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..T SWEAR
HE WAS GETTIN'
50 MEAN NORODY
COULD DO ANY-
THING WITH 'M! 4

WELLLL, NO, ) THEN, WHY'NCHA
z ST




i7 I SURE DON'T THINK
YOI WAS FAIR, DEPORTIN'
FOOZY AN' NOT DOIN'




INJUSTICE, OOP
PREPARES TO
GO AFTER HIS
OLD FREND.




- ALTHOLIGH DANGED IF I

WAS

ALL RIGHT, SEEING HOW YOLI'VE

SOMEHOW MANAGED TO STAY ALIVE
IS LONG IN THIS PLACE.

YEZZIR..HERE WHERE A
MAMMALS NUTHIN MOREN
A CHOICE MORE: L, YOU
STAMPEDE TH
LOT OF 'EM!

OLGHTA BE GETTIN' PRETTY

CLOSE TO YOWA.. PROBLY

RUN INTO 50ME OF FOOZYS
HARD BOILED KINFOLK
AN NOW...

SAYIN‘ THEY 5HOT
FIRST, THEN ASKED
QUEBTIONS LATER.




i AWRIGHT, CMON OUT, You
 GUY5...T KNOW YOLIRE THERE!
Il THOBE SPEARS DIDN'T JLIST

WITH YOUR OL'
jh SiDE KicK?

7 You €O
YAK:YAK WITH
CHIEF!

IMABINE WHAT COULD
HAVE HAPPENED
N TO ALLEY!




EELIEVE E,000LA,7 BLIT DONT YOU. S
YOLIVE DOING A LOT | FORGET 10 /2 .
| COMEGET [ WE WILL.

N ~
“‘ 7 TO HELP LS FIND ¥
o ok i redd) iy [ THATS A
ALLEY BY LETTING '\ ME SOON G
- 116 SEND YOU BACKY ABYOL \, PROMISE!
: HOME TO MOO. FIND HIM/

. CAN'T IMAGINE

EVEN THOSE SAVAGE

MOUNTAIN FOLK

DARING TO ATTACK

ANYONE MOUNTED,
SUCH




GEE, I WOULDNT | s AWRIGHT...BUT
GO INTO THAT FOR PETE SAKE,
y BE CAREFUL/
GET |T..MEAN-

WHILE, I'lL GO
ON AHEAD

I WOULDN'T VENTURE INTO .
THIS AWFUL YOWA COUNTRY IF |
I WASN'T ALMOST CERTAIN 7
'ALLEYS IN TROUBLE UP
D . HERE 4 SOMEWHERE,

...OF COURSE AS
LONG AS T'M ON
O DINNY, I'M
PRETTY OAFE,

BUT.....

A | AWRIGHT, TAKE
1T EASY NOW..

L.THI5 15 STANDARD
PROCEDUIRE WITH

ALL UNINVITED. A




YOU'RE WOOZY??
WELL,YOU) CAN 5AY e
THAT AGAIN!! ALLEY OOP'S GIRL

FRIEND, AN’ THAT
CRITTER I HAULED

You F |
HI5 PET DINNY.

..BUT WHY DO YOU
HAVE SLICH ORDERS,
YOU LONG-NOSE!
HYENA? WHO GNES
. THEM TO YOU?

-EVERYBODY KNOWS
YOU YOWIANS ARE A
FIERCE , HOSTILE

AW, THEY'
AINT NEITHER
THEY'RE NOT’

DONT TELLIN
ME YOU'RE A QUIET,
PEACE-LOVING

HECK,
A PRISONER? I'M A GUEST
HERE,LST LIKE f
YOU ARE! 8




\.THESE ARE FOOZY'S OH, COLIPLE DAYS,
I GUESS.... 5AY,
WHATCHA MEAN, WHAT YOU
WHAT'S HAPPENED

BUT EAT EVER SINCE
I GOT HERE ! it

FEET TOO .
SMALL? HOLYCOW,
BFIRST TIME T

EVER HEARD

I SWEAR

~INCIDENTALLY,

WE MIGHT CHECK MOO.
TO MAKE SURE THE
TIME = MACHINE

DIDN'T LOSE HER

LIKE IT DID HER

TM GLAD-WE SENT
OOOLA BACK TO
MOO...SHED HAVE

05CAR, T CANT') BEEN PREFTY
FIND A TRACE

ALL THIS..




.BUT I WILL 5AY Y

LANDED IN A
FOOZYLAND

WONDER
WHATS UP?

YEH

LA, T CAME wz L wHEN\ET5H, OOOLA, 1
HERE TO GET My O/ SRCC VIR DUNNO... T HAVEN'T
PAL F%o)zv DaME | M Ty !
BACK. TO MOO NOWS /
KING GUZ HAS BACK?
PARDONED M.

FOLKS KNEW
FOOZY'S FRIEND, 5Q
WHEN I SHOWED UP
THEY TOOK M= IN,

T

YEH...50 HIM AN’

HIS BROTHER'S OUT |
SOMEWHERE FIXIN' UP,
TH' OL GOAT A

NEW OUIFIT/




GO5H, FOOZY, T HAVENT. §

SOUNDS LIKE A : ] ¥
COUPLE DINOSALIRS 4 OLY DINNY...BUT TH’
IN AN ARGLIMENT/ ! THING HE'S FACIN..
> J S0ME SILLY
NINNY/

EUSTACE, OFF THRU

SPACE...DINNY SURE
SUNK HIM, WITH

. OUT A TRAC




MAKE IT TH' WIZER'S
PLA

CE OF ABODE
I CAN GET RID OF
THIS CRUMMY LOAD!

=l OKAY,00P, THIS SHOULDN'T TAKE TS YOUR NEW OUT:
AWRIGHT, \ ME TOO LONG,.TO DO MY VERY FIT AN’ ITS PLENTY
FOOZY, BEST. TO wsm ;ms WIZERS ART..N

YOU ARE, RGGED,
OUT IN 5TYLE., A (Mw!
MUSE OF MYSTERY,
A-WEIGHT WITH
GUILE!

..NO MORE RUCTIONS,
NO MORE STRIFE!

YER T RECLON \ e -
FROM HERE ON T (/TH' EXCITEMENTS WRONG WELLL.. COURSE THIS \ EVER BEFOR!
NOW PEACH

£,
ALL OVER FOR / ; p ¢
LVE A TRANQUIL RIG AINT NUTHIN TO £ AN
UFE/ 2 A WHILE! COMPARE WITH TH'ONE / QUIET CAN




SAID 'BOUT YOUR
HORSE SKINNY BEIN'
NO MATCH FOR Ol

OH THERE YOU ARE, Y
if EH? FINE THING, YOU
| AN EUSTACE MAKIN'
2\ SLCH AN' LIPROAR!




[ HEY!! wiere 15

EUSTACE?

WHATCHOO DO~

WITH 1M?

C'MON. NOW, DINNY, ‘FESS UP )
'FORE 1 WHALE TH DAY~

DRAGGE!
MY WARHORSE? (. HERE IN TH' JUNGLE.
MARKS IN YOUR
D TAIL!

[ AT'5 RIGHT! WELLLL NO, BUT }
\, YOU GOT ANY | I THOUGHT THAT

IDEA HOW WE ) SOMEHOW, WITH /.

(AN GET'M fTHE HELP éF
DOWND  { Ot DINI

¢
® " SAKE, HOLD
ON..YOU CANT GO ¥
'WAY LEAVIN' POOR
OL EUSTACE LIP
ATREEL




STOP YOLR FRETTIN, YOLIVE &
NAUGHT TO_FEAR..AFTER ALL,
MY FRIEND, I'M AN ENGINEER

[7 "6 Ve 5AD_
|/ eEFORE AN NOW
REPEAT, BRAINS

ALLEY OOP, FOOZY AND OOOLA
§ SEEM TO BE HAVING QUITE A TIME
WITH THEIR TEMPERAMENTAL

BALONEY! TS5 0
IMPOSSIBLE! y IN A REVOLLITIONARY
S PROECT.. BUT DO YOU!
HAVE — TO? |




THERE NOW, MAYEE I
CAN HAVE A LITTLE
PEACE AND QUIET/

I TELL YOU, OSCAR, THIS
KIND OF GOL'DANG&I;‘_

g [.cor 1o HipE
{CAN'T HAVE THEM & ™M QUICK.. AND
BARGING IN HERE .. WHAT BETTER
THEY'D SEE OSCAR PLACE THAN THE
AND THEN THE FAT /a TIME: MACHINE 2

d BECAUSE OF THE LOSS SUFFERED BY

| INVESTORS IN HIS ILL-FATED VENUS EX-
PEDITION, O5CAR BOOM HAS FOUND IT
EXPEDIENT TO STAY OUT OF SIGHT




I TELL YOU, OOR, '\ BUT MY GOSH,FOOZY,
OL DINNY'S SORE! | WHAT AM I GONNA
WE | HAW, HAW! HE'S / HORSE, BLIT T DON'T.
TH' TOLIGHEST | WANT HIM BITING OFF

LOOSE IN THI5 MOREN HE CAN CHEW..
. JLINGLE LAND/

"OFF 1.GO AT
A TERRIFIC
RATE, BUI

I FEAR MY
RETURN WILL
BE TOO

AFTER ALL, I FEEL
SORTA RESPONSIBLE
FOR 1M, w!

KING GUZ TO LEND:
US HIS ARMY/




" VEZZIR YOUR HIGHNESS, |

BUT OOP WAS
HERE, RIGHT ON
THIS SPACE...
AWAVIN' HIS

HOLYCOW, YOU
GEE, FOOZY, YO\ BLOWED YOUR
DON'T Sud

LID? ‘COURSE
HE DIONT, HE
NEVER DID!

NO...'COURSE NOT... "pa

ONLY UH,ER.T DO
THINK TS ODD, NO
TRACKS OF ANY
KIND GOIN' AWAY
FROM HERE!

HAPPENED
] AWFUL QUICK
y SWALLERED OU

&, OOP WITHOUT £

ATRACE!

I DONT BELIEVE IT, (T
JUET AINT SO HE NEVER
ET OOP, T DARNED

WELL KNOW.

1 TELL YOU,GLZ,
YOURE OuUTA
P 1T HADDA BE, YOUR HEADF
FOOZYINO MAN IN
HI5 RIGHT MIND/S
GOT ANY BLSINESS
FOOLIN" WITH
DINOSALIRS/

GORE , NOR 15
OOP'S AX ON TH'
JUNGLE FLOOR!




LOOK AT 'IM...5EE - NEVER MIND..I'LL SEE TO \ - 2 IT'5 O0P! HE'S
THOSE BULGES? IT OOP GET’S TH' BEST
DID YOU EVER GOL-DANG FUINERAL
) EVER THROWED
IN MO0/

LIKE THAT
BEFORE?

GOS5H, UMPA, SHE
OH, HOW GOT ET, AN § YOUR TIME BRINGIN'US BACK [ RIGHT NOW...JUsT
AWFLIL! WHAT WANTED YOU 5TAND 4
ABOUT OOOLAP | HORSE TOO.. W o
HAVE YOU TOLD.
HER YET?

HUNGRY!

YE5, MY BOY, THAT'S

CooD. A oD LOOK, DOC, THIS ANT

NUTHIN TO GET FLINN

{ ABOLIT! T CANT SEE ANY
REASON FOR SETTIN' A

GLY LIKE ME DOWN 1O




OR FOLIR
\ POUNDS? AR
YOU KIDPING.
FOOD LIKE THIS JUST
BECAUSE 1'VE PUT ON

AW, FER CATSAKE, DOC,
THAT CAN'T BE RIGHT...

2, WHAT THE
SCORE 15!




IF YOU HADNT MADE
ME STOP §MOKINS, 1
WOULDNT HAVE SLICH /
TITE!

APPE

; A LTTLE,EH? A / A SIXTY-FIVE
AWRIGHT, 50 T \ BANANA SPLIT' [ CENTER..AND
HAD A LITTLE ICE '\ WITH ALL THE | PROBABLY 51X
4 s TRMMINGS! A GLASSES OF
WATEQ/.‘/

YEB, SEEMS ALLEY'
FORGOT TO PAY FOR
THE BANANA SPLIT

HE HAD THIS

N

e
iy




LST ONE
SLAB-SIDED |
GREAT LOVER!

{T 5AY5 HERE ) —
HE BLAYED ¢/ YE5., THATS
RIGHT, HE

A DRAGON,
THATS WHAT/ oip!

Y GUESS,, THERE ST
! AINT NO FAT HEROES... N s
\ AN'OEEQ POUND5 15 A 5T. GEORGE, FOR

INSTANCE !

EVER WAS A DRN;'ON,
WHICH AGNTT,
BRITAINL (- DRAGON:. | e L COULDA,

QOP, WOLLDN'T/ YMEAN YOU! WELL, IF WE SHOULD TURN UP

YOU'VE GNAWED YOU LIKE TO [ THINK THERE ONE OR TWO, IT'D GIVE YOU THE

YOURSELF OUT KNOW SOME- | REALLY WERE OPPORTUNITY TO BE THE

THING ABOUT \ DRAGONS | |

THESE MEDIEVAL{ IN THOSE
MONSTERS? /> DAYS?




ALLEY'S STRANGE QUEST

ALLEY OOP froze in his tracks. An icy
tremor of fear shot up his spine as a
terrible howl echoed in the night. He shiv-
ered as he realized that the menacing
sound was issuing from the royal cave of
King Guz.

Was Guz in danger? Alley was the King’s
bodyguard. It was his job to protect His
Majéstg at any cost. Alley charged into the
cave; ‘his stone axe upraised, ready for
battle. He was no sooner inside the cave
when he tripped over a protruding rock
and fell headlong to the dirt’ floor.

“You clumsy fool!” :

Alley staggered to his feet to find he was
confronted by Guz himself. The King's face
was purple with rage.

“Quiet — the Queen is sick!” he shouted.
“Can’t you do anything without making a
racket?”

Alley looked across the room. A shocking
sight met his gaze. In the dim light from the
fire as he saw Queen Umpa on her hands and
knees, howling like a wolf, her face upraised
as if baying to the moon. What terrible
affliction had befallen her? Had she lost her
mind?

AI‘; hat’s the matter with Umpa?” asked

At that moment the Grand Wizer entered
the cave. He pushed Alley aside and walked
over to the stricken queen.

“She’s got the Howlin’ Sickness, a very

‘rare and dire disease,” said the Grand

Wizer. Despondently, he ran his hand across
his forehead and sat for a moment in deep
thought.

“It’s no use,” he said. “There’s only one
thing that’ll cure her — beedleberry juice!”

“Well, get some,” growled the King.
“What are you waiting for?”

“Whoa, up,” answered the Grand Wizer.
“That won’t be easy. Beedleberries are very,
very rare. The only place they grow is on
the top of Owga Mountain!”

“Yeah,” added Alley. “And Owga Moun-
tain is jinxed. Everybody who ever went up
there never came back. That's what I've
been told. It'd take a mighty brave man to
risk his life climbin’ Owga Mountain.”

Guz seratched his head as he stared at
his bodyguard. “Alley, my boy,” he said,
“you’ve just volunteered to eclimb “that
mountain and bring back a load of bheedle-
berries.” v :

Alley’s knees rattled like pebbles in a
tin can. “Oh, no you don’t,” he protested.
“I ain’t goin’!”

“Oh, yes you are,” roared Guz. “That’s
a command!” i o

Well, a command s a command, espe-

clally when it’s issued by a king. Even if he
lost his life Alley had to obey. Crestfallen,
he slouched out of the royal cave.

The dawn was breaking by the time Alley
had made his way half the distance up
Owga Mountain. The higher he climbed the
less trees he saw, and the green grass was
sparse on the hard earth. A mile higher up
he found himself in a desolate region of
twisting rocks. Soon he could see small
wispy clouds floating around his head. :

He had come this far in completé safety.

So far he had seen no hostile enemy, either

human or animal. Perhaps the stories about
Owga Mountain were mere superstition.
Maybe the tales about people disappearing
were only the workings of wild imagination.
He felt reassured. He walked onward with
a new confidence and his grip relaxed on

‘the handle of his axe. v

He followed a twisting trail around a huge
precipice till he came to a stone arch. He
walked through the arch and found himself
in a beautiful valley. To his surprise he
found that the air had become warmer and
the valley was overgrown with thick tropi-
cal foliage. The slopes were covered with
verdant bushes and palm trees were every-
where. A heavenly scent filled the air. Then
he noticed that the buishés were heavily
laden with tiny tear-shaped berries. =

“Beedleberries!” gasped Alley. “They
must be the beedleberries that the Grand
Wizer was talking about.” .

He followed a path that led through the
tall grass toward the nearest slope. All he
had to do, he figured, was pick the berries,
stuff them into the bag he carried over his
shoulder and head back down the mountain
to Moo. But, suddenly, he stopped. . =

A piping noise came from the pathway a
little ahead of him. It seemed to be coming
nearer. He dropped out of sight in the grass
and waited. It was someone weepir;g. The
tiny whimpering voice was like 4 liftle
child’s. Presently, he saw a little old man
with a long white beard walking along the
path. The tiny man’s head was bowed, his
shoulders drooped, and he was crying as if

- his heart would break. Alley reached out

and grabbed him. As he lifted him up and
held him in his arms, the little man shrieked
with terror. .

“Please! Please!” he screamed. “Don’t kill
me. Let me go!” - ¢ !

Alley patted the litile man’s head. “Don’t
be frightened,” he said soothingly. “I don’t
aim to hurt you. I want te help you. Tell
me why you're cryin%;’ Weis ;

The old man.wiped. his nose on his sleeve
and sniffled before Wiz spoke. “I'm erying.”



’

he said, “because my father beat me.”

Alley stared at the man in disbelief.
“Your father beat you?” he snorted. “Why,
you must be at least ninety-years old. Ya
mean to say your father is still living? And:
if he is living, do ya mean to say he’s strong
enough to beat you?”

The little old man pulled a tiny handker-
chief from his pocket and wiped away his
tears. “Sure, my father is still living. He’s
a hundred-and-twenty years old.”

“What!” gasped Alley. “That’s mighty
hard to believe. But, tell me, why did he
beat you?”

“Another fit of sobbing shook the aged man
before he answered. “My father beat me,”
he stammered, “because — because I was
throwin’ stones at my grandfather!”

“Ha! Ha! Ha!” Alley grabbed his sides and
fell back on the grass, helpless with laugh-
ter. “Throwin’ stones at your grandfather?”.
he roared. “Now I've heard everything. That
means your grandpaw must be about a
hundred-and-forty years old!”

“A hundred-and-fifty-two, to be exact,”
the old man corrected. “Everybody up here
on Owga lives, to a ripe old age — ’cause we
drink a gallon of beedleberry juice eyery
day.” . !
“Beedleberry juice!” said Alley. “That’s
what I came up here to get.” i

The old .man hesitated. “It’s against the
law, My people don’t want outsiders to get
any of the berries. If we allowed strangers
to pick the berries we wouldn’t have enough
for ourselves.”

“But I need ’em badly,” pleaded Alley.
“Beedleberry juice is the only thing that’ll
cure my queen of her terrible sickness.”

“All right,” said the old man. “You tried
to help meand now I'll help you. Start pick-
ing the berries and I'll act as lookout. If I
see our warriors coming I'll whistle. Then
‘you'd better start running for your life.
You might be big. But you wouldn’t stand
a chance against a thousand Owganians!”

Hurriedly, Alley started to pick the ber-
ries and stuff them into his sack. The bushes
were heavy with the berries and the job
didn’t take too long. He had the bag almost
full when he heard a long, high whistle.

“That’s the old man,” he bellowed. “The
Owganians must be coming. I bettér get
outta here fast!” :

Alley slung the bag over his shoulder.
Suddenly, the high, shrieking cries of many
tiny voices filled the air. Then he saw them.
Thousands of little men, swarming down
the slope with spears and bows. The bow-
men were already shooting and arrows
started to fly around his head. '

“OUCH!” cried Alley as a tiny arrow
wicked ﬁ -sﬁoulder. He started to ryn down _
lse mone as fast as his legs could carry

him. Another arrow hit his ear. It felt like
a bee sting. A third-arrow pricked the back
of his neck. But his long legs helped Alley
to rapidly outdistance the ferocious little
warriors. Soon he heard their cries fading
into the distance.

“I made it,” he gasped. Nevertheless, he
took no chances. He kept running and only
stopped twice in his long descent down the
mountain.

Five hours later, Alley returned to Moo.
When he entered the royal cave, King Guz

‘and the Grand Wizer were waiting for him.

The Queen was still kneeling on the bed,
howtling piteously. :

“I got the beedleberries,” Alley announced
proudly. w0 :

“Good boy!” cried the King. “T'll reward
you handsomely for this!”

“Gimme the ‘berries!” cried the Grand

Wizer, snatching the bag from Alley’s hand.

The Wizer spilled the berries into’a stone
bowl and crushed them with a wooden club.
Then he dipped a spoon into the juice and
started to feed it to the helpless queen.
After the fourth spoonful the Queen relaxed
and lay back on the bed. The howling
stopped and she smiled happily.

“She’s cured!” cried the Grand Wizer.
“See? She’s smiling. The howling’s stopped!”

“Wonderful!” cried the King. “Tomorrow
night we’ll have a big feast to celebrate.
We'll—”

. The King stopped before the sentence
ended. He looked toward the bed. Once
again the Queen was climbing to her knees.

“GRRRrrrrrr!” The Queen’s teeth were
bared as she growled deep in her throat.

“Omigosh,” cried the Grand Wizer. “She’s
cured of the Howlin’ Sickness. But now she’s
got the GROWLIN’ SICKNESS!”

The King hurled his club across. the cave.
It bounced off the Grand Wizer’s head. Then
he picked up a rock and heaved it at Alley.

Alley and the Grand Wizer beat a hasty
retreat out the door. Guz stood in the cave
entrance, watching.them as they frantically
raced towards the woods. He turned to stare
helplessly at his stricken wife. But, as he
turned, his jaw dropped and his eyes bulged
out of his head. Queen Umpa was sitting on
the edge of the bed, grinning. Her growling
had stopped.

“You mean--" gasped the King.

“Yeah,” laughed the Queen. “I was just
teasin’ ’em. The béedleberry juice really
cured me. But I couldn’t resist throwin’ a
scare into the poor boys!”

“Hmmph,” grunted the. King. “That’s
gratitude for you. But what can you expect
irom a woman. I wonder how far Alley
and the Wizer will get.before I catch up

with 'em?”
_THE END



JNSTEAD, TM GOING 1O
HAVE EUN IN ECHO
CANYOR oo

"M GYPPER,
THE CAT//

MPHERE'S
SOMETHING
PHONY ABOUT
THIS ECHO- -
I'LL LOOK INTO

I'M SQUEAKY,
THE MOUSE !




WAL SK. MEET

&o To i
COLLE&E' e~s GoT Digéses
CHES WENT, AND (T § MA
TOOK HiM 17T YEARS

(e}

AIS PIE WE CALL “a 5 AND
THE OTHER WE CALL
2"—-?16H :
g

THAT SOLNES OULR
LEMMA -~ T'LL

AMAZING’
0 zsuPz-:zzs/

ES’FOR INGTANCE, T
PRON TKE‘ZE ARE

USING THE

RIGHT WO

AUNT HAZELS) iT MOST BE NICE Tﬂ
W HAVE A BEAD WITH
ERIEND PLAYS

THE VIOLIN

H
LIKE ATH!LLY
MNTH GTATE-
7 7 MENT/

STOLE A TOOTH- )k
ICKE Yoo







T SramE OF 77 b— Tt WITCHERY OF WORR)
INDOLENCE IS ASINY, 15 88 WONDER PuL~TOIL |
A THE snuogA o; O TRANSPLENDENT/
THIS ERA

BLE T
STRUGGLE /s
€onsioer THE BUSY BEE
THE AMBITIOUS ANT/

a

& Ay, WHO IS THIS LOUD"
MOUTH BIDDY? 1S SHE
GAINFULLY EMPLOYED--)
ACHAMP EGG LAYER,

PERHADS 2

NAW! SHE DOESN'T,
) WORHK-SHE'S
A onn

B T :
o% \NTF;.L:CTUAL
" TYpEy




T TEACRING M T\[T HOPE YOURE §
hﬁ \CHICKENS THE [{USING THE FOWL,
N BALLY 21

MY 50N 15
A GOW PUNCHER!







TAE YO S En] ? LLY,NO/ I HAVEN'T SEE
e e T MOUSE FOR oAvsw
MOUSE IN THIS \y :
DESERTY

PRODAY 1'M GOMG TO MAKE A
SCIENTIFIC AND SYSTEMATIC

souEAuv-ms

MOUSE AND ILL \

CATCH HIM ONCE
AND FOR ALL/

B M AFRAID NOTHN THS
\DESERT NO MOUSE i

MOUSE HIDE IN
THIS DESERT ?

‘& WHERE WOULD A'

O MOUSE CAN OUT-SMART THIS
=2t CAT--T'LL FIND HIMYS s




YEAH,MANHEE SHRE
BIGHT,. BLIT CIVE
£ HELL

I TELL YOUI, THAT/OF THAT I HAVE { WELL, I FOLIND 1T, OOP, LAYIN'
IT'S OUT ) CONTRAPTION'S [ NO SINGLE DOLBT.| ON 15 SIDE, RIGHT WHERE
THERE.., LS., YOU ENDED YOLIR LONG,

WHAT WITH THEM \ GOT YOURBRAIN’D RIDE

WHEELS AN' ALL..

T GOT OUTA CONTROL N oo
I DONT LINNER

STAND THINGS
B LIKE THAT

V' 5A FINE THING...A GUY CANT
EVEN TAK‘CEKA LITTLE TIME

TO
DUMEB LUNK CHIZZLIN' lN
i ON 17/




Myr. Daniels
was willing to
be bombed

ADMIRALS smiled when, in 1921, he
claimed air power could sink battleships.
And Mr. Josephus Daniels, the Navy secre-
tary, said he was “prepared to stand bare-
headed on the deck of a battleship and let
General Mitchell take a crack at me with
bombing airplane.”

But in an actual test, the most heavily
armored 'dreadnaught ever built sank in
minutes under the sledge-hammer blows of
the world’s first 1-ton bombs—bombs built
to Billy Mitchell’s order.

Mitchell was used to disbelief. In World
War I, Pershing called his idea for dropping
infantry by parachute absurd. “Experts”
laughed when he talked of putting cannon
in planes, scoffed when he predicted air
speeds way in excess of 200 miles.

In his early fight for a strong air force,
Mitchell saw very dark days. Yet he never
lost faith in the American people, nor they
in him. For they recognized his clear fore-
sight and great fighting heart as part of the
real American spirit.

It is this courageous spirit that makes
America strong—so strong, in fact, that our
country’s Savings Bonds are regarded as
one of the finest investments in the world.

‘Why not take advantage of that strength?
Use United States Savings Bonds to guard
your future, and your country’s future. In-
vest in them regularly —and hold onto them.

It’s actually easy to save money—when you
buy United States Series E Savings Bonds
through the automatic Payroll Savings Plan
where you work! You just sign an application
at your pay office; after that your saving is
done for you. And the Bonds you receive will
pay you interest at the rate of 3% per year, com-
pounded semiannually, for as long as 19 years
and 8 months if you wish! Sign up today! Or,
if you’re self-employed, invest in Bonds regu-
larly where you bank. There’s no surer place
to put your money, for United States Savings
Bonds are as safe as America!

Sufe as America—
US. Savings Bords

The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in cooperation with, the
Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America.



Tbey’re waiting for the teacher

. « - maybe it’s you!

Ever think you might make a good teacher?

Ever consider how much satisfaction there is in
helping to mold and guide the personalities and
futures of young Americans?

Today, you have an unparalleled - opportunity
to enter one of the finest and most respected pro-
fessions in the world. It's a profession in which
you, yourself, can develop and use your talents to
their fullest.

And it’s a p:
the kids need you.

America’s postwar babies have suddenly started

that needs y
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pouring into the schools. In fact, there are so many
of them that, today, the elementary schools alone
need over 70,000 new teachers a year to handle
these children.

By 1960—with over 8 million more children
entering our schools—the need for qualified
teachers will be even greater.

So think it over. Think of what it will mean to
¥ to your ity—and to A ica, when
you decide you're going to become a teacher.

The kids, too. They’re waiting for you to make
up your mind. They're hoping you’'ll say, “Yes”!
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