16 A i/i-ip on the “' Southern Belle "’ turns into a running battle
for Lord Harry and his man, Parsons!

Just after the turn of the century, gentlemen were

gentlemen and others knew their place. Lord Harry

Crandall-Smythe had no doubt that he was a gentle-

man, an opinion shared by his manservant, the

magnificently muscled Parsons. One morning at
breakfast—

VERY GOOD, ME LORD. 1
SHALL WEAR MY BOATER
FOR A CHANGE, IFI MAY.
AFTER I'VE WHITENED IT, OF
COURSE.
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THE SOUTHERN BELLE,
PARSONS. SO JUST THE
MEREST SEGMENT OF
GRAPEFRUIT FOR ME, ' THINK.

””””W WE SHALL BE LUNCHING ON
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It was the maiden run of the new ' Southern )
Balle “—

IDONOTICEAFEW {7
SPORTY BOWLERS, ME

[ SEE CABINET MINISTERS, }{ YOUR HONEST EMBARRAS-
ME LORD, AND ONE ROYAL MENT DOES YOU CREDIT.
PERSONAGE. ABOUT MY FORTUNATELY YOU ARE
BOATER .«
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(1 AVE ACAREWITHMY )
f TOP HAT!YOUALMOST &

PLAIN- CLOTHES MEN,
PARSONS. THERE ARE
MANY IMPORTANT
PEOPLE ABOARD.
.

The dining bell rang— IT*S NOT FOR US, PARSONS.

RELAX, PARSONS.
THE ROYALS WILL DINE A

BREATHE SLOWLY AND

THERE IS AN
LITTLE LATER. OUR RUDE o
EMPTY TABLE, MELORD-) ("coienp HAS JUST BEEN TOLD -
: THAT. ¥ HAVE SOME TOLERANCE,

RSONS. WE ARE HERE TO




