By Jimmy Hatlo | |

S0 How SOOTHED 15 OUR EX-
FRUSTRATED PATIENT P WELL-L-L
YOU CANT PICASSO OVERNIGHT »»+s
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INE SLeE AMOS | )
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Ferald and Rews Theyll Do It Every Time
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1
Hecipa WAS SUFFERING FROM
SUBURRBIA TENSION,SO GOOD OLD
DOC PRESCRIBED HOBBY THERAPYe

HOW DA MAK

SOME_RELAXING APPLE coLor?!

THATS A VERY
SOOTHING PASTIME we
RECOMMEND [Tsse

OLR BOANDING MOUSHE

RPN D4 1% LG R e AR e TR R

NOT A BETTING MAN,

SURE THINS, MARTHA! T™
\ BUT I'D GIVE 10-TO-ONE

CRDE6 THAT HE'S _:
SLEEPING o4 THE I
PCOL TABLE AT THE

BANDAGE T COME IN RERE --
1 WANT 00U TO HELP ME

MENE THE PlAND BEFORE
YO LEAVE?

PRICILLA'S POP

SHORT migs

ISR WAYE ONE OF TH SIX SERYANTS
SHUCK DUIT RO A NIGHT DN TH'
v TOWN, AH_TH

WITH H1S NIBS |
\..____ll .

.BUT DO WE HAFTA DO
Wiy OUT HERE IN
HWOODS#7

—WHY CAN'T WE DO OUR GOOD
PEEDS RIGHT IN TH' KINGS FRONT

D

[ JUST MY BOWUNS BALL!

'GONE!".. o

2B AL e FF
HAM SANGWIDGES /i OMILAINT T0 MAKE;

GENT JUST WHAT VOu

FORTY MEENLE

HE ALWAYS SPOTS
ME THROUGH THAT
PEEP HOLE, BUT

TOAY ILL FOOL

WAS SOMETHING WRONG NO..THE [ WELLTHEN... YOUR DELIVERY BYY
WITH YOUIR ORDER Y I ORDER | WHATENOLR KEEF> WHISTLING AT ME!

12 2alled Chipper, snd |
port stavt! It gimply

YET BT T\ S0
Bl TO TRAEK WER 0o |

aEN CAINY

A A S

| ‘..M ELEPHANTE, MONKE VS~
YES WE EVEN HAVE TuE
FINEST BIRDWOUSE IN

WOU OHCE ASKED (N YOUR

COLUMN WHICH CITY MAD
THE BEST Z0O. WELLTODAY,
ENNA, ILL SHOW YOU.
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BEETLE SAILEY
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g% wai;’ MY
~ TS STiLL
GO0D

e en s E e, RTINS RAPSSTES. 1 .

LITTLE OmPean amnil

W= OKAY.
AGKED | W

AT LBAST MY TWO
PATIENTS ARE RECOvERtG !
AMOTHER WEER OFF TWO
) AND THEY SHOULD RE
[+ M QO0D A5 Maw !
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SAST LOOK AT THOSE TwWO,

CANT TAKE THEIR EYES OFF OF
BACH OTHER « BUT THE EVig =
TP BEIGHT! AND THAT - THAT
FLUSBM ON HER Ccwwexs)

OH, GRANT IT 18T 80)

POET'S
CORNER

THE BOOK CALLED
“MEMORY"
There Iz a book called memary,
And there’s wrilten on every

page,
Things that happened recently,
And memories covered with age.

A |There's a memory of a girl,
|80 young, so bright and fsir,

And of the boy she married —

—|For he had learned lo care.

- | There's the memaory of those ear-

ly days,

| Before Uie children came,
—— | When each and every day o them,

Was one big happy game.

(And then the game was over,
Life grew wvery hard,
| He started to drink and gamble;

3 THIS '“Umpcutilng on the turn of a card
1l

A There’s the memory of the chil-
e dren,

That came along s0 soon

And of Lhe toll that seemed Lo
Last

|.\lurnm:. night and noon

|Thirteen children came along,
|0'er the many vears,

|Somehow hey ralsed them,

With sweat and struggle and
tears

i‘ﬁmr's the memnry of the little

one,
As precious as the rest,
|Who was called to thet Eternal
| Home,
| Because God thought H best

There's the memory of the later

Years,

When  the children have gone
away,

And again there's just the two of
them,

|0]1! and wrinkled and grey.

"S'rw;-' think of the days, so long

past,

When thelr marriage stood Use
lest, -
Of all the bitter days they knew,
But those memaries Lo, are

luest

|And pow the old man s also

gone,

I'The woman's lell alone,

To wander through the empty
rooms,
Of the once =0 busy home

|She sits and looks out the win
|

dow,

|Wondering why the kids don't
write,

The days grow longer and long:
e,

But not hall os loog as the night.

|Her dreams must come Lo a close

nuw,
Her memory book Is [ull—
At she looks back o'er the pages,
She Knows it was never dull
Mary Bertramn

MAY
I's almost May

|.\ml the leaden gray
L O the snow cloid hangs o orhead,

The ground les white

| In the moming light
|As 1 struggle Irom my bed

I try lo smile,
But all the while

|} think of the llac b
| That tries to bloom

In this awesome gloom

| And 1 feel my spirits thuyd

To a brand new law

As 1 view the spov

And think of the spring just fad

1 fuce the day

Az best 1 may

But 1 wish this winter dead!
Mildred L. Brashler

GEORGE WASHINGTON
Countrymen lake courage

v will be ours

. Warbjing tunes
Wn ‘are eraving. hun.

And dving
We needs m keep on [fighting
Tl we can hight no mare

What can we tell ¢ qaving

How can we lace our dead

| e a mi
strelehed
A mighty mew

N earth born men
iTusteed men of

Whn placed thelr fal
f himble spirit
y His grace endowed
mmph o'er secession
Utited take Ker wiang
i “AVIBG Ove
A\ lree and golde A
i Tale
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