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TOONERVILLE FOLKS

BY FONTAINE [FOX

QHAT‘S OLE MA

HE'S CAMOUFLAGIN®
HISs BARN RCOOF*
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[WrY boN'T e GET A PAINT
|| BRUSH INSTEAD OF STICKING
il HIS WHISKERS IN THE ¢ i

(_THAT's BECOS HE'S TEACHI::D
OTHERS TO HELP HIM_ '
N _x PAINT o,
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L~TO DOITHIS JUST

NOW IF YOU KEEP YER EYE
ON ME YOU OUGHTA BE ABLE

THE WAY

I1po,.

STOP ! You come

<pack |

C HE'S GOT SOME SORTA
BEARDEP DAWG WOT HE'S) ,

'ALREADY TAUGHT " /.

e iB ® e

BUT I DONT BELIEVE '

HE'S GONNA BE ABLE
TO PO A THING

WITH THAT PURN |
GOAT ! .
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'Smeers BROUGHT HIS

INJURED PAL, TOMMY,
BACK TO LPOINT,WHERE
AN AMBULANCE MET THE
PLANE AND RUSHED THE
YOUNG TEST PILOT TO
A HOSPITALY....NIGHT
HAS FALLEN. AND IT

PICK UP BETTY:LOU,
WHOM HE THINKS
WILL BE SAFE AT
THE BROOK CABIN//A

EANWHILE ....

fTALSPIN TOMMY |

[ RANE Buitper 2
% EXTRA 4/ =

ey

IS NOW TOO DARK FOR

SKEETS TO ATTEMPT A|
RETURN FLIGHT TO |
DIABLO CANYON TO /5 N M

TOMKINS FOUND k-

1.1.. UH..YEAH/
SURE/ LEMME

SEE HOW MY
2¥ PAL TOMMY IS
A FIRST, ANZ..
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ﬁ OH, IM SO
SORRY TO
CAUSE YOU
THIS TROUBLE,
MRS. BROOK./
| ]
@

=1 IT'S NO TILOUBLE',)

MEANWKILE.. A
THE BROOK :::Tl:?

A MISS! YOU CAN

jim ?

| THINK THAT AIRYPLANEN THAT'S NOT]
FELLER. WOT BUSTED UP J
IN TH  GORGE WUZ A
REVEN-OOER .. AN’ THET J\J
GAL'S IN CAHOOTS

Al TRUE!.HE'S
% A FAMOUS
FLYER,

AN' SHE'S
HIS..UH..
FEE -AN:CY/

TIME FER. YE T'GIT T'BED, MARY?\-{ Y-
YE GOTTA GIT UP EARLYS ME..I'M AMO
GONNA PUT THEM PELTS | GOT

iﬁﬁmm

{7TH' GAL MUST BE
SLEEPIN’ NOW! THIS
IS MY CHANCE TER
GIT THET FANCY
\SHOOTIN’ PISTOL/
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BuT. AFTER MRS
BROOK. RETIRED...

YEAH? THEN WOT'S
SHE DOIN' WITH A
FANCY PISTOL,WOT'S
GOT “U.5." MARKED ON
TH' HANDLE?

§£TTY-LOU
AWAKENS... AS
A SINISTER
SOUND REACHES

HER EARS/

HER FLYER FRIEND'S
A RESERVE ARMY
PILOT..MEBBE
IT'S AN ARMY
PISTOL.. WOT

BELONGS 4

SHORE WUZ A RIGHT
SMART LOOKIN' :
SHOOTIN’ IRON .....
WISH | HAD ONE

LIKE IT..HMM.WHY \

WWHO ARE Y-YOU?
S:STAND WHERE YOU

TRAPPER'S FINGERS
CURL WITH A
FIENDISH DESIRE
TO STRANGLE
AND SILENCE
BETTY-LOU, AS
HIS CRUEL EYES
\ LOOK INTO THE
MUZZLE OR THE
GUN HE_CWETS!
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