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JONESS MASQUE BALL TONIGHT-
ROSIE 15 GONG - | THOLGHT Yoy

[ AREN'T YOU COING TO MInS ]
WERE TO _

Rosie’s Beau

Archie May Be a Fat Stuff, But There's
a Limit to His Patience
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NO-WE HAVE
QUARRELED
BUT IF SHE
GOES Il

- AR-HA! 50 ;
SHE PASSED S
ME OP FOR

YES-ARCHIE AND | HAVE
QUARRELED - | NEVER.

wWANT TO
: AGAIN

YOUD LOOK
COOD IN A
CLOWN

HOW DO
YoU DO-
MISS SMITH

. CAN XOU TELL

D LOVE TO READ :

YOUR HAND - I'M } THE FOTORE ? L&
QUITE A PALMIST-
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ST NG e s T

SO HESTRYING

1 SEE THAT
TO WIN HER

YOU ARE

WITH THAT DIDAPPOINTED

IN LOVE -

MY-WHAT A PRETTY
HAND YOU HAVE - YOU
ARE 4GOING TO FALL

IN LOVE WiITH A
SOLDIER -

{ I'VE STOOD

! ENOUGH
f OF THIS:

| LOSE ENTIRE
CONTROL OF
MYSELF!

HE'S JEALOUS- @ .. ¥ » {
280%*(- ROSIE- ' -
ODY- :
MO ekiomw FORGQIVE @ mgglous
HE LOVES ME ¢ '.
Q- JoY " ©% HERO!!
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