SUNDAY, MAY 21, 1950

> GIT AWAY...

” MIND YER OWN = :

Vg, BIZNESS... I MEAN... G-GIT...

ary A % : G-GOIN’... M-MIND

. 7 o ' Y-YER..OWN
B8-BIZNESS...

SOMETHING'S WRONGx.. YER IN,WISE }31-1..0-bioN'T | | THIS 1S PERFICT DIDN'T
YOU'RE WHITE AS A Z#160TYA I\

I GUESS YOU'RE
THINK T'D MAKE A GRAND
BOTH? GREAT? :
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BOSS, MARVIN.,

SHEET...I'M C.OMING SLAM? SO,CHAMP.,. MOVE : 9

- IN ﬂ
T - .t

OVER...OVER T'THAT /
_ g WALL..YOU 100, WANTID T’

Y i

MOVE ARDUND ON YOUR
STOMACH,KNOB...
YELL... MOVE.

NOW,
MARVIN/

: , CALL THE POLICE,KNOBBY... COME
BULLETS ARE ON, MARVIN...YOU'RE GOING TO
GONE, MARVIN... LEARN SOME MORE COMMANDO /
PUT ON THE b 2 STUFF... S50

LIGHTS,KNOBBY. ' o
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