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er networking. Can someone
correspond with us and
“take us under your wing”
(not financially) and help us
become part of your com-
munity. E-mail to bill lind-
ley@yahoo.com. Any help
and good vibes appreciated.
(03/01)
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V 37 y/o bi-female, 5’6,
long brown hair, light brown
eyes, attractive, strong, have
feminine qualities. Seeks
similar earthy sexy woman
for hikes, travels and
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WREW HAS BROUGHT A YOUNG STRANGER
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THANKS. MY Room - L N
MATE'S ASLEEP, SO

WE ‘LL NEED To KEEP

1T Down.
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) HAVE A SEAT..CAN T GET You
ANYTHING 2 A PRINK? SOPA?

You'RE A NICE
GLY, DREW .

by Robert Kirby

WELL,S0 ARE YoU, TOM. UM, Do
You MIND MY ASKING WHAT You
WERE DoiNG OUT AT A BAR LIKE
THAT? T MEAN,YOU LOOK SO....
SO

IN CASE You'RE WOR-
RIED, IT'M TOTALLY LE-
GAL. I TURNED 21 ON
AUGUST 1™,

B&B’s. 802-464-5492
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r?,c.ousl\': L PIDNIT MEAN THAT, T
TJOUSTY.. T PUNNO...YoU DoN'T

} SEEM LIKE THE TYPICAL BAR PA-
TRoN To ME. THAT'S PROBA BLY
WHY I CAME UP TO You... YOV

LOOKED LIKE...WELL, SORTA. LOST.

T MUST'VE.. TOENTIFIED WITH You

SOMETHING...

OH. WELL  THAT
PLACE \S OK AND
STUFF... T DoN!'T Go
THERE A LOT THOUGH.
LISTEN , UM .. |F YoU
AREN'T WANTING

TO.. YOU KNOW..WE
DoN'T HAVE TO...,

HEMS

OH No, No -
WE CAN CER-
TAINLY GET
TO THAT. JUST
MAKING CoN -
VERSATION

KEWL, T'M REALLY
HORNY TONGHT!
WHATTYA SAY
WE TAKE TH\S
OVER INTO THE
BeEDRoOMT JI

You READING
B MY LINEsS 77

Wi,
THeSE KIDs %
TODAY ! 757
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Where have

all the

| Capri_s Pants

They are all part of a smashing new
installation at the Museum of Dumb
Fashion, in Fergus Ontario.

Waiter,
Dead

He makes the round of saunas,
questioning the clientele.

They are at the bottom of your
drawer. A source of festering.
‘embarrassment.

B} € BARRASSINENTS
I3 EMBARRM
u'fnosn 1M CLOSET:

SOUNENir Sombrero

:n'r.wu.g D&CS?N-
sfﬁﬁs Suses..

)

They are very in Vogue for
Eastern European bellhops.

WetLcome 1o N
cheelrFulL ’
BUCHAYeST!

Gasion, a hit man for a Canadian drug
cartel, is in Paris hunting for Etienne—
who cheated the kingpins out of their

profit on a big stash of ¢

l-uier, at Club Banana, a
waiter serves up a hot tip...

Eric—orner@EThANGREEN.Com

HaVE You SEEN THiS MaN P T AN
HiS BOYFrIENP. HE HAS AMNESIA
AND THUS CANNOT FECALLTHATWE

~\ \ARE DEEPLY IN LOVE:.-

" MM L'Amour! \
_ Incredsble’ \(
TraTEER!. BUTYES, ¢
T HAVE SEEN ThE.M_AN
You SEER. HE 1S LiViNG
WiTh & FicH & BFAU-
tiFul FooTbALL STAl
in A CHATEAU OUTSIDE
The CiTY..

They are being bartered to style
conscious aliens from a distant galaxy.

0 iTs b DEAL THeN? THESE CAPFIS For
THOSE CHUNKS OF ENRICHED UFANIUM ..

CANT JuST
SAY THAT
Your New
CAPriS Are

JuST

Y )
T T easutous! [7\ = I
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His instructions are to murder Etienne,

then chop him up and feed him to the
little fishes in The Seine.
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More
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LaPeTive Berer
WeArING FISH,
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Meunwhile, at the chateauv of a rich

& beautiful Brazilian soccer star
outside the city:

‘WiLL You
MAKe me BAcalhau

(TraDiTioNAL BRAZILIAN \

PLEASE PLEASE T VST
HAVE Your Bacalhau!
T GRAVEIT..

T GRAVE Yov.. I
T CRAVE Your CookiNG:

Are EXPENSIVE, \ |
Il NRED Your |3
BA CrEDIT CArpS.Your
\ Your /-




