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l US BOYS -t Bet Shrimp Thought It Was the Police!,j[ e

AND MR, Fox,

Mr. Fox was lazy: thut his wits Knew
very welll but she had made i her
mind that he should thejp |
ipring  houseclenning |
starve him to I,

“You won't get a hite to eat she
| sald onéd morning, “until
. Loarpets and rupgs NOW pro to PO
FC{NN 4 ‘ you wuant '(IIJI'hI'!.!!h'!' 34 '-'ul,"(f\".

. Out in the yard the rugs and car-
pets went with a hang and back Un
v her work waoent Mrs, Fox

Reynard got up  =lowly from  tha
| Eround where he was Hilling under @
tree and sighed, for he knew it
work or ne dinner

tle pulled the carpet on the clotiis
line and hung the rugs bexide It,
! Just then Mr. Coon ran by alilng out
that a fMlock of young turkiys were in
z | the wood, and off ran Reynard with

L him, $
i | . Dne of Mrs, Fox's rugs happeanm! to
be a big goatskin, and ua it hitng on
' the line swinging in the wipd Billy
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L Goal happened to pasa hy and sew 14
Billy Joat gave a look al Llhe rug
and shook his horns. "It 1 could jind
& | the one who did that,” hs smaid, *|
| would avenge my  poor relative I
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. WGHT WAS RIGHT,

goatrkin
and started to run away with if, hut

he had only gone as far as a Tlumnp
| of bushes when he saw some turnlps
| which Mrs. Fox had in a basket in Lhe

JOE'S CAR i Y’ Better Ask Permission, Next Time, Joe!| i i baffirtiiic

tiptoed’ up to the basket and ate up
every one of Mr. Fox's turnips.

He felt pretty sleeply when he had
finlghed this big meal, so0 instead of
running home he erept behind 3 roclk
some distance from Mrs. Fox's House

I
!
' |
| and went Lo sleep.
)
{
|

Corrits. U, From Prbhiog €o [N ¥, Ervany Well

~B-BUT MSIEUR — 1 AM
CL£§AN OUT ZAT RADIATOR,
AN I COME “TO FiLL (T UP-

MERC! ~- AN' SHE 15 GONEM |
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By and by Reynard came back from
’ his run with AMr. Coon and ~~ he did
not wish for his wife to see -him he
dodged behind every rock and tree as
he came near his house, 1
“Well! 1If there isn't Mrs. Fox's nilce
poatskin rug away over here; unid
teynard. “lt must have blown off the

I THINK V'LL JUST GRraB
TH 'CAR AN' JAZ= arouND
A FEW BLOCKS FoR “TH'
FUN oF tT! ULl FORGET
How ~T'DRWE (E 1 DON'T
KEEP MY
HAND 1N

DAUUGONBUT! FEELS FINE
T'GET HOLD OF “THE OLD
WHEEL AGAWN !

line: now, jsn't It lueky I came around
—— f this way?'!' :

| Heynard grabbed the tall of what he

thoughtl was the rug, but it wasn't the

rug at all; it was Billy Goat, asleep,
| with hls head in the grass and his
horns quite hidden.

\ Reynard dropped the tail almbst aa

| ston as he touched*it, for Bllly Coat

Jumped and turned on him, 7

! “Oh! 1 thought you were = Wife's

goatskin rug!™ he =ald as fast as he
M oeould talk.

| "Oh! You did, dld you?' sajd. Billy

{ Goat, lowering his head, “So wyou are

the fellow who brought my poor, rela-
tive to this sad end?” L

“But let me tell you about it =sald
Mr. Fox, as Billy Goat butted him over
and over the ground,

“I'll usa nll the butts that are needed
to expluln thls mtuation,” said Billy
Goal, "I am the fellow who put the
other 'U' on that butl you want to tell
me about. T know all about it.”

Poor Heynard limped home. holding
his back and sides, as he groaned witn
pain, but Mrs. Fox would net .lsten
to anything he said. “If you hnd 1
stayed here and done the work wyou
would not have n lame back!" she sald. 1

She made him clean the carpet and

: ! an
; . find the goatskin rug, which Billy Goat, i
9 ™ in his hurry, forzol, before she.gave
) her husband his dinner, and all through
] u s a au t nl the woods could be heard the groaning .
ol fomd O ® of Reynard as he workel. but:not n i

bit of sympathy did he get rfom Mrs.
Fox.—(Cop¥right, 1919)

The Rhyming Optimis‘:t

‘ Fhpghe | 48— Py o= % | Ressme mar

A g Z —L‘ = ‘ Oh, th bjects of my ditty vou will
ON! GLORY! — THERE'S j—ﬁ OW THAT You 2 1 S&o You ol Suaars ar my ditty; you ]
ONE OF THOSE GOLF L8 e"'—vou BroKE ™y ‘.\‘:‘UE ::r MAME EUSTACE L. NAME —Hot - Q/ ‘ f‘.li‘d:'nl."‘if:',\:f",-n? ira sure. ﬁf“'im?;:f" lows
I "BUGS" WALKING ALL THE G;O&-F_%:(LQKS T(?SP\;EO%FE? WHAT'S YOURS 2 COVE! ‘/LT OCCLPATION | j :;rrltcll eﬁho}u‘:‘ ul;"':\"a r'l‘_\lzenlﬁ: n‘:_i]&]lo:lu:di:]sl
WAY HOME — RIGHT M THE p{f\ME 1'\::55\-;00 HEARLY Fiaias) Semanneaitt * 2 their worlil to hades and can't: turn it
n_ MIODLE OF “THE ROAD, T0O' = 1 T f
L KILLED ™ME . Ll
WASHT S0 HOARSE™

back aguin. Mrs. Beeswax says: “It's
dreadful, no one understands my.soul!”
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The New Game. LT
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And she has her silly head full«of. all

sorts of grief-and dole, “Yea,' :-uhe |

sobs, "I'm always working, no -one 1
|
i
|

cares for me at all; other folks do all

~ - the shirking, T have I'_:m]whhlt ‘the ball.

LE "Hoa b I have worn the same old bonnet since

ggoe..-:.-(R%E S Z S = before the war broke out; every time
-
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OF —THE woaD'

e

I have to don it T should ke to kick
and ahout. I've no time to tralfi 'mw
eyebrows nor to nlay my tambourina. I
must slave, whlle Alrs. Highibraw's
speeding in her 'mousine.” No, she Is
not wise nor witty, on that fact it's
safa to hank; there is room for naught
but pity in her limited thank-tank. Nor
do eares of others grieve her: she just
puts them on the shelf and, if you
would but belleve her, she owns moat
all woesa herself, If a fellow has some
grit, he never works along this line,
for he doesn't care for pity and ha
haan't learned to whine. You will find
folks who are clever waste no pity on
these guys whao are ulways and forever 4
citing their ealamities. For they =say: y
“Here's where the sobber gets his \
chance to shed some brine, One would |
really be a robber who would steal his
chance to shine, so we'll let him do his

: - An Ingenious Mite, Is Mary|‘ A I
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do it all alone.”

Engaged.

4 They had been engaged a weekk.
"Do you .belleve in dreams?' the
j young man askedl. >
7/ “Sure,” she replied.
AND H-E‘: H'OLE.—} “Well, T had an awful one last
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WELL ,oN MY WAY
T’ scHoown T Tore
A DIE HorEeE IN
MY STecKiN®  So
I J0UST jNKeD MY
KNEE UNDER_

night. I dreamed of a cofMn and’'—

f “Oh, Jim,"” she ecxolaimed, “that's
| 4 sign that you are going to be mar-
° ried.”
The voung man looked at her in be-
? Y

wilderment.

“If that's the case,” he responded
#allantly, "I wish I would dream it a
| dozen times.'"
|

“1 think you're mean,” she exclaimed.
‘d ke to know what on earth you
would do with a dozen wives. I ‘bet
you couldn't manage one—by yourssalf."
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i v Lo race the dots to sixty-two, ] j
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