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THE GUMPS Shady Rest, Eh? Not Much Rest for Andy

Nfc OLD ME COUUD CjT
YJORNV& OOT HERE. DON'T
KNOW VJrW HE SLIPPED E

THIS SHOVJEU- - SHOULD HAIf
A PICK- - ANV VNORMYWAT
."AN WORX Hi's, VvAV TMffOUfcjU
TV4S SOIL f5 WAVrNfc,HlVr?rAr

ME'OOCtHTTO St. PKIUUINW
unLE IN ou I i win S

jv ' c

T

4

f AMV-TH- ER ARE S6MANV
fcOCKS AND S.TOCJES AROUND

HERE THN HAlE TO SWARpEM
THE SO

(L
fe

N
TO

77E MR. TO OF THE VERY SAME
HE HAD EATEN FOR THAT NOON - - By FOX
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The Usher This Is the address, gentlemen.
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Sydney Bulletin.
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SOB STUFF
By DEMOSTHENES McGINNIS

A Delicate Shade of Blue
CHAPTER IV

Wherein Robert Purdon Finds nis Shaving, Brush
(In pievious chapters it is related hW Robert woko up, almost

took a cold bath, decided to shave, discovered the loss of his shaving
brush and trod on the kitten's tail. The hair-raisin- g narrative con-

tinues:)
Now it may have been Robert's instinctive distaste to giving pain

to anything or anybody; it may have been the knowledge that the Jinx
is Mrs. Purdon's most precious possession or it may have been simply
nervousness born of lowered itality; but, whatever it was, Robert,
after causing the kitten to yowl and spit, jumped backward, missed
his footing, and sat down veiy suddenly on the rug, throwing out his
hands as he did so.

His hand closing on something it found on the floor he suffered

i wan smile to irradiate his features as he addressed the kitten,
which with arched back and bristling tail was heaping scorn and
contumely upon him.

"My dear Watson," fcaid Robert, "pray cnlm yourself. Much as
I dislike to hurt your feelings it was in this case necessary. You will
doubtless call to mind the celebrated case of the lost collar button, in
which I dropped n second button in order to locate the first. With
unerring skill, and some slight moving about of furniture I suc-

ceeded, as you know, in finding one of the buttons under the dresser
and the other under the bed. Well, this case is entirely different. As
you have now begun to suspect, my rushing out to notify my wife that
the shaving brush was missing was merely a feint. Knowing that
there is a kitten in the house, what is more natural than that the kit-
ten should knock n brush from the washstand? To find the brush,
therefore, the only thing to do was to find the kitten. Deduction, my
dear Watson, deduction. I found the kitten and heie is the brush!"

"Marvelous!" the kitten seemed to say. "Meeiou-velous!- " and ran
downstairs .to tell its mother.

Robert carefully rinsed out the brush, moistened his beard, rubbed
' in the soap, and again used the brush. "It has been the dream of my
life," he muttered pessimistically, "to get a lather like the fellow in
the advertising pages. But I don't seem to be able to manage it"

But let him shave! My soul, I hope, will never need the call
of rampant realism. There needs must be some moments in the lifo
of a man immuncn,fxom raw portrayal, and shaving's one of them.
What though he swears a thousand imps of blackest pit, have msped
the million microscopic teeth that chew his beard, 'tis most excusable.
So let him shave!

To be continued tomorrow)

Willing to Work

Tramp Why, lady, lor a cup of
coffee and a Bandwlch I'd saw that
whole log lor you

The Plot Thickens

Cartwna Marazlne.
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What's the Time?

I stringy Bulltln
Gustae Quelle heure est-ll- ?

Harrymao (who has been trjlns
to learn the language) II est eh

It, look at It youreelf !

The Choice

John Hull
"Now, my lad. It's one thing or

the other the benches or the
trenches!"
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Proverbial profes-
sor Uoodness That clock needs
fixing It Just ttruok four times

By SIDNEY SMITH
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Harturd Lampoon.
Tho Cow, like others of her ilk.
Supplies us all with azure milk;
But what I cannot see Is how
The milk first gets Inside the cow.

By C. A. VOIGHT
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Fajp she don't believe any troops
In the world can advance against the
withering lire of the French kilo
meters.

Eer)thing Complete
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BUI. You look as
you ro off to "

S

Reveries

-- Sydney Uulletln.'
Checro,

Turkey

I'enn State Froth.

On the Supplementary List

Mr.
Sdny Bu Jetln,

Goodsort (to desperately- -

dirty tramp) Here's a cup of tea
for jou, and If ou give me your
telephone number I think I'll bo
able to put jou on to a Job In the
morning

Startled Him

3jv.sr-,- 1 .ti3r

London Opinion.
CareleBs Sentry (surprised byt

burly boche while enjoying a quiet
smoke) "Blimey, Fritz, you didn't
'alt make me Jump. I thought It was
our sergeant.
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Cut out the picture onual
sides. Then carefully fold
Una 1 Its entire length.
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