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TOOK HIS EXAM
FOR HIS

DRIVERS
LICENSE WE
ANSWERED ALL
THE QUESTIONS
CORRECTLY
ESPECIALLY
THIS ONE -+

A LITTLE LATER

HIS HEAPR TANGLES =
WITH A VEHICLE /
ON HIS RIGHT AT
JUST SUCH AN
INTERSECTION ==
NOW LISTEN
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I WAS ON THIS EXPRESS
SIDE STREET! HE HAD NO BU
COMING ALONG A MAIN THOROLIC
FARE !/ E SHOULDA STOPPED AND
HONKED HIS HoRM I

PE END L i
WCid HAS BRIGHT

SHE'S NOT QUITE
READY, LESTER!?
JYOW'LL HAVE TO
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MICKS NOT HERE Y IF WE WAIT TILL TH ROADS ARE MORE
YETI THE ONLY  PASSABLE, WE'D BE SURER OF WAK-

ING A GETAWAY | =
SEEN 5 AN EXPEC- k

TANT MOTHER!

WITH
WON'T

AIRTIGHT ALIBI WE
£ SUSPECTEDL WE PULL
TH JOB TONIGHT, DOLL . BEFORE
THAT CHIGELER BEATS 1S TO ITL

YU FELLAS GOT_

i TO ST EL
il TIHEL

WASHED QUT CLOSIN' [
THAT ROAD; TOO!

7 WHO'D géﬁs’iﬁé’sv
JUST I \CHOICE? IVE HEARD OF

A BRIDGE HAS\ THIS TOWM BEFORE..

BUT WHERET ¢

THERES NOTHING WORSE THAN
COMING HOME To AN EMPTY House!
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ME"-AK NEVAH DONE NOTHIN'
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’ il TRUE 3!
A DO TREAT ME
LIKE A DOWNG =~

DEARS =AM LOVES YO,
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Too pricrity, sarge!
Emergenty casel gl
work right thivugh the
Wweek-end!

" Nou mean
akeezix fxpegt_s us
2 gat this thing

bick togather Hack? /=

BEAT &'
MAH 18 la-
YAROLE
HEARTS?

1 can use the
overtima bub
Wy the rsh?
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Don't tail armubedu,
but I think Aveny s

s A WALT

Tl ISEE /S OUT A
THAT E&S MAN !~

GETS BALK THE

= POET'S

CORNER

New Hospital And Progress
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~<|The joy of lile Is living N,
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[ [0 so it seems to me;
|And belping progress, an s way
iTo a grealer destiny,

'Were all things perfect hera be
low, -
lOr naught for our hands to.do
Ul the old was good enough
|We would not need the pew

|Our efforts then should be,
B fo resch a higher goal;
{And try to do pur level hest
To give courage to our soul

Supgess depends entirely on
|Wherie our honest effort lies
't pur shoulders th the whiel
1Ta win the coveled prize

|

TIE4th and eve ry one will Lry,
To prove their eternal worth
And make our town the very besi
e most heautiful, on earth

Only he who knows a perfect joy,
And hns done his litle bit:
|Can watch the New Hospital rise
{And enjoy in dping it
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Our Ol Wood Stove

|'\\'n-.-:| | get up in the mornmg,
Andd before T put on my clothes
T hurry out o the kitchen, and

Fire up the old wood stove
—

|w
a
: A s
ﬂ . < ’.‘_|-..|
e
Vi e
]
LV, - g
! K.. THAT HAT HY'S ¥ i !
u’los‘ oA ﬂu ;gﬁ, WHY'S YO GON' THROWGH

ALLEY OO0

BEN CASEY

HAND, 100 1+ IN THi&
W comiis/i
WAy 02 AN
\"\r- &« N

=

N
7]
|
p—

200

THIS OUSHTA | T NEVER HRARD ¥ 1/ mH! THERE I UL Y
COME LOOSE | OF ANVONE THATS ‘CAUSE P Ass Now " AR "_‘-I Sy
AMY TME / GETTING INTO NONE OF YOUI Y )/“\» RN
A CASTLE THIS TENTH CENTLIRY Ty )
WAY BEFORE! GUYS EVER USED Py

/\ NDUR HEADS!
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MY POCKETS, 5IRT
LOOKIN' FOR A W’
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The =moke starls lo rising, And
The old stove begins Lo yvedar,
Soon it ls so bloomin' ha

I'T have to open’ wide the door

Mather used o make cookies,
And | knew that she would

Let me eat aboul a dozen,

If I'd carry in the wood

f
When kids would go skating, and
|No belter place could we find,
'i'I‘Jmn warming wp to the wood
sloye

= And diving ourselves behind.,

Mother lived to bhe nincty,
She was ever bright and pay;
i The Old Wood Stove disappeared

<5 |When Mother passed  away.

o [Naw gt wup ind the moening,

(1 can't put on my britches;
| Fur my hands are g0 awlully cold
| From tirning on the swilches
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HIn e Garden  of  Gethsemane

W' Neath the olive trees they orepl,

[As it all eomes back to me

LISTEN, MISTER, |
ILL S-SERSNADE

I GUESS IT'S
LATER THAN YA
THINK S

BUGS DUNNT

Tived and hungry, yet they slept
In the Garden of Gethsemane.

Canst Thoo wateh one hour with
me?

In His awlul agony;

Ropent and sin npo movre,

In the Garden of Gethsemane

Il Thou c¢oanst Oh Father
Remove this challis from me;
As Jesis humbly Prayed

In the Garden of Gethsemane

His sweat as drops of bload,

Abhha Father<Thy will be done

NOU THINK T AN WOULDNT WANT HIM WOLLD YO RATHERR HAVE HIM
ENT 1T GREATS (112 IN MY FZIENDSHIP CLLB JOINYOUR ENEMY cLLBZ
NASTY MENARF JUST GREATZ
ASKED IF HE cOLLp ]
JOIN THE FRIENDZHIP J:
CLuB!

Victory aver death was won
In the Garden of Gethsemane

duclas botrayed Him with o kiss
As the Roman Guards stood by,
His Apostles He did miss far
| They vsed their legs Lo [y,

I!Iv was scourged on e Plllars,
And tidigled by the crowd;
Hung Him on the ¢ross, was
The verdlet—good and loud

Toue Our Lord paid the price,
Arid fulfilled the Praphecy:

| Naoght but death could suffice
" the Garden fo Gethsemane,

UL WRONE, DOCTOR .
TORCSAOW.,. 1. .UH
B START COMING

FIRST DAY HERE AND THE
WHOLE HOSPITAL'S TALKING

SHE'S CHARMING, BEN. «-FR)
ABDXIT HER.

PARTCULARLY \]
EMOTIONAL &
STRENGTH,
BUT YOU'RE
HERE JLST OME
DAY A WEEK,

Yos Me ware the crown of thorns
and was crucified on Cal:
vy

|And He died on the cross—

For you and for me.

CIH
\ PERFECT PICTURE
I'irough the years into centutjes
with brush and pen,
Mun has strove to paint a pl
lure of the Savior of men

I OF the Christ as he was in his,

splendor’ and  glors

| While giving of Hiz life lo pre

serve God's story

ITS THIS WAY, "STOOLIE',
PUNKY NEEDS MONEY.
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TELL JIMMY-THE-JUICE
PUNKY NEEDS MONEY.
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¥ JIMMY=THE-JUICE"
TLL TELL HIM WHEN
HE COMES IN, PUNKY
NEBDS MONEY. Pusuw
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BEETLE RAILET

LITTLE ORPWAN ANNIE

COD DOWN 16 BAD FOR NCT A WORD

Pé I SADR BACH MORSEL, ABOUT THE TWREE
A LIKE ME GETS THREE HELPINGS

HE Ha
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\oJELL, THERE'S SOMEBODY AROUND
THE SIDiNG AT HATES PLACE Now

WIND HOWLIN,

‘) ar A covote!

| KATE'S away;

Y ROUND
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WHILE WE WS
CUTTIN' OUT T

How can ong paint the sulfer-
ing, the courage and love?
ched In the Face of God
wge irom above
I  would be linea caused
from worry,

e tmovence of a child

e farpowed brow ol dee;
thought

The sympathy expressed when

smiled

morn showed us

he was nitled lo the eross

Theugh the piclure mny lack
h o ke desired
The thought behind It 1s ime

Lawrence Halla




