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| Theyll Do It Every Time

By Jimmy Hatlo |
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IT ALL-EVERY-
BODY FORGOT
THERE'S SUCH
A THING AS
AN INCOMING
-nDE”“ EHD
OF BEACH
PARTY sees
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HEY, POP!!
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WE CAN'T cATCH ™

WITHOUT AN

OLTBOARD MOTOR!
A "

[

SHORT RIDS

A LOT oF
\ CO-OPERATION

. 1 SETS

1 WISH THESE SUBMARINES
WoULD STOP SNEAING ARDUND

O EASY.., Wi CAN NEVER
FIND IT NOW| DREDGES ARE
PLUMPIUG UP THE WHOLE

BLAZESIT I5]
BUILT ON THE RVER. [HAW1 | T FlGLRE THE:
BANK. INLET ON His
WAP |5 ABOUT
OPPOSITE THAT
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N A FEWN YEARS THE BYES OB THE
WORLD WILL BE ON THIS SPOT RITAL
BUT WE MAY NOT BE OO LATEL LETS

RESION | GET BACK ON THAT BEACH ROAD!
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ITS ONLY NOW AND THEN THAT
I FEEL SORT OF NEGLECTED

GENERALLY. (E HAVE
IT PRETTY 600D,

NO ONE EVER BRINGS ME
TEA AND TOAST AT BEDTIME
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1S TUAT PROCF
OR NOT, JUDCE?

DICK TEACY

BEAUTIFUL SLINGSHOT =
WOUNTAIN DESECRATED
BY A BUNCH OF FRUSTRATED |
RATS WHO Wisk
THEYD BEEN BORN

THIS IS THE MOST |
DISCUSTING THING |VE
EVER SEEN! NARCOTICS
VULTURES AT

r HAD TWO | WX
SHAKES / }
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[ WELL DO OUR FPART TO
‘ SEE THAT THEY HAVE
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LINDER MY ICE.
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DUR BOARDING MOUSE

BLONDIE
i

ouUT ouUR WAY

COME Oad, NOW, AND FORSET THAT STUFFY ||

OUR THREE -WEEK CAMPING TRIP WaAS

YET==1 MADE A COUPLE CF PHONE
CALLS AND SOT SS\EBODY TD
COME [N AND DO ALL THAT
WASHINS AND IRSH NG —
SHE'S POWNSTARS NOW!
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SREAT BUT OUR VAZATION'S NOT OVER

'Y
HEM YOUD LOVE TO LIVE FOREVER.
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Nole: Kathy Richard
|12 year old, a seventh grad
ler at Roosevelt School wrote this
lpoem for an uncle, Bud Pelos
an art and English teacher of
Sargus, Mass, who recently made
his first visit to Klamath Falls
Pelosl, who accompanied
is the lormer Virginia Chin
lof Klamath Falle Kathy is the
| daughter of Mr. and Mrs, French-

5 |ie Richard of 1847 Earle Stres!
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THE FLIGHT OF THE BIRDS

|
;| By KATHY RICHARD

Sitting en a hill one day,

11 spied some little birds at play

| Their flight was light and strong
and fast

But one liltle fellow was a very
tired last;

. | ened and scared.

He soared, he waversd then fell

| to the ground

The hillside was quiet, | heard

| not a sound;

| Then all of a sudden 1 heard a
faiml snap

|The next thing I knew he was
there in my lap;

Shaking and shivering so [right-

When 1 looked down, | knaw
that 1 cared.
Then ever so genly 1 carried

him home
Koowing that some day this bird
would be grown
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7WE PRIVATE IMAGE
€00 STAND A LITTLE
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MADE '\ MIND MAKING
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|As the days went by, 1 found in
my heart

It was geiting harder to part

Then one day through a window
he flew

Looking up 1 saw him, a speck
in the hlye,

Then | saw them, a flock of
hirds,
Nothing could stop them, not

even words;
Now vou have heard it, my lale
full of words
And what do 1 call
flight of the birds.
Kathy Richard

it? The

HOW DUR FLAG CARRIED
THE NEWS
It wag a long time ago
When our States were at war,

That the call o arms
Came to everyone's doar.

All willingly gave

All those that they could
For they were patriotic

| |And felt that they should.

Away marched the boys
Some in blue, some in grey,
Each loyal and true

BUGS BUNMY

Whichever was his way.

In this linois ecountry
One home gave its all.
Three sons wenl lo war
To answer the call,

At home their [amilies
Were anxlous te know
How iheir bovs were

But news was so slow

S0 farmer Hatch [elt

That al least he should zo
| Then to the neighbors
The news he should show,
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I YOU TWO
KEEP PICKING AT

THOEE FOTATD CHIRS

("T\‘

MORTY MEEXLE

THANKS .,
THANK. YOIl

OUT WITH YOU,
MEGOMEBA b

BEETLE BANLEY

MAYEE YOUD BET TER KEEP
FIOKING AT THOSE FOTATD CHIRS.

S0 beside his home
High up on the hil)
|He erecled a flag pole
Ta Lill out the bill

|
Then twice a week

Ten miles he would go
To the nearest lown
|'The laleil news to know

}'.\hrn liome he rode

.| |He raised the flag
That carried to all
News, hoth good and bad

1] | The neighbars all watched
ITlm. {lag to see

{What was it doing

What news would it be

If the North was vietorious
The Mag floated (ree

If the South it wag halfmast
Ils message would be.

I know thal this story

|Of how the stars and the siripes
o |Carried the news

Of the bove gone 1o fight

It wis my own grand{ather

1| To his country so true
Who thought of this plan

\.\ml carried it through,

o
L] | Today It 1= easy
1| |0ld news to be had

We sit by our fireside
Listening to good and ta bad
now

W

|For turn a knob
On our radio or TV

Il 2| |The. farthest and latest

Right then do we see.

A ventury has passed
Now our flag floats free
To our free land lot us
Both true and loyal be.

LITTLE GRPHAN ANNIE

Teresa MeComb

EVENING

An artist i painting the sky this
e

| With the geld of the sur and the
green of the laaves,

\cross the sky His great brush
sWeEen

Creating beauly grand and deep

Thare, a louch of rose

As the fragrant bloom,

Beauty given and gone fpo soon

Beyond the hills a wild bird trills

Ihe day has ended and ail is sti

Neva Walters




