[ONCE UPON A TIME THERE WAS A DEAC LITTLE GpL |
WHO WAS LOVED BY EVERYONE WHO LOOKED

AT HER, BUT /UOST OF ALL B HEER GRANDMOTHER
AND THERE wAS NOTHING SHE \WouLD NoT

HAVE GIVEN TO THE CHILD.

ONCE SHE GAVE HEE 4 21778
RIDING-HOOD OF EED VELVET,

WHICH SUITED HER SO WELL THAT
SHE WoulLD NE YEE WEAE

ANMTHINGELSE ; S0 aHE WAS
ALWAYS CALLED
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[SHE I3 TLL AND WEAK, AND THEY LILL
oo HEE GooD. SET ouT BEVYORE LT GED|
HOT, AND WHEN YOUAE E GOING,

WALKE MICELY AnD QuUIETLY AND DO
MNoT EUN OFF THE paTH, 0E You

Gl

;

ONE DAY HER MotHEK SAID TOHER

TomE, UTTLE FED RIDI
HosD , HEEE £5 4 PLECE
DFcARE AND A BOTTLE
OF WiINE ; TAKE THEM
TO Youl GPANDMATHER

sl
Nl

NG
=
2

:.‘1 .,;,f ™
Y TALL AND BREAE THE BOTTLE
ﬁﬁv THEMN XOUR GRANDMOTHER.
WE L GET MDTHIEM ;Amnﬁgﬂgy
INTOHE '
i\’(gﬁ%g TO SAY "GOO %DM?QE%EBE}GH
ANDDON T PEEP TaTD EVERY COED ST BF O

oo

TH A 'HEE. IVED 6UT
INTHE WOSD, HALli= A

LEAGUE FRoM -THE VILLAGE

s
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| AT A TENEEE
| YOUNG CEEATURE /
AT A MICE

i L
"}‘g;xff 70 EAT

THAN THE 648
Laman. T pMusT
Acr cEAFTHY.
W AS T CATCH |
Tt BOTIT ,)
o = s S

DromP MOUTHAA ~ |

l’. - - —l
" 3| CAKE Ane ;
Miane, {953 AT
| xesTeRDAY e anntorTER FUETHER ON
WAS BAKINGLIVE, LITTLE [Tn THE

)| ©AY, 50 o 5| Woe™ ; HEX
, S0 Peokf pe o prowe] WO Y ST

v E’éﬁmwmg: Hoon?  |UnDEE
TS T HAY THREE
BMETHING 4K - TEEES,
Gioems, TS THfﬁij Lﬁ.@é
: | paces MER ‘:ruS:;‘ fgge ”,:
a o
STEOWNGEE A‘ﬁ O3 oW T

HooD, tHow PEETTU THE FLOWEES
ARE ABDUT HEEE —WHY DO YOU
NoT LOOK COUND 7 T BELIEVE,

Yo u WALK GEAVELY
ALONG AS TF YOU WEEE
GomG To 2erool  WHILE
FwEENTHING £15E

OoUT HEEE £
THE woot

sgg, LOTTEE FEP ErDilgs

o0, THAT YOU PO NOT MEAE
How SWEETLY
THE LITTLE

EIEDSAEE
FrAE G
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AKT
GRANDMDTHEE A FEES
AY, THAT\JOULD i
LEASE KER Tob. Tt 16
SO EARLY 1) THE DAY
THAT x SHALL ST|LL
GETTHERE 1IN

Goon

WD e HENEVEE.
{Hﬁ HAD FICKER
ONE, SHE FANCIED
THAT SHE SAW A
ariLL PE E_rr ’:Jr‘ IFEE?::EGN

NE FAE ’
0 AND BAN

AFTEE LT,

MEAULAHICE THE winL

EAN STEAIGHT ?uo F
THE GRANDMOTHES'S
TE AND ENGCEED

How
_Mj'mg DCOR .

REDEIDING
HOOT. SHE

I3 BEINGING
CARAKE AND
I-\I'IN.E;

OPEN
THE Dook.

= g"ﬂf {:Tf'r THE LATCH,
ANT rﬁmﬁfgg‘yﬁ
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OHf PEAR ! Hop
L oEeL To0AY, ares

AT OTHER TIMES = GDGD
LIKE BEING WITH
GRANDMOTHER'S0 | MORNING!

HEE N E

o 3“"' ‘BIG EAFS Yy Ewgs YOv H.A'uEr i

ANTHING

Gbﬁ

AL THE BETTER TO
SEE You wl-rH
. MY DEAL

t

{:H \EL '=' -
.. A i
xn A TEFPIELES,
BiGs MauTH Yol
HAVE I8

i'ﬁ‘ffcu.l v |1'H' !

ALL THE F;;

Po < FIND
Xou HEEE,
You oL SINNER!
T HAVE LoNG
s yGHT You !
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BUT TUST AS HE \WAS GOING
To FIEE AT HIM, T
OCCUEED TO Hid THAT
THE WOLF MIGHT HAVE

DEVOURED THE

GRANDMOTHEE , AND

TSHE PMIGHT STILL
E‘; SAVED ., 20 HE PID WNoT F’!EE;
\"; BUT TOOK A PAIE OF SCISSORS,

AND BEGAN TO CUT OPEN
+HE STOMACH oF THE
S EEPING WOLF,

/ 52
\ 7 14

S I
JEAUA TR

A, HOW FRIGHTEND Eﬁﬂaﬁﬁtﬂm OUT ALWVE
T HAVE BEEN ALSD, BUT 3CAECELY ABLE TO
HoW DAEK IT E-E_EATHE.EE ED mmht? HooD,
WAS INSIDE HOWEVEE, (UICKELY FETCHED
i GREAT STOMES WITH WHICH
THE ViOLF. | 2rES FILLED THE WOLF'S
BELLY, AMD WHEN HE AdOKE
HE WANTEDTD EUH AWAY sl ||
THE ?‘mugiﬁgg :?51&&%‘{ e T R : S L
T e DEAD. e o7 £ED £IDING HOOD THOUGHT TO HECSELF *
I ALL THETE \eEE r-fs Lonie AS T HIVE, I WILL NEVEL LEAVE THE
PELIGHTED, THE HUNTSMAN DREW| pATH BY MYSELF TC KUN INTD THE WoeD, WHEN
AP THE WOLE'S SKIN ANDVENTHOME | iy MoTHEKL HAS FOEBIDDEN ME v oo S0

WHEH IT; THE GEANDHMOTHER ATE THE

CARE AND PRANK THE \WINE WHicH
Reo RioinG HooD HAD BROUGHT,
AND RENWEDR

el
--
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