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I KNOW WHAT YOU.:
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BRrRO, TO STORE HE WENT---AND
ERYWHERE +*-

IT---IT WAS
THE MAN IN
THE CLOAK!

THE MOST PANGEROUS
GANGSTER EVER KNOWN,
BUT THERE SEEMS LITTLE
HOPE OF CATCHING HIM.
NOBOPY KNOWS. WHO OR

WILL STRIKE NEXT, BUT HI5
\.CRIMES HAVE TIED UP THE
LOLLIPOP INDUSTRY

B, 50 THAT THERE'S

NOT A FOP TO BE

FOUND ANY‘, :




THE 2AYS I#--!F NOBODY ELSE &
A PO ANYTHING
LOLLIPOPS 10 Mg 2 TVE GOTTA
«-=ZPANT --- MBAN IN THE C'Lo

LOLLIPOPS-

YOU HERE WHEN
THE MAN IN Ti

HE
e
Hl. YOU HANG 2
AROUND HERE SEE WHERE B>

A LOT-—-I NEED
!NFDRMATION.

3 SEE ANYTHING OF CURE —WENT )
7 YA CAN'T SEE POLKA-DOTTED » THAT WAY. 1 :
ez VR | | Thegietie S ( Rne oD
Z WAIT TILL foe A
I FINISH MY EARS £ OF PAYS AGO %
AND T'LL TALK.




y PTHIS |
[T
--—_-.__ MIND OWNIN' A SNAZZY-

LOOKIN' JOB LIKE THAT
POLKA-POTT -

HMMMM
ONLY I COULDP
LOCATE THAT

TRUCK-"-

=-BUT I EUEEQ
IT5 GONE F: .
GQOov.

SMELL
SOMETHING -
=+ SOMETHING .

FﬁMlLfAR“'

-
o




TEwaALLY, 7is AWELL CRAVING APPEAGED,

HE SEARCHED THE PLACE FOR A OLUE 70
7’."’7" Azaﬁmmmz.--- i ”
i , HMM--THE 1 i
i MAN INTHE
<, OLOAK'S ¢ ;[

!
T
[

1

! THE MAN IN THE
| CLOAK--WE'VE GOT.

WEVE GOT You'!

You'P BETTER

GIVE UP WITHOUT
A FIGHT!




IR, I'P LIKE A PIRECT
QUES TION 15 1T
TRUE THAT THE COSA
NOSTRA 'S VERY
CLOSE TO YOUR

7 HEARTZ_

I PON'T UNPERSTAND HE MEANS

THE WITNESS'S ANSWER, | LOLLIPOPS,
SENATOR MECLELLAN,--- I GUESS.
WE KNOW THAT YOU ARE

ENGAGEP IN A PANGER-

OUS BUSINESS AND 5TOP

AT NOTHING. WHAT I WOULD

LIKE TQ BE TOLP IS HOW

60 TO YEP---I CHEW UP
ity G
LIKE THATZ /(| \KE 'BETTER THAN
TO TRY ANOTHER
ONE RIGHT NOW.

1
!
|

(CONTINUED ON PAGE AFTER N)




TELL ME---HOW PO Yau -
SEPEND YOUR ILL-GOTTEN
GAINS 7 RUBIES,\PEARLS,
EMERALDS--OR ARE
PIAMONDPS YOUR
FAVORITES 2

=== AND
CINNAMON'S
. MY FAVORITE

ONLY WAY I'LL EVER

BEAT THIS RAP 15 TO

GET THE REAL

GUILTY GUY--

MAN IN THE
cLo

ITS AN APPRESS ---
[ 413 CENTER STREET.
MUST BE THE MAN
IN THE CLOAK'S

HIPEQUT. THIS WILL

BE A CINCH !

---HE'LL NEVER G
(' -+, OUT OF JAIL

i

_—y 1

HMMM:---THERE'S
SOMETHING IN THE
POCKET--FEELS LIKE

A PIECE OF PAPER--

SOME CINCH---
DID I KNOW IT




OH, WELL.,
START AT THE
TOP ANP WORK

MY WAY DOWN.-

7

“DON'T DESPAIR!SOME
DAY YOUR DARLING MAY COME
TO YOU FROM THE SKY, FROM
OUT OF THE BLUE,"::-
2 SIGH! B PPeN
e 4 TO ME“‘

HoOw RIGHT
THAT MAGAZINE
WAS !COME TO

MY ARMS,
PARLING!

Nong THIS s'rblz\t FOR

OUR
A BUSINESS MEETING
GOING ON.THEY LOOK
OUT THE WINDOW AND
A HORRIBLE SPACEMAN
IS STANPING -
THERE, - & /
GLOWERING

FIERCELY--o/

X WHO'P EVE

EXT \S5UE, WE HAVE )BELIEVE THAT®
«] A HORRIBLE

SFACEMAN

STANDPING IN

THE AIR QUTSIDE
; A WINDOW

("-~-fMPOSSIBLE!




L-LOOK!

YEE-OWWW! )

HEN--- AT LAST---

f WE oM
CONTROL OF THE
LOLLIPOP MARKET
NOW, BOEG. |SN'T

IT ABOUT TIME WE /

YEE-OWWW!?
IT's C-COMIN' IN,
WHATEVER IT IS}

{ CHARGE géo,ooo

HEH-HEH!NOT )
UNTIL WE CAN &

7

§10,0007 BEFORE
YOU COULD GET A
PRICE LIKE THAT,
THE WHOLE WORLD
WOULP HAVE TO BE
UPSIDE-DOWN!

NUT5! JUST
SHOW ME ONE
THING THAT'S
UPSIDE DOWN
. 50 FAR!




0P FIRING, |
Svrau FOOL! |

/" THERE THEYGO IN _ ) ./ THEY'RE RIGHT
THEIR CAR.T'LL LET # BELOW.TIME TO
‘EM GET OUT OF TRAFFIC,)| ) LET HERTZ PUT
THEN GRAB 'EM. ME INE‘R-_lrE‘ DRIVER'S,

v OW-Wwww'?
LACK OF LOLL! POPS5 OR THEY : HOW'M I GONNA
MUST BE PUTTING THE VR'NEES' GO AFTER EM
SEATS PRETTY FAR BACK IN _# 1 NOWZ
THIS YEAR'S MOPELS.




HEY, OTTO!

BOSCOBEL !
DOWN
HERE! 88

iT's N
=7 HERBIE! )

LET'S SEE
WHAT HE
WANTS!

/ HEH-HEH--YOU SEE
HOW I GOT AWAY FROM
HIM ¥ IF HE THOUGHT HE
WAS GONNA GET ME,
HE MUSTA BEEN .

CRAZY!

Nosbov CATCHES THE
N THE CLOAK

[ MAN In

I'M TOO SMART FOR 'EM'
HEH-HE




I JUST LANDEP
HERE BY ACCIDENT---
HEH<HEH! I'LL BE GLAD
TO PAY FOR THE DAMAGE

---ANP THEN I'LL GO,
_IF you DON'T

I‘LL C'ONFESS---I’LL T-TELL _ HING = PR ! QUIET ON THE LAW
MAN IN RPER FRONT-- THE POLICE HAVE,

TH’E C'LOAK"-‘ﬂIE B IGSHOT i

GANGSTER YOU'RE LOOKING

FOR ! P-PUT ME IN A CELL AND
THROW THE KEY AWAY-- =

ANYTHING TO GET

AWAY FROM MIM !

JUST DONT GIVE UP!
YOU NEVER KNOW
y | FRoM WHERE Yougr

SWEETIE MAY :
Pi NONSENSE!

| APPEA A WHS‘U EVEE

BE EVE IT#

[Ence ol J

HORRIBLE S

T -THINGS ARE AG THEY. WERE
AND Au.'s RIGHT wiTh FHE
2| WORLD! /




LOLLIPOP
ASTRONAUT

Mr. Popnecker looked up from his news-
_paper with a gasp. ‘This space expedition
. to the Planet Fink’’, he gasped. "*You know
who’s been appointed. to head it? General
: Merton Boop, my uncle’s friend, that’s who!
. That gives me the chance I’ve been waiting
. for, mom. Hetrbie, that Little Fat Nothing of

ours—he could be something if he got to go
along on an expedition like that. Why, he’d
see history being made! And General Merton
Boop wouldn’t refuse me—I'm sure of it.”
The General didn't refuse. ‘*Hatrumph!’’
he said. **Might be able to use a boy at
that. ' Hope he appreciates the honor, by
George, Harsrymph/’’ And he proceeded with
his work of organizing .the expedition.
" Under him came three dignified colonels,
-four self-important lieutenant-colonels and
five stiffnecked majors. And ugder all of
them came—Herbie. “*Harerumpb/’® said the
General. **Don’t you dare suck that lollipop
in my presence!l’’ The colonels glared at
Herbie and told him to pull his stomach in,
which would have required a magician. The
lieutenant-colonels ordered him always‘to
stand in their presence. As for the majors,
they growled whenever they saw him and
set him to work at any and every job they
could think of.

Dad and mom took a tearful leave of Her-
bie just before blastoff. *“There isn’t much
you'll be able to do on a trip like this,”’
said dad. *‘Just remember what an honor it
is!"”’ And Herbie remembered....but he soon
found out something disturbing. General,
‘colonels, lieutenant-colonels, majors. They
were the officers—but how about the crew?
That was Herbie. Cook .the food—Herbie.
Serve the food—Herbie, Wash the dishes,
clean the ship—Herbie. And *'Grease those
engines, you hear, Herbie?'’

He couldn’t have stood it if he hadn’t had

the forethought to lay in an ample stock of
Iollipops. So there wasn’t much for him to
do on a trip like this, huh? What with the
commands from every officer, he found that
he was working a 24-hour day. It was ex-
hausting—so much so that he gained twelve
pounds. One thing he could be thankful for—
it was a peaceful, uneventful wip as they
darted through space towards the Planet
Fink. Peaceful and uneventful, that is, un=~
til the day when they sighted a huge comet
plunging straight for them. And no matter
how much the rocket changed course, there
was no shaking off the grim pursuer, which
closed in relentlessly. There was only one
way in which it could end—collision and ex-
tinction for everyone aboard. So the general,
the colonels, the lieutenant-colonels and
the majors gathered in a group and howled.
*‘Get no place that way’’, thought Hetbie.
So he opened an escape hatch and walked
out of the rocket. Through space he trudged,
right up to the comet, which headed for him
fiercely. **Out of my way, Popnecker!” it
growled, but you don’t mess around with
Herbie. There was only one thing to do, and
that was to bop it with his lollipop. He
never wasted words when it came to lolli«
pop-bopping, and the comet blew to pieces
with a mighty roar. Back to the rocket
plodded Herbie. He entered to find that he
hadn’t even been missed. General, colonels,
lieutenant-colonels and majors were arguing
about who should get the credit for destroy-
ing the comet—and they were still arguing
when the fuel ran out. **Never get to Planet
Fink zhis way,”” Herbie muttered to himself,
Once again he headed out through an escape
batch, got behind the rocket and started
pushing. It got to be a little tiring after the
first few million miles, particularly when
the time came to land the big craft on the
target planet. He had to grab it by the nose
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A PSRRI
BB F il oot o s,

and set it down gently on its tail, Then all

_the high muck-a-mucks aboard poured out,

debating as to just who among them should
get the credit for the successful landing.
"*Got 'em here,’’ thought Herbie..**Can re-
lax now.”’

Wrong. A Popnecker can.pever relax. To- '

wards them, over the surface of the Planet
Fink, crawled the grand-daddy ‘of all ser-
pents. It was roughly five miles long,
weighed a trifle under a million tons ring-
side and craved an appetizer made up of a
general, colonels, lieutenant-colonels and
majors. Howling in fear, they headed back
into the rocket on the run, leaving Herbie
to face the oncoming menace, '*Back!’’ said
Herbie, *“Your fodder’s moustache’’, hissed
the huge reptile. **Hold .my lollipop’’, said
Herbie. And when the top brass at length
ventured timidly out of their hideout, there
was that king-sized serpent neatly tied up
in the best Boy Scout knots that Herbie
Popnecker could remember. **Abem/”’ said
the General. *'Obviously it must have
sighted the stars on my shoulders and was
so frightened that it tied itself in knots!”
The colonels thought it was their eagles
that were responsible, while the lieutenant-
colonels and majors were inclined to as-
cribe the credit to their ocak leaves. But
they didn’t have too much time to argue
about it, It happened while Herbie was out
gathering food for the expedition—a large
group of two-headed Spacemen attacked and
captured every last officer. Herbie saw it
happen from a distance and drew a despair-
ing breath. Really, this was almost foo
much~was he never to get a chance to re-
lax? But "*Americans’’, said Herbie. “Gotta
save ‘em’’. :

So right into the King's palace he strode.
**Got some of my people here,”’ he said.
**Let "em go.” !

**Just because you're Herbie Popneck-
er?’’ asked the King scornfully, speaking
through his left head. ‘‘Like he says'’,
barked his right head. **What can you do,
anyway?’’

“‘Bop- you with this bere lollipop,’’ said

Herbie menacingly. Both heads turned white
and before you koew ‘it, every one of the

.officers was released and presented with

an apology and his weight in gold. And
each of them had his own opinion as to who
should receive the credit for it all. **Better
get ’em back to Earth before they start
fighting about it’’, thought Herbie, Before
he could do this, however, he had to get the
rocket fuel for the return trip. There just

 wasn't any on the Planet Fink, so Herbie

ended up making it himself. He had to mix
a batch of cough syrup, raw onions, hen’s
teeth, after-shaving lotion and powdered
chowder, but the resultant solution lacked
oomph. Stirring it with a special High Oc-
tane Lollipop finally did the job. The rocket
blasted off with the roar of a thousand
earthquakes and back through space it
darted. .

You can just about imagine the furore
when the expedition returned to Earth.
There were parades, banquets, wild cele-
brations. Congress voted medals to the
General, the colonels, the lieutenant-
colonels and the majors. Matter of fact, the
only one who didn’t get a medal was Herbie,

| because after all, what had bhe done? His
. father was so ashamed that he couldn’t look

anyone in the face, *'I must have been
crazy to ever hope ‘that be’d do anything!”’
he muttered. :

As for Herbie, he was frankly and fatly
tired. And why not, when he hadn’t had time

"to sleep for a single second during the

eight months the expedition had lasted? He
had eyes for only one thing when he re-
turned home~a new hammock that had been
slung between the house and the big oak
tree thac stood alongside it. He collapsed
into it and a majestic snore rent the air,
ascending towards the Quter Space from
which he had so recently returned.

Shuddering, Mr. Popmecker clapped his
bands over his suffering ears and turned
away his suffering eyes. “*Why don’t I give
up trying?’' he asked. *'I might as well re-
sign myself. He's a Little Fat Nothing—and
that’s all he'll ever bel”’




X5 IT ENOUGH TO BE A POWERHOUSE T CAN YOU BE HAPPY BEING JUST A
MUSCLEMAN T HERCULES HAD A SECRET PREAM OF BEING A LOVER-BQY--
AND GOL/ATH WAS A SENTIMENTALIST AT HEART! EVEN HE-CLAMS HAVE THEIR
SHE-CLAMS---50 YOU CAN'T BLAME OUR FAT FURY FOR THINKING -

“WHAT YoU gz,

STORY:-SHANE O'SHEA |
ART:-OGDEN WHITNEY/




p’ THIS COULD
BE WHATS
WRONG WITH

ME - NEVER

- NO_GOOD:---FAT.
CAN'T STAND ANY-
BODY WHO'S FAT.

CAN'T STAND
ANYBOPY WITH

GLASSES,
EITHER.

WELL ! IF THAT ALEXANDER
BIMBLE THINKS HE CAN STAND
ME UP JUST BECAUSE HE'S g
HANDSOME AND SNAZZY AND ).

GOOD-LOOKING, HE'S GOT X
{ ANOTHER THINK COMING.
I WONT WAIT ANOTHER J!
SECOND FOR HIM! .

OH, IFONLY 1
WITH FIFI LARUE, THE
THAT'S Wiy HE ET00

or

ME UP--- WELL, T'LL ALEXANPER

SHOW Him ¢

 ENVY!

COULD GET SOME
HANDSOME GUY--A
DREAMBOAT WHO
COULD MAKE THAT

GREEN WITH J{ THAT'S THE

1 / GET YOUR FINGER
{ OFF THAT POORBELL!
WHO ARE YOU ANP
WHAT PO YOU
" HEREBIE

WANTZ
POPNECKER,




—~ HMMMM - ANYBOPY THAT UGLY
SIMPLY HAS GOT TQ BE RICH !
MAYBE IF I COULD BE EVEN MORE
OF A FASHION-PLATE THAN THAT
FIFl LARUE, I COULP WIN 4
ALEXANDER BACK:--ANDP
ITHINK I KNOW HOW IT
COULP BE MANAGED!

ITS S0 HARD FOR A
GIRL TO CHOOSE -
[THE RIGHT FELLOW.
SHE'G GOT TO BE
SURE THAT HE'S
THE GENEROUS

TODAY T SAW A GIRL WITH X
" SUCH AN ELEGANT FRENCH
POOPLE ON A LEASH! BUT 4
POOPLES ARE SORT OF
ORDINARY-+AND T THOUGHT
THAT IF YOU COULD GET
ME A PET,BUT NOTHING
AS ORDINARY AG A
POOPLE---SOMETHING
THAT. WILL MAKE
PEOPLE S§TARE---/ YOU

WANT
IT,YOU'LL
GET IT.

CAT #

s

RABBITZFTOO
ORPINARY:--

GOATZ J

WHEN HERBIE GOT AN (DEA,HE ACTED ON

[DONT LOOK NOW,BUT OUR FAT HERO 16

IT. BACK AT HOME -

’

HEAPED BACK INTO THE PAST.




OH, I JUsT
CAN'T WAIT
A SEE VR

G-GET THAT
HORRIDP THING OKAY.
AWAY!I--I

NEVER WANT

70 LAY EYES
ON.IT AGAIN!

HOW'S FOR WELL-LLL - THAT

ANOTHER FIFl LA RUE HAD THE

CHANCE 7 MOST BEAUTIFUL,
UNUSUAL SHOES -

AND THAT'S WHAT
y— ¥ WANT!

WAS
UNUSUAL.

THESE ARE JUST
SHOES !BUT THAT
PLACARD--IT
SUGGESTS,
SOMETHING !

ENOUGH FOR
ME TO GET
ME WHAT I
WANTED!




[ BACK HOME
AGAIN--- ’

MARK THEIR

ROADS BETTER

THAN THEY DO
IN_AMERIC-'A-

OF YOURS
BLEW A FUSE
FAIRY GOD-
P MOTHER!

LOOK, HERBIE, YOU
STAY OUTA MY
I CAN STILL POA SWELL
MAGIC JOB AND CHANGE
THIS PUMPKIN INTO A :
e

'l '

. CHANGE? -

FERRITORY!




/JUST CAME DOWN
THE BEANSTALK IN
\ TIME. I'LL GET ,

THANKS,

C'AT 1'0
 CINDERELLA, F 7" “Es "Ln

0': Him 9
ol " eNERCe,
/ %ggy_f Egs

I'LL TAKE "HANDS OFF---
THOSE SHOES, OR I'LL BOPYOU
BUB! WITH THIS HERE
LOLLIPOPY

 (CONTINUED ON PAGE AFTER NEXT)



ANYTHI
'S0 AWFUL IN MY LIFE!
! WHO EVER HEARD
OF MAKING SHoES
552

SURE THERE %
ISN'T SOME-
THING I CAN

SORRY,FELLAS,
CAN'T USE YoU.

Humptsy.s
Zat g’nhi Dw":,:{hl

‘f“\l’_‘l"h L

. PERHAPS SOMETHING
IN THE WAY OF

JEWELRY
-+ SOMETHING 86!
I'D JUST LOVE
SOMETHING FIT
), FORA QU

[£7 was ime rFor aNOTHER

SOMETHING FIT
| 7/mE LoLLipor---

FOR A QUEEN-- 3
WHAT QUEENZ/

s

o

{




b

7 CIVIL
WONDER

NOW HE HAD REACHED HIS DESTINA TION--- )
8™ CENTURY FRANCE

THAT LOOKS
LIKE THE
RIGHT

oW IT'S

GOING TO TURN -
ouT?z

: E \
ANJ' DMIETTE

HATE TO JUST =~
WALK IN ON HER,
BUT---




JUST RIGHT FOR "%
LOUELLA, ~=-OH-OH-~
SOMEBODY'S -
COMING, AND
NO PLACE TO
HIDE--

T, THOUGHT I HEARD ZE CRAGH OF
GLASSAS TCAME IN, NONT WHAT

: COULD IT HAVE 4
(7 ... BEEN.?




-7 GUARDS!

JUSTICE WAS MIGHTY
BA cvcw ANC'!ENT Fm Cg.ma:

THEY COULP

URT A FERSON

THAT WAY!




MEANWHILE ---AT HOME -+

MOM f THE GRAND-
[ FATHER' CLOCK’S GONE
== IT MUST HAV BEEN
STOLEN! IT'M GOIN 1 —
AN TO PHONE THE /
7 POLICEY 1

HELLOZ POLICE
HEADQ

WANT 'TO REPORT
A STOLEN CLOCK-

UARTERSZT )

L
g i

WANTEPD.

~” ARE YOU MOMENTS LATER---Y HEREIE DARLING!

SURE YOU'RE D IT OVER
q::UITE OKAY, GOT THE MESSENGER’ RIGHT
ACZ LOOK! JEWEL YOU AWAY, IF IT'G WHAT

YOU SAY 1T IS, YOU CAN
PICK ME UP AT MY
HOUSE IN TWO

HOURS!

IT WORE OFF AND I GOT
LONESOME FOR YOU F
I WAS AFRAID YOU
MIGHT HAVE GOTTEN
YOURGELF ANOTHER
BOYFRIEND IN

CAN I COME
IN, LOUELLA
HONEYZ

ALEXANDER!
MY B/IMBLE!

I WAS CARRIED AWAY BY
FIFl LARUE'S GLAMOR---BUT

NOBODY
THAT

COUNTED,
PARLING -




=-ONLY A LITTLE :
FAT NOTHING WHO COULDN'T
{ COMPARE WITH YOU ! CAN YOU
IMAGINE---HE HAD THE NERVE 4/
TO TRY TO GIVE ME SOME
STRANGE S50ORT OF POG I
= WOULDN'T EYEN BE
: SEEN WITH!

=--AND A PAIR OF BIG,STUP| D Ml
SHOES YOU COULD SEE THROUGH,

THAT WERE S0 STIFF THEY'D (
HAVE GIVEN ME CORNS:---AND

A PIECE OF JEWELRY SO :
BIG THAT IT HAD TO BE &
GLASS! YOU CAN JUST
BET I THREW IT ¢
OVER THE ey
BRIDGE! s

7 SOMETHING

S ME.

WRONG WITH ),

A PACKAGE
HERE FOR
you!

WHAT
PIiZ 1T EVER
SEE INHER #

GIRLG--- WHAT
HAVE THEY GOT
THAT LOLLIPOPS

HAVEN'T GOT BETTER
THANZ ;SIGH:.. gl




