QWERTY POIUYT DEPT.

Some time ago, we introduced an exciting new game that anyone with a sense of humor and a
typewriter could play. Then we sat back and waited for the fad to sweep the nation. That
was in 1962...and we’re still waiting! What’s wrong with you clods?! It’s fun creating—
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VvV . I'd like you to meet

Damned pigeons! my uncle from Texas! Hut...two...three
four...! Hut...two
three...four! HALT!

Have you considered
plastic surgery?
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iy again, Honeyz | Okay, men...at ease!
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God-..| hate rush hour...!
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* What makes you think there's a
problem at Three Mile Island?
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Be with you in a min- Why, Ann! You're—uh That guy will do
ute! Just waiting for —putting on a little anything to get
my deodorant to dry! weight, aren't you?! some attention!

Gee, I've been a fan
of yours for years,
Little Orphan Annie!
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Junior! How many times have
| told you to wipe your feet
before you come in the house!

How long do you suppose this
garbage strike will last?
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Incredible! A new World's
Record for the javelin!

Jed T ) 1 broke it playing All right, Howie! Just 1 think I've had
football...! smile into the camera enough! I'm starting
and cut out the jokes! to see double!
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You've got to try I I I I I I I Don't you think it's

to come out of that about time you trimmed
shell of yours, Helen! that nose hair of yours?

Takes a lot of patience
to train a turtle!

el n M N b

As far as I'm con-
cerned, he just
doesn't exist!
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