-y " Tilly The Toiler By Bob Gustafson
The Tlny Folk [ YOUR WIFE GENT OVER THE :
f/ COSTUME SHE PICKED
A tA real story of real children OUT FOR YOU TO WEAR TO THE
’ X -&’ for very young children) I WOMENS CLUS MASQUERADE
] . BALL.SHE WANTS :
i \ \ b “Whatever are you goingto do voU To TRY
{ - / et J[ 0 with that big cardboard box?” Mrs. ITON/ HMM-M.. ALL
Y Page asked Laurie as he came in , RIGHT
’ from the big back porch. He was 7% /, )
. <‘ ~ a x - - lugging a high, wide .cardboard / G :
SR , carton behind_him. / g @ X539
N “I just decided to make a house P 7 %
By Thornton W. Burgess | ; for baby Linda,” he answered. A g
WHERE WAS MOTHER? ered the young porcupine. “Why| | Mrs, Page looked a minute, then : !
= [didn'l she walt for me?” | [ &t 7 A said. “Well, you may if you put p
Respect and love have never yet, | Of course there was no answer. - v Ctf everything b“kd‘" place '"";
Been won by those who whine Prickles didn’t know which way, Presently, he stopped whining ““"‘h.y"“ zﬂrex °"‘;“h Yg“ nee > ¥
and fret. !to go. The surroundings there were | and fretting. He was too busy eat- something t",,”‘y w when you :
—Old Mother Nature. wholly strange. He began to wand-|ing. can’t go out.

_— er about aimlessly. He talked to| . u!;a:lr:ebigmb::’gnrlli‘ah:i:w:{; '1:‘:

‘Where was Mother Porky? Prick- himself fretfully. He whined. Not lf)loor Therxl he took roureot the
les, the young son who had linger- | being used to walking very much| Now all the time Mother Porky) 9. T A€ €07 O BF 8
ed behind and so lost track of at a time, he soon grew tired and Was in another tree very ClO!E_H‘ = theirc sldesl p
her, wished he knew. She had told climbed up in a tree. He chose a hand. She heard him whining n"Ma’ Ihtakelthelcarzughtolput
him to follow her, then she swam tree in which he knew he would | and  fretting, ~but she mnde‘ over ;,y house for a ]~o§[a” he
across a little pond that had been|find plenty of good bark to eaL.EHO sign. She didn't let him know| o/ )
made by Paddy the Beaver. Prick-|In fact, he chose a hemlock trl'ee.:“ﬂhﬂle she was. The truth 1s, she | “My goodness, Laurie, you have
les hadn't wanted to follow her. This would not only give him bark,|didn’t want him to find her. She - "% 5% 0 tre =0 middle of
He hadn't started after her until bul also the green needles, as the felt that he was = alright; that the floor. How do you expect me
she had reached the other shore. queer shaped leaves of most ever- Young as he was, he was quite safe| to get around them? It is just
Then, being a slow swimmer, and greens are called. Presently, he|because of the coatful of little as well I'm not bnklnlz this after-
this being his first real swim, he stopped whining and fretting. He | spears that he wore. And‘he had! noon, or you or I would have to
had been a long time in getting was too busy eating. He even for- Plenty to eat. She didn’t \‘\'R“‘; move. But I suppose you can use
across. He had stopped to rest on gol about mother. It wasn't until him with her because he drew tooj ., "' rug for a while.”
the k;p of the Beaver house near:he could eat no more that|Mmuch attention. His coat, which "y tro, laughed up at his mo-
the o:her shore. When he finally he thought of her again. Then should have been black, was s, ther. “Now let baby Linda down
did reach the other shore mother he began fretting and \\hxmng‘“’h"e as KIN‘).\\..‘HE. had pink eye% on the floor too. She wants to
was not only not in sight, but again. The truth is he enjoyed instead of black eves. And Mother| . " 0n ™ i this snug little

Porky } . ]
he could find no trace of her. |whining and fretting. Some folss “OFKY had a queer feeling every| p,ico 1 mage.

By Clifford McBride

“She didn't wait for me,” whimp- do, you know. Centinued on page 14 Mrs. Page put Linda down on
PRI - ~ ~ e g her blanket inside the house of
OUR BOARDING HOUSE MﬂJOI‘ Hoople chairs, Laurie gathered together

all his toys, Ginger, Bunny, Brown
Bear and Panda, as well as Linda’s
Peter Rabbit and Baby Doll.  He| Henry
put them all inside the box and
got in himself. Linda crawled in
too, sat up, and reached for her
doll.

“Come see us, Mommy. Don't
we Jook cute?” called out Laurie.
“This is a dandy house. This is
our kitchen, and that is the roof.
That chair over there is the door.

Linda peeked out and smiled up
at her mother as she patted her
doll, saying, “Ga — ga, ga, dee,
huh.”

“Now we'll put our family to
bed,” said Laurie as he put his

WHAT T CAN ALMOST HEAR T'M
DOING OKAY WITHOUT, MR.
HOOPLE / «v MAYBE T OUGHT
TO TELL YOO TOMAKE A 4 ¢
NOISE LIKE A MAN GET-
A TING BOUNCED OUT - BUT
I'M A COUSIN OF 5IMPLE
SIMON«-T'LL DROP ONVER
AND %e& THE THING /
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UM-YAS, MR. POPOVER -« DEGREE
) IN ENGINEERING, DNIVERSITY OF
77 GLASGOW we HAR-RUMPH /< T'VE
A\ JLST PERFECTED A GREAT SOUND
MACHINE FOR TV, REPRODUC-
ING ALL THE NOISES OF
A FACTORY -~ HEH-
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MUOTTERING i(leddSes loxlx a ct;shilonﬂand cov;ret(l
BOU' hem with a towel. He turned to
lAgosrsT,HE get Brown Bear, and Linda reach-

: /j,‘ ed over and picked up Ginger.
N; “No, Linda, leave Ginger there,”

he scolded. “He is sleepy and 1

R i | put him to bed” He took the biz|POgO
i teddy back, and covered him up - .
again. m HMEY/ 15 Yol 568D
| Linda started to crawl around o
l the house. She took her Peter ! 1 1 WORED ANYTHIN’ OF O’ MOLE A = WORDS You

L

CAN ADD
Rabbit and poked him out be- ”‘”“4)
tween the rungs in the back of e Mol
the chair. Then she laughed and y
talked in her own baby langu-
age.

“See, Linda, here is your do'l.
Come and put her to bed,” Laurie
coaxed.

Linda turned, saw her doll, and
crawled over to the box. She
took the doll, then reached for

| the chair. She pulled herself up,

i and hung on to the edge of the
i box. That pulled the blanket off.

“Dear, dear, dear, you are mak-
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Continued on ;;age 14

By Alex Raymond

) T NEED 50 CENTS
Al VOR Z FOR SHAVING
1 CREAM, POP-+
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oo AND THE HISSING SURF TAKES BOTH IN
A FOAMY EMBRACE...
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The Lone Ranger By Fran Striker Tippy and "Cap" St

el_"LL BE(‘I; THEY'RE --AN'ADON’T WANT Ji
- - WE WERE SWINDLED BY THAT OIN' TO TH' ICE US ALONG-- /
[ WHILE THE LAWMEN SEARCH FOR THE LONE RANGER THE REAL THIEVES HEAD FOR CANADA CROOKED HORSE. TRADER. . CREAM  v—T 1K [ e BUDGE --1'VE BEEN
NO USE GOIN' FARTHER. WE'VE SHERIFF, THEY SURE HAD | ["CIi5 T1FeE HORSES LL NEVER MAKE BUDGE 1S GOIN’ PARLOR: - J = WAITING FOR.
LOST THE TRAIL OF THE NERVE, TRYIN' TO MAKE THE BORDER/ TO MEET GRAN'MA T - AK
/ US THINK THEY ] SOMEWHERE ! | = (v . = I "
WERE THE LONE ] - O s &N =
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Bringing Up Father

WHAT HUMPHREY'S HANGING WISH I HAD o TR T TN
HAPPENED 7 /( ON THE DOOR...OUTSIOE .. MTOOLS... THESE - L M
IT FLBW OPEN ” HERE RIVETS 5 1 HOW VANY TIVES on “‘N NN
'\\'\\.) WE DO..IT'S WASN'T FIKED - - N WST T TELLNO) ou ORI 8
MIRACULOUS... ON GOOO, ¢ S . . ) )
- HE CAN'T HOLD ) dﬁ\ 1 LANN?/
e ON LONGER ! T i { b
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| _Li'l Abner - By Al Capp

[ SE CANT BE MERE. IN PERSON <l 7198 o S T O
' | BGT HES PROVIDED SOMETHING A /ot SPEECHES —ONE FOR WIGHER } DIREC: ¢
14 | Qe o A VR v TAXES 27— O eV Rs
b ; PSSTH~ WHICH SIDE
DO WE PLAY
1 HERE ?




