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The OLD GENT BLOWS HIS ROOF
WHEN WE SEES WHAT FRAU AND
DAUGHTER HAVE TRIP-PACKED woes

N THEY TAKE OFF AND THE
GREAT MAN STARTS ASKING ABCUT
A FEW THINGS HE THINKS IMPORTANT-.
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THIS STUE 2 W
ONLY GOIN'FOR A COUPLE

OF WEEKS! I DONT
WHY YOU HAVE
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PRISCILLA'S PoOP

I'VE DECIDED
TO PUT MY

WEIGHT
PROBLEO
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SUCCESS, JOEY! IVE TAXEN
A LOT OF ADVICE LATELY.AND | ME! WELL ILL

ONE HUNDRED AND ElgHTY-

FOUR TO NOTHING!
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LEANDER AND T WENT) T'LL

THEN, MARGQUIS DE LATOUR YOU
BOAST OF BEING THE BEST -
| SWORDEMAN IN FRANCE ,EH § =

HAK-#AFF 4 EN GAR

tsm: LADS, WATCH TRis! Now ©

- POET'S
- CORNER

ANONYMOUS
| Name* withheld, or the initials
only;
So often is used, and I wonder
why.

{Do people know  words  written
this wav

Are a challenge to which none
miy reply?

|We are allowed o express our-
| selves

|For we live in a country that's
| iree

1! Praise apd criticism we learn o

——f take
—teed | For no one 18 ever perfect vou

see
| Jennie Charles
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BOY/ FORGIN' ThE NAME OF |
GUAMINT CERICIAL 7O
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ME; THIS DCCUMENT
15 A FoRGERY

!l THANKS

| hope that | deserve the praise
Thal quite often I've received

| 1For the little poems printed here,
And the memaries that they leave.

LT do tiot welte of a bird's song
|Or & rose Lhal sparkles with dew,;

"W Bub of my e ar-that of a Iriend.
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% | Now sometimes H may be of you

2 Sume lolks say they have no

# story

|There is nathing that should be
lold,

~ |But as | gn about my dally life

[A poem will just naturally unfold,

|r am not perfect of rhyme or
rhythm.
Nor great hopors will 1 ever at-

tain

But il T have made just ane
friend

My work here hos nol been in
vain,

Jennie Charles

DESPOT

The lion must kill for his daily

UGH,

Y BUT I THOUGHT
T 10LD YOU HE SAID HE WAS

THAT FELLA WAS | SIR JOMN/
00 1O

MY GOSH, DIDN'T YOU SEE
EVEN
REACHED FOR HIS sWORD!
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fare,

| But the Despot kille by creating

| despair,

He waves his arms with his jack-
ass bray,

Of how he will rule the world
some day,

|He boasts and bousts of his pies
in the skles,
And his stpuld ilk believes his

lies,

|He rules his domain with an iron
rod,

And tells bis litter “There is no
Gl

S Loaze LiE R\ 2V2608

HOW CAN WE LOSE WHEN
WERE 50 SINCERE <!

BUGS BUMNY

i =-ANY HELP
fﬁw ‘I%R WRAKLIN
FALLS FO'"!

'MURDALIZE*

LESS LI'L

=BUT, TINY,
SHE FALLS Fi
*EM
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TOMIGH
SENOQ P,
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©ATter forty yearsin the
daveiop a nose forthis

Joel! What are
Q,‘-:ﬁ-.. daing I-.crg"
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YOU MEAN
JIMMY-THE- JUICE
TALKED TO YOuU

DICKE TRACY

W

V~es HE sAD

HE SAID, “JUMP

IN THE LAKE"

THATS WHAT

THAT RAVEN

L THouenT T seeN
ALL RINDS CR GOLF
CARTS/ .

AND CN His DAY
CFF HE'S A PRETTY
GO0D GOLFER,

AEFTLE RALNT

WHY, GFFICER. )\ .~
RYAN, OF course/ ) C. 5 g

LITTLE CEPuam amwig

GOOD SET OF goLF | OUITH0G2
LLUBs, oL'FWiEND! / 20009

. | he born?
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— ] THANK yOUl,
M LOOKING
FORWARD

TUR TALENT.,, AND
.‘| IN THE CHILPREM'S

| But his house of cards that he's

| built on mud,

Wil come tumbling down in & gea
ol blood,

{But for him this unholy greedy
shark,

INot Jucky like Noah theee'll be

I no ark

4] {He's the kind thal a lour footed
striper would scorn,

This inhuman scum, oh why was

Harry Vogtman

BEWARE

|
{Last night as I lay sleeping,
‘.\ peculiar dream came to me.

1 dreamt [ started -a venture,
[ And it ended drastically,

[ saw the end acoming,

L teled to avold it, but 1 was
too late,

|:€4:| the next stop hat T remem:
her,

Was in front of the Pearly gate,

|

St Peter permitted nie Lo enter

Without comment or greetings or
fuzs,

And [ saw iF 1 remained in Hea-
ven,

MR, CARLGLE, ITLL |

WEEKS, BUT YOU'RE &0

IMVES TMEN
MO DOUBT WE
A RETURMN BEFORE
WL ANOTHER WINTER !

I would just have to be one of us

A | There seemed tn he no special
T I ! place

w4 |For the high and mighty

The leaders who had governed
Their fellow man's life

/ But they wok their places, with

the humble and lowly,

4 | Beside thelr servant and his wite
|'J‘hn:'r~ were the Preachers who
lelt they must guide s
LI we expected. our Savior te

meel

ght in among thpse poor
Ided sinners
e churches down the

And there sat those who had
served as judges and jury,
Passing judgment on their {ellow

men x

¢ 500N sdw thal Heaven was not
e,
Hy on
B God has (He vight
And starl preparing Ko
Lawrence Bullard
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