKES
ART O'

WE SEEN
IT FiIRsT!

WELL, WE'VE SURE BROWSED HARD, SHIFTY EYES, HOPELESS,
THIS PART O' TOWN! KIDS AN’ cars, WORRIED EVYES SEEIN' MOTHIN', Now!
FOLKS ALL LOOKIN’ STRAIGHT AHEAD, : AN' THEN TWINKLIN' EYES| KINDLY
TRYIN' T'MAKE A BUCK TH' EYES, LOTS 0'JUST DEAD-LOOKIN'
HARD WAY--SCUFEED SHOES, EYES AIMED INSIDE, MAYEE!
NEAT, CHEAP CLOTHES ! -

THACKERAY -
*TERENCK «

LILIUS |YRUS-

SHE DROPPED HER

POCKETBOOK AM' DOESN'T

KNOW IT, BUT THOSE
TWO BUZZARDS Pol
Quick! c'MoN!

SAY THESE FOLKS ARE PREFERS COMMON :LOOKING PEOPLE.

TH' Massesl| f || S0 MANY OF THEM. Hev!
: LOOK, SANDVY!

BUT IT'S HOME, SAMDY!
TH' PLACE WE KNow gesT!
MILLIONS O' FOLKS, LIKE THESE,
ALL 'ROUND us! WUNNERFUL,
GEM'ROUS, HOMEST PEORLE!
ONLY A FEW GYPS AN’ BUMs!

I'LL ‘LEARN YoU, MEXT TIME ILL

VU R LT‘LE BEAT YUH SO FLAT | ;Dﬂqongogeﬁfs?
“" mgv CAN Dggaue YUH I WHaT A
NNER TH' DOOR AT TH' !
- 'MERGENCY WARD! g LS

R BATTLER, EH?
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“ e T e .
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HA! AN HONEST
KID, Too!

SITTIN' THERE, WITH

THAT SATCHEL,TILL

MRS. GRIT MISSES

IT AND COMES BACK

LOOKIN' FOR IT!




