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THINGS LOOK BAD FOR THE WORLDZ DOOM AND PANGER CLOSING INF WELL, YOU C'AHHQ?-
GET YOUR WORRIES, BECAUSE AMERICA'S HORRIBLE HERO 15 ON THE JOB. THIS WAVFOA’A FAaT
AND FANTASTIC FROLIC CALLED---

OGPEN .
WHITNEY

YOU KNOW WHY T DON'T SAY ANYTHING TO
HIM ---LIKE MOW THE LAWN ORFOR MEAVEN'S
SAKE,GOPLAYA GAME OF BALL---YOU KNOW
WHY Z BECAUSE ALL HE'D DO IS STICK ONE
OF THOSE CONFOUNPED LOLLIPOPS

IN HI5 MOUTH---THE ONLY 51GN OH,DAD,.
ooy HE'C ALIVE? IT'G NOT AS
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EVERY KNOWN FLAYOR OF LOLLIPOP

== AND WHAT/S IN THAT LOCKE? <
SECTION DOWN THERE, I'LL NEVER |
KNOW A

LOLLIPOPS AREN'T
THE ONLY THINGS
_IN HIS LiFE=-_/

¥ OH,YOU THINK NOTZ
COME ON UP TO HI5
ROOM WITH ME.T ¢
WANT TO SHOW
b YOU SOMETHING.

ND 1 DON'T WANT TO
KNOW!

CHOCOLATE [ TUTTI-FRUTTI |
o 4 [®] §
STRAWBERRY ||  LIME
=) : Q
CHERRY LEMON
o o)
CINNAMON ORANG

(=] o
'LICORICE U GRAPE
o : o

IT LOOKS LIKE DAP DOESN'T THINK TOO
MUCH OF HERBIE. HE DOESN'T EVEN
KNOW THAT HIS SON HAS A SECRET
LIFE.FOR INSTANCE, THAT /SN'T A WRIST
WATCH HERBIE 15 CONSULTING, BUTA
TICKER TAPE DEVICE--- /

THERE GOES
HERRB!E.SOME-
THING IMPORTANT
MUST BE POPPING.

N LOLLIPOPPING,
YOU MEAN.

WE'RE COUNTING ON YOU,HERBIE WE
WANT YOU TO VIGIT RUSGIA AG AN
UNOFFICIAL AMBASSAPOR, SUGGEST
TO KHRUSHCHEV THAT AMERICA
AND RUSGIA POOL THEIR EFFORTS
TO INVAPE SPACE,RATHER THAN
T CONTINUE EK"EERL“NOUS _




r

Bl

YOU KNOW HOW TO
PUT IT TO HIM, HERBIE.
YOU'RE OUR ONLY
HOPE.

ER---THIS |5 MEN'S

TALK,GOVERNMENT
BUSINESS,
LADYBIRD.

OH,ALL RIGHT---

KILLJOY!---'BYE,

HERBIE.HAVEA
GOOD TRIP!

LOYALTY.
YOU'RE AN
AMERICAN

LOOK HERBIE,
YOU'RE NO

LIGHTWEIGHT.
WHY DO I HAFTA
DO THINGS
LIKE THIS 2




{ THAT ONE,THE
{ FAT COSSACK. |
' WHAT's WE

.. THERE FORZ 1

“y i= -

NOW THAT'S LET'S CALL ) NEVER!T,
CUTTING A RUG, 7 j OFF THE KHRUSHCHEV,
COMRADE! T GPACE RACE, { REFUSE! ONLY
HERBIE! PLAY IT N\ TO HERBIE A

POPNECKER |
WOULD T TELL
THE REASON

NO WONDER
YOU LOOKED /
\ FAMILIAR!

TOGETHER,

4T LIGHTNING SPEED, IT CARRIED THAT EARLY
MISSILE INTO THE SKIES, WHERE IT DISAPPEAREDA

RECENTLY,WE CAME INTO POSSESSION OF UNDI5G-
COVERED PAPERS OF LEONARDO DA VINCI, THE
GREAT MEDIEVAL GCIENTIST, WE LEARNED THAT
HE HAD.DESIGNED AND BUILT A SPACE ROCKET.
IT WAS INFERIOR FPRIMITIVE--BUT HE HAD
DISCOVERED A MIRACULOUS
ROCKET FUEL

7




DA VINCI'S PAPERS
REVEAL THAT ITS BASE
WAS DRAEON

EVEN RUSS/A HAS NO DRAGONS,

BUT OUR SCIENTISTS ARE BUSILY AT

WORK SYNTHESIZING THEIR TEARS. I &

TELL YOU THIS BECAUSE YOU ..
YANKEES CAN NEVER HOPE

TO CATCH UP :

THE FIRST NATION TO REACH
THE STARS WILL BE THE ONE
THAT CAN GET DRAGON'S
TEARS FOR 1TS ROCKET
FUEL---AND RUSSIA WILL

|F THEY SUCCEEP AND REACH
THE STARS FIRST WITH THAT
PRAGON STUFF THEY'LL MAKE

BIG POLITICAL CAPITAL OUTOF &

IT.- THEY MAY EVEN WIND UP
WINNING THE EARTH. _

-

;SIGH---‘:>

SOON HAVE THEM. GO

AL S DI om Tar = oy

FAND 50 HERBIE WENT HOME AT ONCE. YOU SEE, )
HE HAP APLAN- |




FOUR GCORE AND
SEVEN YEARS AGO
- HUM

AND QEE_-WHAT’S HﬁPPEWJNG : R’JRSOOTH,'

THE CARD THOU HAGT 7THOU ART A GREAT
PICKED 5 THE QUEEN Y MAGICIAN, MERLIN?
OF HEARTS!---RIGHT, | -5 TNOTS0, &

KING ARTHURZ GUINEVEREZANP
WHAT THINKEST

THOU, LANCELOTZ

¥ AHYES,IAM INDEED BE=g
GREAT. IF THERE 15 A GREATER
SORCERER IN ALL THE WORLD,
g LET HIM APPEAR-~ s




HE=-HE MUST BE
SOME EVIL SORCERER!
HOW CAN HE BE
CONQUERED?Z

BEHOLD ! THE
MAGIC OF MERLIN
WILL TURN THIS

PRETENPER INTO

A PIG!

TIS YOUR
TURN NOW,
SORCERER!

HEH-HEH -

HE ALREADY

WAS A PIG,
1 GUESS

HAH ! ANY- L

BOPY SEEN
MRS, CALABASHZ

CHEAP SHOWBOAT TRICK
--I'LL PROVE I'M A GREATER
MAGICIAN THAN THOU BY PULLING
THE GREATEST MAGIC FEAT
IN HISTORY. WATCH !




& VERILY,'TIS
‘UNBELIEVABLE!

AMAZING! LET THE
STRANGE GORCERER
TRY_T0 EQUAL

THIS!

FORSOOTH  THOU

50 ROMANTIC-

“ART THE GREATEST!
AND 50 HANDSOME

NEVER MIND ALL THAT
-~ WHAT PO5T THOU WISH
OF US, 5S0RCERERZGLADLY
WILL T GRANT |T IF ONLY
THOU WILT PEPARTIN

OH,A PRAGON. ¥
THEY'RE MIGHTY |,
RARE. YEGSIR, 2
MIGHTY
RARE--

3

1 WANTED
ONE WELL
DONE-.

LETS SEE---THOU
MIGHT JUST CONCELV.

ABL‘/)
FINP ONE IN THE ROYAL
FORE '

S0 HERBIE WALKED INTQ THE ROYAL FOREST~
HUNTING A DRAGON-- [y :




T WAS GUINEVERE -~

I KNEW THAT THOU
WOULDST BE HERE.
TELL ME, DOST THOU

Y _SAVE ME!
OH, DO SOME-
THING, NOBLE

YOU WANT L
SHOULP BOP
YOU WITH THIS

LOLLIPOPZ

CAN'T UNPERSTAND IT---
NOTHING LIKE THIS EVER
HAPPENED TO ME. WAIT
TILL I GET A GOOP
LOOK AT YOU---

Y[PE!JT—*-IT'S
HERBIE
POPNECKER! }




1 ALWAYS DID WANT
TO BE RESCUED IN A
WOOD--- AND THOU
HAST DONE IT.
MY HERO’

WHAT HAGT THOU TO GAY Now

MY LOVE Z CONFESS THAT THERES
NOTHING IN THE WORLP TO MATCH

: sumeveze-s mss

~_/THOU MUST FIGHT ME,
SORCERER---1 FEAR THEE
NOT ! MEET ME AT THE JOUST-
ING FIELD AT HIGH NOON-
AND BATTLE FOR :

OH FIGHT HIM NOT,S5IR POPNECKER:--HE
IS THE STRONGEST KNIGHT ALIVE! FORSOOTH,
HE HAS SLAIN GIANTS ENTIRE ARMJES‘ WHAT )
WILT THOU PO Z o

WHERE 1S
HERBIEZILL
HAVE HIS
HEAD/)




THEY'RE NOT
MAKING ARMOR
LIKE _‘rI'HEV USED

I'M NOT SURE
EXACTLY HOW I

/" VERILY,HE |15
MINE. THIS TIME
I CAN'T MISS!




=

HAVEN'T GOT i
ALL DAY. )

GIDDYAP.

FAREWELLOH V@
MIGHTY SORCERER!
(IF THOU RETURNEST

NEVER,'TWILL BE 48
v TOO 500N!) 4

¥ PEACE AND GOOD |MY DREAMS

FORJUNE ATTEND /SHALL ALL BE
THEE,MIGHTIEST 4 OF THEE, THOU
OF ALL KNIGHTS! )HANDSOME
(THOU FAT LITTLE [LOVER!(HE
JERK,THOU!) / COULD BE MINE, J
. : LOVED HE NOT il
z LOLLIPOPS




ANYWAY, IT IS A ~
BIG HELP |N PEELING
ONIONS.

OTHER BOYs O
GET A POG, MAN'S ¥

BEST FRIEND---BUT A
NOT MY BOY!NO A8
SIR, HE HAS :
COME UP WITH

. A MONETROSITY A&

LIKE THAT! g

LONGEST FLIGHT
ON RECORP---BUT
THE FASTEST!

ABOLU E BEATING TH,
SOVIETS TO THE PUNCH IN
MAKING THE NEIW BRAGON.
TEARS ROCKET FUEL

CAN YOU IMAGINE
--EVEN THAT DOESN'T
GET ANY RESPONGE
OUT OF HIM ! OH, WHY.
MUST T HAVE A LITTLE
FAT NOTHI{IN FOR




ROCKET 352 Jiéiee

ROCKET#1352--D0/| | THE OREW RETIRED,

YOU READ ME 2 SLEEPING HEAVILY.

SUARE PLEASE REPORTON | BUTAS FOR THEIR
A REGDLAR | YOUR VISITOR FROM (*| GUEST4

LITTLE EXCALIBUR! T

T |WELL T'LL

REPORTING TO 2P BE--LOQOK |COMEDIAN [f

EARTH ISMALL SPACES| AT HIM?! )--LIKE TO ‘ CUTEST LITTLE B8

VEHICLE COMING UP A mw KEEP HIM 4 DOLL-BABY YOU

TO GREET US. CAN'T BE ! AS A PET! EVER SAW! |F THE

HOSTILE .- JUST ONE- : HAW. Wl [ REST OF HIS PEOPLE

WILL OPEN PORT AND M. §\ ARE LIKE HIM,LAND-
ING THERE WILL

TJAKE HIM IN,BUT WILL
REMAIN ON " BE A CINCH
——r ! " : > S

COMEDY HAD BECOME GRIM WHAT'5
MENACE.FOR SOMETHING ROCKET HAPPENEDZ
S5TRANGE AND OMINOUS WA X #1352, ARE
SPACEAN Wab crowm (] | L BiEks ?
' - ; COME IN, ROCKET,
ROWING : V4

iy EE——




“Listen, fellas, you've just got to help
Herbie out’’, said Mr. Popnecker. **Okay, so
he’s not a great athlete. He's not a great
anything. He's little and he’s fat, but if
you’d only let him play football with you, it
might make a man of him. Tell you what—put
him in a game and T’Il buy you all sodas for
a week!”’

So they let Herbie play. Lugged him in
forcibly, you might say, because he wasn’t
b very enthusiastic about it. And once in, he

didn’t seem to catch on to anything. *‘You
mean like this?’’ he asked as they tried to
teach him how to tackle—and promptly went
on his face. **Like this?’’ he queried as they
tried to instruct him in forward passing—and
the ball wobbled weakly through the air for
about two lousy feet. It wasn’t any wonder
that they decided that they’d had it. They
wouldn’t mess around with that fat square if
it meant sodas for a year, and they reported
their decision to Mr. Popnecker—in politer
language, of course.

*“You don’t have to try to go easy on me,’’
mourned Herbie’s dad. *‘I know what you’re
thinking and you’re right. My son’s a Little
Fat Nothing!”’ It was a hard pill for him to
swallow because he had hoped so much that
Herbie might make good at football. The
game was Mr. Popnecker’s hobby, his chief
interest. Particularly he was engrossed in

_ professional football, and the New York
Giants were his team, his darlings. Right
now, he had his eyes fixed on the big game
that was coming up the next week between
the Giants and the Green Bay Packers. He
.couldn’t wait to go to see it, to witness his
darlings demolish the hated Packers. But as
the days passed and the big game drew
close, there were only bad tidings. One after
the other, the Giants’ star backs fell prey to

injuries, until there wasn’t an able-bodied

one left. The odds on the Green Bay Packers

TRIVMPH OF
REKCENPOP!

soared up, up. Now they were favored 45,000
to nothing, which should give you an idea of
how things stood. Despite this grim picture,
Dad planned to be on hand to cheer his idols
on, but now the final blow fell. He.came
down with a bad cold and was confined to
his bed. “I'm the unhappiest man in the
world,”” he groaned. *‘I could stand not being
able to see the game if only a miracle hap~
pened, and my Giants won—but where does a
miracle come from these days?”’

**Feel sorry for him'’, thought Herbie.
**Better do something.’’ So up into the air he
walked, trudging through the skies until the
big city lay unfolded beneath him. He stop-
ped to eat a sandwich on top of the tower of
the Empire State Building and then plodded
high over the streets and avenues towards
the training-grounds of the New York Giants.
“‘Heard you need players’’, he said to Coach
Allie Sherman. “*Want a tryout.”

There he stood, a far little Buddha, Mr.
Three By Three. Well, why not play along?
The team’s morale was low and they needed
a good laugh. So **Go out on the field,” in-
vited Coach Sherman. “*We could use a good
backfield man. We'll give you the ball and
all you’ve got to do is run through the team
with it. ‘For a terror like you, it should be a
cinchl?’ He went along so as not to miss the
fun. He grinned in anticipation as the ball
was snapped back to Herbie, and then—
Wham!

To this day, the Giants talk, in bushed
accents, of what happened down on the
training field. Frankly, they don’t know
exactly what did happen. All they knew was
that when the dust had settled, there were
the New York Giants, scattered from one
end of the field to the other. Some lay on
the ground dazedly, others hung off the
grandstands, There were even a few draped
over the goalposts and two were picked up




where they had fallen to earth "in South
Brooklyn. And there was Herbie, standing
over the goal line and tossing the ball non-
chalantly in the air!

Came the day of the big game with the
Green Bay Packers and the odds on the
Packers had reached 74,245 to minus 16.
Oh, there’d been talk about a surprise new
player that the Giants planned to unfold, but
folks figured this to be just a forlorn hope.
Green Bay won the toss and elected to re-
ceive. First down and Packers on the of-
fense. They swung into position and their
eyes widened incredulously. ‘For there, fac-
ing them from behind the Giants’ line, stood
a perfect circle in football togs. A fat, squat
little circle with glasses, staring unemotion-
ally back at them. “‘It’s a medicine ball!’’
gasped one of them. *‘No, it’s a heavyweight
pumpkin!’’ cried another. **More like a globe
~of the earth’’, said their quarterback, *‘but a
cinch for us. Can you imagine #bat backing
up a line?’’

A Green Bay running play went right
through the Giants’ line. Crash! The runner
had hit Herbie and it was like colliding with
a brick wall-a fat brick wall® The ball
squirted out of his hands and into Herbie’s.
**Our ball now,”” said Herbie unemotionally.
‘.Let’s go-l!

Coach Sherman walked up and down ex-
citedly on the sidelines. A reporter stopped
him. ""Who #s he?’’ the reporter demanded.
**That fat little blob, the new man. What's
his name?'’ *‘Sort of funny name,”” Sherman
answered, ‘‘He calls himself Eibreb Rekcen-
pop, The Demon From Yemen. He was a
demon in practice, all right—now let’s see
how he does id a real game!”

They saw—and so did 60,000 spectators.
Bur they weren’t quite sure what they saw.
On the first play when the ball was snapped
to him, they could have sworn that he tucked
it thoughtfully under his arm and walked
right up into the air above the scrimmage
line. He didn’t even bother hurrying as he
plodded along fifty feet up until he had
crossed the goal line for a touchdown. Just
twy tackling somebody fifty feet in the air!
Anyway, that’s what the spectators thought

they saw, but nobody would say it for fear of
being thought crazy! So all they did was
cheer wildly, ''Eibreh Rekcenpop/ Yay/!*

The next time Herbie received the ball, he
threw a forward pass—a long, arching pass
ninety feet down the field, At first, it seemed
a pretty jerky thing to do, because there
wasn’t a receiver anywhere around. But that
dido’t faze Herbie the least little bit. The
second the ball left his hand, he was off
running—and when the ball came down, there
he was waiting for it. Touchdown! *'Hurrah
for Eibreb Rekcenpop!’’ screamed the stands.
‘“The Demon From Yemen—hburrah!®’

As you may well imagine, it was quite a
game to broadcast. *‘It’s a plower pay~—I
mean, a power play’’, screamed a top network
announcer. ‘‘Bibreh Rekcenpop has taken the
ball again and is hitting the Green Bay line,
where the big defenders are waiting for him,
And-wow! Holy smokel Zowie! You won't
believe this, ladies and gentlemen—nothing
like it has ever been seen/ Holding the ball
in one hand, the great Eibrebh Rekcenpop has
picked up the whole Green Bay team on the
palm of his other hand and is running for the
goal line! And he’s over again—for another
touchdown!’’

It was a game for the ages. Without Herbie,
Green Bay would have been winner, but with
him, it was the New York Giants, 4,236 to 0.
Everyone on the field headed for Herbie, but
then something happened that's still a mys-
tery. One second the Fat Fury had been
standing therc—and the next second there
was a flash, and he was gone, vanished,
disappeared as if by magic! And even as
Mr. Popnecker heard the radio announcer’s
amazed tones telling of this, he felt a pres-
ence in his room. He looked up...and there,
seated opposite him was Herbie, slumped in
a chair, his eyes dull and glazed, his hands
folded on that allstoo-plump stomach.

Dad uttered a strangled cry and Mom
rushed into the room. ““Just Jook at him’’,
panted Dad. “‘Even what went on at the big
game doesn’t excite him! Oh, how I eavy the
parents of Eibreb Rekcenpop! Why can’t our
boy be like him? But mo—all we’ve got is a
Little Fat Nothing|*® :




IS IT AN OVERSIZED GOONY-BIRP--A WELL-UPHOLSTERED RHINOCEROS-A

STYLIGH GTOUT JUNIOR WHALE Z NO,NONE OF THESE THINGS. WHEN DARK DANGER
LURKS, WHEN PEEP VILLAINY |5 AFOOT, THEN IT'S TIME FOR THE TUBBY TERROK, THE
FAT FLRY HIMSELF! WATCH HIM IN ACTION, AG -+

2BIE BEZ,
KE c’ﬂsr;é»"g}v

S roRy: SHANE
“O'SHEA
0GDEN

ART: iiThEY

y

---AND IT WOULDN'T DO
HERBIE ANY HARM,
EITHER---HE NEEDS

IT SURE I5---YOU A
KNOW, I'VE NEVER
SEEN LISTON FIGHT

SAY!ACCORPDING TO THE
STORY HERE,PABLO 15
GOING TO USE HIS ENP?

IT ALL STARTED IN WITH
THAT ARTICLE IN THE

SPORTING SECTION
y OF THE PURSE TO ---I'D LIKE TO GO A CHANGE ,POOR,
RANSOM JUAN DOWN TO MIAMI DELICATE LITTLE
BUANANA , AND SEE THE ey BOVY!
HEAD OF THE MATCH. UH---1T'S _
CUBAN UNDER- ALL RIGHT IF T

GROUND, WHO'S / THAT GOIGN'T ITZ
BEING HELD I HAVEN'T HAD
CAPTIVE BY A VACATION

CASTRQ !
OF COURSE
IT5 ALL RIGHT.
AND L'VE GOTA
SURPRISE - 1'M
GOING WITH You!




THE---THE |DEA V [T's EITHER
THAT OR

OF HAVING TO BRING ¥ :

THAT LITTLE FAT Gt NOTHING! AH, THE GREAT .

NO ING WITH ME QCENERY OF OL‘IR
PLEASURE ' : GREAT NATION ! ..

HAVE A LOQK,
HERBIE-—-OHN
NEVER MIND!

ER--1 WAS N
ONLY JOKING
-==I CAN'T THINK
OF ANYTHING I'P
LIKE BETTER THAN
TO TAKE HERBIE /
DOWN TO MIAMI-
YES SR ! ouul

TR'tP' I'M TELLING
YO

| CAME NIGHT---DAD HAD NO WAY OF !(NOW//VG
HOW HERBIE WORKED IT OFF-‘-

¥ GULP!195 MILES |

PER HOUR---BUT
HOW COMEZ#

ISN'T HE
UH WONDERFUL? A REAL
DON'T MIND, A FIGURE OF
I'D RATHER “ \_ A MAN!

WALK BY MYSELF, ,
HERBIE. G -
SOME PRETTY S,

IMPORTANT !
THINKING E




T2SIGH!Z; / DIDYOD - /OH,MY £ HAIGUESS | | I HOPE YOU APPRECIATE

% THAT ~sEVERGEE , !DREAM ; ICAN STILL THIS, HERBIE. YOU'LL BE
. HERBIE:-- ANYONE 50 ° "=~ MAN--.' MAKE FEMININE | ABLE TO SEE WHAT A
s b o2 -~ HANDSOMEZ.---, ;-\ HEARTS BEAT yA REAL FIGHTING MAN

Mol B B e e ; % A0 FAST! ' | 15 LIKE=*-1T MIGHT TEACH

e S L YOU TO MEND YOUR WAY5 !

THIS FELLA'S
PUTTIN' A HEX ON
ME ---1 CAN'T STAN
LOOKIN® AT jon
HiM! i

WE HADP
ENOUGH!




-~ A
STA
SE

LISTON---YOU'RE |

N M i b 7T DONT BLAME
Y AWAY,
£z A - ENQUGH TO

JUST REMEMBER YOUR MAIN OOF?! I DIET,I
THAT NOBOPY EVER TROUBLE |5 YOU HAVEN'T ) (DIET UNTIL
PUSHES AROUND A / YOU'RE FAT, TAKEN OFF _/ | I AM READY
FIGHTING MAN! HERBIE. THAT'S ENOUGH Y— TO STARVE!
YOU'D BE OKAY |F NG GOOD,5EE? WEIGHT, OH, IFONLY
YOU ONLY LEARNED

YOU'WE GOT TO

PABLO
GET ITOFF IF

TO PEFEND YOURSELF,

I HAD SOME-
TO FIGHT FOR YOUR

THING 70 EAT
~ANYTHING -

{7 SURE HE'S FAT---\ s GULP?:

AND LISTON'G LOLLIPOPSES
HIM! JUST WATCH, -FoOD!
THAT'S ALL.




S
,“.55 EEEEE Egg!

You poN'T GO MESSING
ARCJUND WITH ANTI=
RAVITY LOLLIPOPS,
SEC’A USE THIS 15 LIKELY,
TO HAPPEN -+

CAR-RAMBA!Y

HOW'S HE GOING
TO SHOW UP TOMORROW
NIGHT FOR HIS FIGHT
WITH THE CHAMP NOW?Z
WHEN LAST SEEN,
HE WAS HEADING
FOR CHINA!

UNDERGROUND, FROM
CASTRO! HOW WILL

AND WITHOUT
HIS PURSE FROM
THE FIGHT, WE

WON'T BE ABLE
TO RANSOM JUAN
BUANANA HEAD
OF THE CUBAN

7YOUR F!GHTER WILL,
SHOW UP FOR THE
FIGHT. I GUARAN?'EE

WE EVER START A
COUNTER-
REVOLUTION?Z

YOU FIGURE
IWLL GO,
CHAMP z

HUH!TLL MAKE
LIKE CA55IUS CLAY--
'WE WEIGHS NEAR A TON,

SO I'LL TAKE HIM INONE!",

I DON'T KNOW
WHAT IT IS, PABLO,
BUT YOU LOOK
GORT OF---

DIFFERENT’ .




THIS IS W
GONNA BE Al

ow '%W.WW}%

WASTEDP
ENOUGH

Ti :

PABLO POPSICLE'S
MOUSTACHE SEEMS TO
BE COMING OFF! AND
THERE'S A GTRANGE,

RESEMBLANCE -~ L
IVE GOT 1O LOOK
INTO THIS!




QH = QMN--- HERBIE HAD SPOTTED HIS DAD
OMING FORWARD FOR A CLOSER LOOK!
| THERE WAS ONLY ONE THING TO DO~

NO SIR!I
HADNT

FINISHED
THE COUNT!

MAN i6 THE
NEW CHAMP!

I'M THE BOXING

| THE FINISH OF

COMMISSIONER! | DOESN'T
I ORVER PABLO'S /GET PAID,
PURGE HELD UP
FOR LEAVING

THE FIGHT'

YOU 5EE HOW
\T'S DONE, KIDGZ "
RIGHT AND LEFT
WING SWEEP BACK
AT THE SAME TIME.
SURE \T'5 HARD,BUT
YOU'VE GOT 1O PRACTICE
~-PRACTICE? THERE'S
NO EASY WAY.-..

115 HERBIE
POPNECKER AND
LOOK AT THE WAY
HE DOES IT!

+-LOOK!




t UBA. HERBIE WAS DETERMINED TO SEE CASTRO
EI?fC;-lrJg!-iG Egg fMAVBE HE COULD TALK REASON TO HIM ANP
HERBIE~IT'S PERSUAPE HIM TO RELEASE JUAN BUANANA
qug 5;?06” BUT‘“ AMS R "“
. W LEETLE FAT ONE! bR o

EET EES FORBEEDPEN

TO ENTER! SCHMIPDEN!

p'SINCE WHEN i
HE WEARS i
GLASSESZ 4f
e 7

WHO'S TALKING
FROM LOLLIPOPST
IT5 DOLLARG-
YANKEE POLLARG!
T'LL TEACH YOU T0
MAKE A FOOL OF
ME-GUARDS!

You PRIVE
A HARP

BARGAIN.
10 MILLION
LOLL|POPS--

RELEASE JUAN
BUANANA Z NEVER!
NOT UNLESS YOU
BT,

FIDEL i
CASTRO MILLION!

(HIMSELF)




BUSTED---ALL
MY LOLLIPOPS.
AND I'M GONNA
NEED 'EM---

HE MANAGED TO ASS5EMBLE
ONE LOLLIPOP EROM THE
FRAGMENTS --- BUT WHAT
ITS PROPERTIES WERE HE
COULDN'T EVEN START TO
GUESS - /DONT KNow
WHAT IT'LL DO~

BUT AFTER ALL, 15
A LOLL\POP--

. fﬁ
LADY JAILER, =5 [ BUT THE FAT FURY COULD RISE TO ANY
THERE! HUH ZTHAT MAKES aca.asfon---svsu THIG- g

THING‘E HARDER

MY FAVORITE!
IF ONLY I HAD




I F . T P RN RRARIrmm—m———————

” EET EES

THE TANGO,|
SENOR--1 L
AWAIT

THE KEY
-THERE
iTls.

#" Al SENOR---YoOU =
FPUT EVEN VALENTING |
TO SHAME-

!-R"A!!
I HAVE BEEN
ROBBED?! %

FREE - I

JUAN BUANANA,

AM FREE!NOW
I CAN LEAD THE
REVOLUTION

AGAINST CASTRO!

SOMETHEENG
HAS GONE VERY
WRONG ! SOME-
CNE MUST HAVE
GWEN THE




DON'T KNOW WHAT
B POWERS THIS PATCHED-
( UP POP HAG--BUT .

- HERE GOES/!

--- WITH PIECES OF A SUPER

HNOLE-
PIGGING LOLLIPOP! : :

T
THAT
_ HERBIE!




WHICH SHOWS THAT IT DOESN'T PAY TO
MESS AROUND WITH THE FAT FURY!BUT

HIS SUPER-LOLLIPOP WAS STILL GETTING '

IN ITS WOR,

N\ YIKES? W-WHERE

ARE WE G-GOING
NOW?Z

ATLANTIC
OCEAN.

IT'G 7 MHERBIE >SIGH!:
HERBIE! POPNECKER! |F HE
IGN'T NE < \_ONLY HAP
DREAMYT

7 A TAIL--

HOW CAN WE FREE
CUBANS FIGHT CASTRO. ~ )
WEETHOUT JUAN BUANANA,
LEADPER OF THE UNDER- 1
GROUND #Z BUT ALAS, HE

EES A PRISONER

MEANWHILE, BACK AT THE S| | 7/~ JUAN !\ > PUFF:---HOPE
RANCH--OQOPS! BACK IN FROM WHERE [ THEY HAVENT
MIAMI, THAT 15 s COME YOU--Z

NOW DAD,YOU'VE 2N / WHY NOT FACE IT,
GOT TO sTOP PICKING MOMZ WHY, IF youU
ON POOR HERBIE. /| WANT PROOF OF
HE'S A GOOD BOY WHAT HE 16, JUST
AND HE MEANSG LOOK!

WELL ---EVEN IF : :

HE /S ALITTLE

NON- "
ACTIVE!

R

OTHER MEN HAVE
S0ONS THEY CAN BE PROUPDP
OF, BOYS WHO CAN PO
SOMETHING--- BUT WHAT
HAVE WE GOTZ A
LITTLE FAT
NOTHING WHO
DOES NOTHING:-:-

PLEASE:
DAD---YOUR
BLOOD-

PRESSURE!




