OUTBURSTS OF EVERETT TRUE

GoaD MORNING,
MY FRIEND. You KNOW
I BOUSHT THIS FRUNTAIN FEN
OF YoU, AND YOU GUARANTSED IT NOT
To LEAK, BUT WHEN I WENT To U3E
IT, THE INK COZED OUT OF IT AL
OVER MY FINGERS, AND——

PROVOKED AS
THOUGH SOoMEONE
HAD THROWN THe WHols
BUSINESS IN MY FA'ce,
= JU3T LIKE THATH
BN

LN

—0—0——
BACKSLIDERS SLIGHTLY MIXED
Repentence might wipe out the score, Mrs. Haddit—We are going to have

wn ,

As we are taught; but then a mezzanine floor In our new house.
The very things we're sorry for Mrs. Struck-Oyle—What a splendid
We go-and do again. jdea. That stuff wears like iron




