any years ago in a period commonly known as Next
Friday Afternoon there lived a king who was very
ggoomy on Tuesday mornings because he was so sa

thinking about how unhappy he had been on Monday
|~ and how completely mournful he would be on Wednesday. , _

Gadzooks an’ all that!
zgy momma never
one fole me when

she lerunt me
\aw the tongue.

tarvy and

what meanst
thee “‘How
now enow?”




r— T
!

My first name, your blue-eyed
ever lovin’ Majesty;, was Sam-—
Sam Varlet, 7 7 changed it
to Clancy Q.
Clangwheedle.

But come now, Stre, bid ou]
care a fond adieu.lam here

to brizng you

c/’zee:g N > ) Whats thy
inst name,

varlet?

And then, my next name was
No. 234608--an appellation
conterred upon me by a public
wnstitution in recognition of
my many skills,

7t was my favorite name-—I would
of had it for ten years but the
parole board gave me the sack—

a cruel blow---it was my mother’s .
birthdate. = =

She was
old before
ertime?

Prithee pity an’ pardon me,
Sire, but youre doggone @
right--Momma was ninety
nine afore ker time was
up-—two terms, umf!

Mrs. Momma to you, if your
silly old Majesty pleases, Sire-—
no, Momma wasnt. my favorite,

: licorice was my;
favorite and 7S
my favorite to

this very day.
e

Momma
was your
favorite?




Say what, No--
pr;thee" nay-—-you
“Licorice™? mentioned this
D6 very day—- | /
=\, and this

Tuesday!
The day my
grandsire
was strick
hairless!

And thats
even_worse'

‘| There, there, Ki:
ol boy. There will 1 be
another day—in

fact theres one com-
! ing up tomorrow!
SEv R

Queen Boopaw

(the Third) rocked

\ on her pet corn.

But--hark! Give Woddya mean ‘Woe % Thursdav is one of
ear! Ere thee weep, Whaz‘s SO wormy the very worst!
thmk of Thursday about Thursday" Jtchy Thursday!
The day my dear: z
pafer- caught the
01507’1

Z V07'l es!




’ All right! Lelz;'s i

74 See you put the/forget,
A freegg on o varlet!
Friday: J Gassy
Friday!

Now;, jes’ a
dogboned
minute---!

Gassy

Friday’!
The day the

Zce man cometh

to collect the
gas bill.

1 guess youre right, Majesty, Stiff. Saturday! The day Uncle
ol kid—and Saturday? Sunday? | Revolver Dubé of Bridgeport, got

Monday? locked in the refrigerator— Black

)/ Every mothers

N son of em shot

S TN ( full of holes.

‘ﬂ Sunday; the day little Prince
/ Poodaddy f617 7% the shoe
‘ polish and was taken for
a chocolate mousse---Mu
; Monday; when the Queen
\ i\ Mother got lockjaw eatin’
A Jelly beans’

&
( 2 <8

2

Next week ¢ bran’ new week!|( 7%e thz'n%m/lye, an’ marry,
Cheer up/! gotta do, King, is youre right

B 20 ive u 7 arlet, but
(| (\ﬁ 7/‘1 i ‘é .
;. &y start all [ Royal Family: /\ r
: 7

RN
Saty e N

how now?
over--- Woe

again! Woe!
Woe!




Give up the Royal Family!) (Give up the’ Who \( Give it to the =

Eingdom. [ would )| poor--of whomI

How can1? They take |\ is number one.
it? Il take ever:
thing offn yo’

I can disguise myself’

as You-—- ~— Why do you think
you can A /4 fg I travel? Lets
become me, IS ! exchange clothes.
the travelin’ i\ Folks will
musician. (7§ never know,
N

Well, lets try the

Zdea on for size—
it got a sort of
stupid genius lo 11,

Poot’*3 Poot!
7 17l never be able
N to travel in this
oulfit. I cant (;5
even j
<, >
x

walk. X2~




| [ have another blinding flash
of brilliance! ;We will join forces
S traveling thru

Unto all the kingdoms and
peoples of this earth we will
spread happiness and joy---
Leave dull care behind! We
W - will bring

> peace to

all with

our music.,

| Think of it! We will teach the
world how 0 be

Us! You an’ mg--—why sézoul;i /
e worry about yo’ Roya
. e

Family? We got a
. - man's work

( Ours! We will make the whole
N s world in love with
itself,

Great!
Gadzooks!

Love! Love! From the
blues above!
5 / 7:
00




From the blues above, Blow blues! Blowly blew! 2\ o

From the blues below; Blow the bluster blee!
We sing songs of love Bluely blow the blubber
Telling blues fo blow: q\ Off the twoly we!

ooﬂ%)

N\

[, sir, am in service here as You, siror \ Oucetlwere a cow enow, )

a dog-special appointment madam,is | A prilly billy cow O how,

to hiis Majesty, the janitor. 1, % nothin’ But whenIgrew faint andfail
V but a cow. They clummed I

were beyond the




Clummed. I said and ‘Clummed”
- | itis! Youre a trouble maker,
Charlie. Whats
your game? §

Oh, why does every-
one pick on poor
widowed me? Hapless

Nobody co-operates with me-—
Im afailure asa watchdog.
People dont run from me and
{ scream like
\ they should-
who cares if
I lose my
) job?

There!There! Maybe \ Theres
folks loves you best if |always

An Easter bunny!)
What a defightful ) )4

Zdea—how truly ¥\
gay! = £l e
(L AN
TN LA

C LR

Were spreading
Zruly ([ love and joy today.
gaily )\ How sweetly truly
gay! /P 8 gaily QGYZ

Fs__




A pinkly burmy/ Awnd you will dance When we go into
bunlll be! ps UG, an'sweetly sing the woods
Ere lor;g, - N And jump around \Would we should the
17l ear long >

7 | could be goods— /
funny be! y A

like everything.
Us clever
_q | tittle rabbits!

@& Hop, hop, the
Y bunny song!
ad

This is adsurbed! How can you be an \Hold on, Sam Varlet, alias 2
Easter rabbit? You ain't got no basket?) Clancy Clangwheedle! Do
— 5 not forget we are spreading
(’Tﬁ"‘ love and cheer--we
D must help this
poor watchdo &l

dog. |
Vil




[ Three strange
looking strangers! |
N

and she will
reward us

with eggs!

By

N
/COme, we will ) Then Ill getat ' Oh, well
serenade Mrs. | y _ my bunny\ poot.
Chickenhen | @A work.
C o a

Oh, here’s the Easter Rabbit
He has a funny habit,
He is a bunny rabbit
And he is -5

I

bar the ;§§\/ |

_Sre must of mistook us
T07 somebody else.

((/ s




TOn, on! Well all be | Yes, well give the
Easter Bunnies! eggs o
o passersby.

Al right, but drive
carefully! Look out,
for that D

Take it easy now---
the muddy bank

of the brook will
be slippery:

Downt try to pass

anybody thru here--- J
y Slowdown! Slow down!
Put out your hand.

|

Let her coast now-—-
Down’t swerve in and oul
of traffic--easy! Slow
down for the corner.

Vou'll get us all killed! Turn
right here--theres a nice place
for lunch---no, keep going, its
12l of spiders.




Slow

Omne thing I can't stand is a) fWho?s \goiqg ?O_V (}(QL[:I'C'

1 ) ast? Youre doiz| Ariving!

ba k seat driver! L S 9
: (/

. ¢ oiug too
,‘ fast!

Ha! 17l show you

how to drive!

Just let me get
up there’

Come back here with Cousin / How dare you throw lunch
Moomies lemonade pot! (gt us Easter Bunnies!
- ﬂ...~—--®“—\t’ S 74 : :




You don't have to tell me-—your )
peasants—-just for that we'll king loves you anyway—take A
overthrow the gummermint! that and that! —— <

Were revolting! Easy on the
- ‘\g s - @ - hill now.

W You can't treat us peasants like

We pun out of san'wiches—were
goin’ home and arm ourselves
fo the teeth--with pickles

Well overturn Right! If
that king and 4/he was any
Y start a a new one. , kind of a
sport hed

I brung m Shh-—-Iis jes’
chile Tcms}),r\/a—bout to ook

down to a muskelunge.

‘ Why would,_
you steal g

a fish like

tha---oop!




Madam, you pushed me, which
I think 7s a dangbblabbed
slab sided knockboned

earlappin’ thing to do/

You shouldnt
of made a
U-turn back
there. Its
against the 4

Child, ha! Tell him to step
outside--I'll wait til he
grows up--Ill fight him
and #zs pa.

Flowers for my

subjects/

ear leave
at once!

Help! Help! A bear
is clumbed into m
child Tansys boudoir!




i i Do s

Quick, Blutwort!
He clambered info
our babys beddy bye!

Well, like I say,
them bears sure
are scoundrels.




~Ad
2 i Rise! Rise! Ve

Then this lady bug said down-trodden folks
to the gentleman, My house like us.
is on fire— fire-- 7

T fire!

Im dead! Dead! The first
A dead hero of the rebellion.




We downt have
time for that

now--somethins
evident on fire.

Unsunqg! Unmournt!
The fallen hiero

7s but a home
for birds.
. = (
e

This gentleman seems to You must be the party
have got his nose-bag what is hollered fire.
ufiltered by a pollywog. If you kin tell me
wheres a alarm

box, I'll be glad

{ Wounded but game,
the dead hero
carries on.

Does you know
where a fire
alarm box ts,

fallen hero?

( Goody! Theres one now!
| Break the glass an*-
e

1/




Y And pull the hook’ That Look out’/
should bring the engines. Look out!
1(’3%?“.' £ }ﬂ
o e ;,.“’[éu“\ /
h v % ’,: ff o }: v \ %

when it was
\ vour furn.

Alas! Alas! Two
fair young lives
Ive given for
the rebellion--
twice dead and
me so young!

(b

%/

)

\Y
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D 1"/// -
What in tunket |
s goin’ on?

“\\\[[\\\\\\"/‘// ////

(| A

B
"F%M q‘%
5

e \)

M/ =

(¢

Help!
My child
) is been
)

) m A;othonl am
i the first
- pollygoag: fallen blood

Hozdizou of the war:
but also I'm
the second.

By Neddie Dingo! Theys
messiv up my wash! Nothin’
ain’t more fierce nor a
washerwoman’s love fer

"Polly-go-wogs
in my hair?

What is YOU,
a cow, mean
by callin’
yourself a
Easter bunny?

7757

Simple-—-me and Y
my Companions My

is spreadin’love | childs
and joy. ]

Things been
kinda bamboggled
ever since the

great revolt.




Off, off---the world aint
ready fer such radical
goins on.

V" ] comin for
the fallen

We is out Down’t be
of range! adsurbed

Couldnt we kagain.

sorta




B T

P

Why? ( We is headed

Whats we for haven! € . =~

runnin this \ On! On! - £ N Ut

way for? : T Amnother
clump of
refugees.

Lets not both
be churls-—were
spreadin’ love

Sir Pogo, Knight of the YA
Forest, we bring you _g=f 44
= &ood cheer/ T

Ive got a
% good cheer:

Hooray for me!
D) 08

o fE——— 1

At last we can V%u sure V. I got VY Isnt you \/Oop---I /' More

spread love an’  youre not , irrefutable lad we almost cake,

_joy on this lovely | a angel? f. <7 loves you, | drunk \ anybody?
corn bread. ‘ LN Sir Pogo? | the tad.




