; . * e (441, DIDNT ¥20 SHOULEN T 60 Tl I THE GARS | T Moy P scmi:‘ﬂv»:
im‘.h Mal'ws [le)’ Il Do It ]:V‘-"'f ?_"“c RO W) A AT ALD WEARING EAR | TD THE ROOM WHEN SHE'S ONTHE
Sunday, Dee. 15, 1963 Page &D — ey o :-'zat] m&mwl'mg.;’ ] i‘g‘;;f;‘?;‘;&ii PHOME, 1 SET HOLLERED AT FER
P L e S = H N I \Souas | masor!vinow, | B ), el s Looxs FROM I THERE AN’ 1 83T 10 IN REMEMBRANCE
1:45953 ALWAYS YOU CANT BE DN SENTLS LIKE TROUBLE [hy

\ FROVE I AT TRYIN' TO LIS-
ROTHING BOT A ROUGH HoUSE T =

ERAWL TYFE OF GRAFPPLINGS
e HME =e SO0ON AS T GET
INTRIM TLL FLATTEN Y50
OUT LIKE A FRES
IN'AN oL'D NOVEL

Sy ae THE MAKNGS!
MATE Masy A
TRIP T TW

SECy S AR NOURE AN OLD
A COWMITTEE [ SERIOUS ASOUT c

UP IN ARMS — \ TRARIG DOWN

4 i

NS RIES

TO CONDEMN

SOME OLD

BUILDING »+++

‘ OF NOVEMBER 22, 1863

| President Kennedy
Our beloved President and his
lovely Lady
Sharing their happiness together
| on his last day.
The welcaming crowd of Dallas,
wirming their hearts
With never a thought ol death,
cold and gray.
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Officer J, D, Tippitt
BUT LEB —L:‘ | An officer of law in lina af
FIRETRAP GO . .
] UPIN A BLAZE lirade and \afinching: ‘ap:
o proached a man,
TO THE SAME

He was shot and killed without
merey
| By the same ruthless hand.
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Lee Harvey Oswald

Every man should have his day
in enurt

: i | To plead his guilt, with or with-

=y “-'-\:am ANAPPETIZER | out shame,

Q ? T—efp— | When man takes law into his

own hands

| Then all America shares the

| hlame.
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Bach left a family in shock and
| grief
Each trod a different voad of
life,
But God created all three equal
And gave His word bearing
duys of strife,
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We'll never know if it was God's

| will

| Whether it was a part of His

plan,

Bul we do know that in Arling-
ton Cemetery

Was buried a beloved and pow-
erful man,
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But seeds of love, mercy and
understanding.

We, His people. may have failed
Him

He's slow (o anger, but stern,
commanding!
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How many go aboul our daily
lives
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YOU CHAPS PUIT THAT BOWLING,
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May He grant merey for our
neglect

That our country has become in
such a state,

Where our young and apt Presl-
dent was sacrificed,
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May He grant mercy on each
and all
For the tragedy of Friday,
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ME! z November 22, 1061,
- TIME! g May it be a lesson etched inta
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and Eternity.

Oh Lord, may we never again
take for granted

The wandrous things in which
Thou believes,

May we never again experience
heartache

As the one now in which our
Country grieves

Mrs. Russell E. Jones
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AUSTIN AND 1

LIL ABMNER

We were walking one evening
My little nephew and 1,
When the darkness fell around

MORTY MEEKLE

us
And the stars twinkled out in
the sky.

As we stood and watched this
wanider
In the heavons up so high,
The little fellow whispered
"Giod is lighting the candles in
Lhe sky.”
Teresa McComb, Malif
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CHRISTMAS MEDITATIONS

CALOLINE ALLEY

The heavenly hosts sang.
“Peace on Earth,"

Proclaiming to all. the Savior's
birth

Gold and Myrrh, the wise men
brought to lay

Al the feet of the Child they

» sought ‘
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TOWN AND KE MIESES day,

And shepherds came where the
Christ Child lay
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“No room in the Inn,"" the keep-
er snid

“You will find the Child where
the cattle fed. "

Mary’s travail they knew In
part —

But none of the things she kept
in her heart
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