SHE ASKED T0 60 OUT
ONE DAY IN JANUARY,
AND NOW IT’s APRIL.

[ INKIE H EEN HI
STOP, LEONARD! LET HiM BE, MOTHER. i ZL,;EESTACSoEMA%wr?
TINKIE HAS BEEN IGONE You KNOW HOW MUCH 1 SINCE PAPA DIED.
FOR MONTHS. SHE’s " HE LOVED THAT DOG. {
4 NOT COMING BACK. -

& POOR CREATURE..AND IT

SHE MUST BE HERE WAs SUCH A COLD WINTER,

SOMEWHERE... TOO. | HOPE A NEIGHBOUR
TOOK HER IN.




HEY, LENNY! COME MORT, FORGET ABOUT

SHOOT SOME PUCKS

HOCKEY FOR A SEC AND
IN THE PARK
INSTEAD! HELP ME FIND THE DOG.

I'M SERIOUS, MORT. GO LOOK ,
AROUND YOUR PLACE INSTEAD OF SHE COULDN'T

HAVE JusT
TRYING TO DICOURAGE ME. DISAPPEARED.

WITH ALL THIS SNOW? MAZEL TOV' |
WAIT A FEW WEEKS.

C’MON ouT,
YOu LITTLE
muTT!




WHY DID You COME
HERE T0 DIE, ALL
ALONE UNDER

THIS PORCH?

POOR LEONARD. HE'LL NEVER
GET OVER IT...

—

HE’LL PROBABLY PERFORM SOME
STRANGE RITUAL AGAIN, LIKE
WHEN PAPA DIED..

TINKIE, NO!

/

THAT'S NO WAY
TO sAY GOODBYE.

OR SHUT HIMSELF INTO HIs
ROOM WITH THAT DREADFUL
TYPEWRITER!




A FEW MONTHS LATER..

EVER SINCE ZAD
A DON'T LAUGH, ESTHER. HE'S A Dis~

You' \ copY . TINGUISHED RABBI AND HE WROTE
QURE TRIING TO COF! HIM A TALMUDIC THESAURUS. | WANT
T0 BE AS LEARNED As HE Is.




DON’T DISCOURAGE HIM! TO WRITE
1S TO BELONG TO THE ARISTOCRACY
OF THE INTELLECT!

A PRINCE NEEDS TO LOOK THE
PART. HERE, LEONARD, | IRONED
YOUR SHIRT AND YOUR BOW TIE.

TAPTAP-TAPTAPTA
AP TAPTAPT

PsH! IF HE TOOK OVER THE

CLOTHING BUSINESS, HE'D BE
SET FOR LIFE!

NO BOW TIES' YOU KNOW
| HAVEN'T WORN A TIE
SINCE PAPA DIED!

I'M NOT INTERESTED IN BUSINESS,
MOTHER. | WANT T0 BE_A PRINCE
OF GRAMMARIANS, LIKE ZAIDA!

CHAYA' THAT CRAZY OLD MAN IS FIL—

LING His HEAD WITH FOOLISH IDEAS!







I NI R IEAEFIN

THERE ARE SONGS INSIDE ME, I DON'T NEED AN OLD MAN TO

BUT | CAN'T SEEM TO GET NOVELIST, COMPOSER, SINGER, "EACA ME HOW 70 TALK T0

THEM OUT OF THE GUITAR. o W POET.IT'S ALOT, ISN'T IT7 | GIRLS MY AGE, MOTHER. | JUST
F WHY NOT TAKE A FEW LESSONS? |- WANT TO GET TO THE LEVEL

OF AN ORDINARY POET.




WESTMOUNT PARK

I'VE NEVER HEARD
ANYTHING LIKE THAT.
WHAT Is IT?

FLAMENCO, THE
MUsIC OF MY
COUNTRY.

ARE YOU SPANISH? I'M ACTUALLY LOOKING FOR
MY FAVOURITE POET A GUITAR TEACHER. WOULD
IS FEDERICO GARCIA H YOU BE WILLING TO SHOW
LORCA. | ME HOW T0 PLAY?

YOU SEE? IT’s A SIX=CHORD YEs..IT's
PROGRESSION. PLACE YOUR golg EAsY,
FINGERS LIKE THIS.
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