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MAMA HAD HER LTTLE coué@ . ONCE OR TWICE, SOME QUEET
o SOBBING, OUT OF SIGHT .. @

B " or THE SLAMMING o;o@“
KITCHEN CUPBOARD DOOBS,
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THAT WAS HER LANGUAGE.
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[Tz MERE MOVING OF HER FORK @\ | her FuRloUS, SIENT wrr#vuawﬁsia
WEEK

COULD LAST FOR DAYS, EVEN

A HBLF-INCH To THE RIGKT
SPELLED DREAD AT THE DINVER

TABLE.
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BECAUGE SHE NEVER SPOKE HER MIND, WE NEVER KNEW WHAT THS WAS

—

, AT AN RATE.

MELE - BleTTE
WIVTH D zawasd = TILBACTSTTE.
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THUMPED A PUNCHING BAG.

0AD, HOME FROM WORK, WENT DOWN To THE BASEMENT AND

THAT WAS HS LANGUAGE.
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My BRoTHER, TED,
BEAT ON HS DRUM.
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AND |, Too, HAD LEARNED
A WAY OF EXPRESSING MYSELF
WORDLESSLY .
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GETTING Slek, THAT WAS mY LANGUAGE.




