SUNDAY, JANUARY 15, 1961

HOLD MY HAND
REAL TIGHT,
HONEY POT

T SHOT SNUFFY FULL
OF WONDERFUL DRUGS,
LOWEEZY-- IF THEY
DON'T KETCH HOLT,
HE'S A

MAW !
COME SET WIF
ME--1 AIN'T
LONG FER THIS
GREEN AIRTH

(eNIF- SNIF)
I'M RIGHT HERE,

WIFE-MATE A FELLER
EVER HAD, SUGAR
DUMPLIN'

VE BEEN TH' GOODEST VE AINT
CALLED ME

TEAT kY
THOTTY VENRS

BOO

—

OH, LAWSY ME"! MAW T N/ '™ RIGHT )
HE'S DRAPPED OFF WHAR ARE. .VE HERE, PAW-- PLOWIN' TH' HIGH FIELD,
IN A COMMA!!, _— '\ SEITIV W YE LAZY OL

T ROCKY 1| BLUBBER-TUB !

HIES

' (_ HE'S WELL,DOC!!
/[

N5 2,

HAVE YOU CARRIED ALL
THAT JUNK OUT OF THE
CELLAR YET, HENRY ?

by CarL ANDERSON
. N

STEAK
MEDIUM.!

STHOP lr_l\‘

HATLO'S HISTORY | _THE NAME

STEVE BRODIE JUMPS OFF THE
BROOKLYN BRIDGE ,JULY 2287|BB6"

Jio>

DARLIN' LAD,
HE IS/ ITS A
MARVELOUS
AGE WE'RE
LIVIN IN =22=

&' ME'HAND
TOYOU! DO 'S

-4
s ( SURE THAT DON'T
LOOK LIKE AMAN!

——

ILL HAVE
THE LOBSTER! JUST CRACKERS [—

AND MILK !

Y -
BEAUTIEYL
CHANDELIER !

ARRINGS. IN
5%-‘!}»3:1mu P YOU
LOOK
NSPICUOUS,
COBG AsK ME !




