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Anp wheRe DO THEY
START WARMING UPP WHY,
RIGHT ON MRS. MIGRAINES
NICE FRONT LAWN WITH THE
FLOWER BEDS ALL AROUND !

S OATECTE I
1 e

} J.‘?:l%E L%.m' R
WADISON N

OUR BOARDING WOUSE

WAIT TILL YoUR
BROTHER SEES ME N
1T, NEW

DRESS!

PRISCILLA'S Pop

YoU WATCH! HE'LL BE
FLABBE%GA‘:‘:TED

'_)\J

aLoONDIE

AN NLL T e 1 B

SHORT Ribs

COME

WASH Tuas

HOW CAN WE STOP Hil, EASY

HE MUST BE
KILL U5 FOR T|

P
ok Gad)

—

LETS PACE [T RITA. \ THE

ITI5 K
AMBUSH Us, DO YOU
WANTA TURIN BACKT

iF NOT; ['iL ST1CK,
BUT— e

ISKYL HE MAY

PESPERATELY
NEED PART OF
b, MONEY, NOW!

N IMUIST 30 |
ON! L HaVE NOT
TELL YOU Ho\;'

ey

PEANUTS -+

BRRRRR....THEY RE
LIKE ICE!

LIL ABKER « «

- Nouye curs Dac that
0% g tre horsa Pert
110N race sgainst Pam?

CALOLINE ALLEY

THE PAINTINGS WILL €O
TO EICGHT DIFFERENT
DISTRIBUTORS.

HOW CAN %00 TELL THEY RE |

COLD WHEN YOURE INSIDE 'n-lEr‘-{?[
Jn" i

BUGS BUNNY

FYOLU WANT OME

THATLL BLAST THE
DS AND AN S CUT
OF TH BONS, MATSER,
1 GOT A STRING OF
STUFFED KIPPERS

>

Vs DECEIVE MY
FELLOW SLIEATISTS
ITH PHOTOS OF A CATEM

EGAD, T SALL
SEND COPES
TO ALL ALY
FRIENDS \|\'-\.'_"1
™ L | SPEAK DS~ d
THiNK=) :F—lﬂsl‘uéu‘f ¥
> oF .-.w‘ i

PROWESS AS
LA A.\;\}.e.-cr‘_j
b e aaa £ |

.

T RODKED
KiLL

OUT OUR WAY

BT, WHAT A BATTIN AVERASE

HE'S THE SENSATION OF THE
LEASLUE, AIN'T HE T [ominP catain]
BAY, {mtesp? WHAT S THAT
ABOUT OB CASEY, THERET
{Erusips cmaa?)

THAT ROCKHE'S GOT, (ondmr. Crtar)

RECPES ALOGE THAN HAVE

HERE! TAXE THS AND
MOVE OUT BEFORE L 8T
THE SHAKESS ID BE
PER READI' THRU THE

TO PUT P WITH AN APPLE
CRUMCHER THEU THE
SPORTS PAGES.!
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My oY, You LoST FAIR A

You loeT
PLAY

SQUARE...You V. BYABRICK. AN’
BESIDES [ PON'T

BUT 1 DONT FEEL
Uke GeTTIN'HIT

YEH, You' MAKE A
PERTY CARALY KAT
ALLEIGUT...BUT S
PONT LOOK LIKE
A e EITHER,

HE'S BEEN WANTING TO GO
FOR A LONG TIME,BUT PIDN'T
GET AROUND TO 1T TILLYOUR

RESIGNATION MADE THE
TRIP NECESSARY!

MR. e
GET BEHIND
MR.GETTY LN

WATCH WHERE
YER GOIN' YA
CLUMSY CLUCK=

A MOTORBIKE WITH A SPECIAL
TRANSMISSION... THAT CAN
BOUT 40

GIVEHIM
A HANDF

POET'S
CORNER

A VERY DEAR SPOT

May God bless thie dear spot,
Where Mom and Dad ace lying:
They seem so lonely and alope
That is why my eyes are crying

Stars look down on their graves,
| ¢an see their names on & sione;
I pray that they are with Him,
Our Master, on His throne

Humbly they followed in His
sleps,

Ever remembering that fatal
day;

When they will go to their Fier.
nal Home

In that land, so far away

As they sleep side by side,

As the montis and years go by;
A Century is but a moment,
In Eternity in the sky

In my house lhere are many

mansions,

£ And 1 pray one, they have se.

cured,
Their reward for following Him
And the eotrows they have en.
dured

- Let us now ask them — they can

hear
Wherever the Angels sing;
And pray that they will remem.
ber
To ask God to be remembering
CIH

'NEATH THE OLD OAK TREE

I wandered down the lane —
dear,

The one we used o tread:

Naught s left but momories,
since

Yeu ave numbered with the dead

I lingered “neath the oak — my
dear,

But my tears begin to ilow;

There you promised (o be my
wile

Lagid 1 love you so."

Bul now you have left me deat,
And 1 am lonely and alons;
My hearl is broken forever
Since you have gone Home.

I saw the hlossoms by the road,
A cardinal begin to sing:

IT TOOK ME AN HOUR
T'SPEAR ALL THAT
TRASH —A/OW LODK ,j;

AT IT=HMM! ;—-;f.-o

MORTY MEEKLE

WOW, TWO AM. /
MILDREDE GOING *

TO BLOW HER
ToP; -

AND EXACTLY B OUNCES
OF STUFF PER PAINTING,
UNDERSTAND? X

BEN CASLEY

THAT'LL BE A TOTAL
ORDER OF SIXTEEN
PAINTINGS,

wWITH oum |
STAFF, |T
WONT TaKE ||

RIGHT! HOW
SOON CAN |

>
GET THEM>

BEE U.E_Bt’LE ¥

GEE, THATS
NOT ToD
GooD f

IT 15 WHEM YOURE FIGHTING

oy s e T

INDIANS ALONG THE WAT /

LITTLE ORFHAN ANNIE

THANIK HEAVEN
EMMAS NOT
L& THAT.
e PESENT MY
SIECFIT.

@ TR0 by LA, e T Rey UL Per Dwe,

NOW, DEAR—~THIS 15
WHAT HAPPENED. .,

. Iﬁ-lh-.—ul 1=
L T )

ED
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I lingered by the ok — dear
I gave lo you my ring

You are ever in my mind

It malters not where | go;
Every little whispering breeze
Says “Dacling, 1 love you so."

Now fhat you have gone away,
How desolate is my heart;
I memoty 1 hold vou tight,
"Tis then the tedrs stan
CJH

MUSIC

Where are the rollicking bancs
I heard in childhood days?

They were loading every parade
People expected no other way.

Hag time changed so swillly
That music Is seldom heard?
Even in most of our homes
This part is just {or the hirds.

| Years ago soclal gatherings

Were fncomplete without a song.
While someone chorded the or-
san

The lddle screeched along,

Hag TV replaced all of this?
Must we all change our life too
Sitling tense and staring

Tl each program is through?

The luture T cannot predict
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OH, PRRMAPS 1T WAS JUGTICE,
AETRH THE CRUEL WayY YOU WERE
CEINMERITED, BUT YOU WERE
YOUNG AND HAD THE LOVE
OF & Go0D MaN To
; ol

THATS NOWSENSE,
MISS PETERSL HES 60T
TO BE AROUND: \EWH

SAY MOTHING
TO ANYONE
Vil

Ttk T GET
THERE!

THER FALLT, SR

OUR GARBAGE PALS
JUST GET A LOT MORE
USE THAN MosT
GARBAGE PALS

MR.GOMBA, WAIT FOR ME IN THE MAIN
E FLOGOR RECEPTION ROOM!

THERE IN FVE
MINUTES T

1L SE6 you ] |

I must rmly live day by day

| Yet I hope old-fashioned music
Is just taking a holiday

| Jennle Charles

SONGS OF PRAISE

“Loed, VIl strve thee avery day
In sueh a lovely, charming way
I'll be a flower with sweet per-
{ume
| T wreathe your path or grace
your room?
Or else, I'll be a bird 1o sing

With sllver flute, on scarlet
wing!
e =~ |Unnoticed tasks are not for ma
A flame of glory, 1 will be;

iil
4

I Mow!

LOVE HAS COME TD

HE 18 PENMILESS ]

M MY MATURE YEAHS, | AM EARLY

DEAH EARL OF GTUBFUDDLE ] | HIM AND
POOR BOY: TAXES AND ALL,
EVEN WITH HIS CA E

—r

ME; THE | MARRY

[ ‘foU'D BE ,

/ A countess!] |
WHY

DoNT wou ?

IN THE QLD pavs, PERUAPS] BUT §
§ HoW, WATH EVEN THE LAWET CRUMBS &

QF THE FORTUNE YOUAH FAWTHAH |
LEFT ME--LAWYRHS - PAYHE To

BE SIGNED - AN ME I'M g5 |

@z— AND - AND HELPLESE!

I will cling close to your side
And you will be the glorified!"
With  beauty both of
flower
She chormed them through the
sacred our
|1 lad in cowl b scarlet dregs,

bird and

she sang of truth and holl
ness:

Another came with contrite heart
To ask if be m have a pari

To sart the trash, or sweep the

or scour the

» 1 5 slarl on time
or  serve erhar [l nther
Ll
A VoS Hisdainet
0 ¢lse "

sirnined
Seeking neither pralse nor place
Content Lo share the frults of




