SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 22, 1959

" SIR ! ONE OF OUR HIGHLY - AT YORE

THAT Ol BAG OF BONES !1? MAN q
YOU'RE LIVING IN ;

@ _BARNEY GOOGLE
and

CLASSIFIED MISSILES HAS LANDED ek | SARVICE, COUSIN- ; =
ON YOUR PROPERTY, AND I HEREBY Yo \ FOLLER ME b ALlE, 1 | THE DARK AGES!

HOW BACKWARD Qu e
CAN YOU GET !l <( g

WELL ¥ DONT
JUST STAND THERE!

ORDER THE BEAST
TO MOVE !

HOWEVER— I musT
GET THE MISSILE BACK
TO THE BASE FOR

ELECTRONIC !
ANALYSIS—-UH"" o
A COMMAND
DECISION IS

THAT BROKEN-DOWN OLD )
RELIC OUGHT TO BE STUFFED

AND PUT ON DISPLAY
IN SOME MUSEUM

SHE WILL,COUSIN==
SOON AS SHE GITS
HER TICKLES OUT

WHEN YOU GET AS MUCH
MUSCLE AS T HAVE, YOU'LL
BE ABLE TO CHIN YOURSELF
A HALF DOZEN a:&%s TOO,

o

WELL, YA SEE, KD +=1 80T
60 MANY MORE MUSCLES
TO GET sﬂe& THAN YOU

WHAT DOES SHE [WANNA HUNKA

MINE, SHOE ? °;FIC‘ A-AMN-AMMH--

PESTS, |/ ot oF HanorLk
uﬂ-h“" cmsr—-iﬁﬂg’ffa_

( -CHOO /4

— =
i -

s pProBaBLY ||
B¥] AN AD FOR HIS

A GROWN MAN HIS AGE
ELYING A KITE! STAY
2 AWAY FROM HIM! HE'S oSSl NEW LOCKSMITH
TETCHED, IF YOU A BUSINESS-KEYS
Ask ME ! | f N MADE WHILE-U-~ 3

__'_'_..“] WAIT s

‘ Q HE SAID T
. <~ COULD FLY IT=-
S 1 HE CALLS ME MIS




