RATs!
THERE GOES
THE BELL.,

OH, HOW I HATE
THESE LUNCH HOURS!

T ALWAYS HAVE To
EAT ALONE BECAUSE | P

NOBODY LIKES ME..

T i

T WigH THAT LITTLE
RED-HAIRED 6IRL

WOULD COME OVER,
| AND SIT WITH ME...

=

WOULONT IT BE GREAT
IF SHED WALK QVER
HERE, AND SAY “MAY
T EAT LUNCH WITH
00, CHARLIE BROWN=2"

ID GIVE ANYTHING TO TALK
WITH HER .SHE'D NEVER
LIKE ME, THOUEH...I M 50
BLAH AND 50 STUPD..,
SHED NEVER LIKE ME..

T (JONDER (WHAT WouLp
HAPPEN IF T (WENT OVER AND
TRIEP TO TALK TO HER ! EVERY-

SHED PROBABLY BE INSULTED,
T00, IF S0MEONE A% BLAH AS
T AM TRIED T0 TALK TO HER

B0PY WOULD PROBABLY LAVGH..

I HATE LUNCH HOUR . ALL

IT POES 15 MAKE ME

LONELY...DURING CLASS
(T DOESNT MATTER...,

T CANT EVEN EAT...
NOTHING TASTES GOOD...

WHY CANT T EAT LUNCH
WITH THAT LITTLE
RED-HAIRED GIRL?

| THEN [D BE HAPPY..

@

RATS! NOBODY 15
EVER GOING TO LIKE ME..

—

LUNCH HOUR [5
THE LONELIEST HOOR
OF THE DAW! |

HEY, WHAT'S THAT Al
OVER THERE IN /i

\ AR

i P
TH' BRUSH? 1

WHOA, DINNY//

MY GOO'NESS, GRAND

) WIZER, WHAT YOU DOIN'
"I WAY OUT HERE?
. o ——

I'M NOT TH' GRAND
WIZER ANYMORE,
QOP, I'M JUST PLAIN
OL POOKY NOW..,

OH, TOO BAD... BUT
DON'T YOU KNOW THIS
IS DANGEROUS
COUNTRY FOR AN
UNARMED MAN?

WELL, 50 LONG, POO
TAKE CARE OF
YOURSELF NOW

«.BUT YOU
CERTAINLY
COULD USE
A KNIFE/

. HERE!

AWRIGHT, TAKE
YOU GLYS! ON




