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G ) / HEY W \ MY HORSE HURT HIS WAAL — DON'T JUST
AR 't Conae Oy / LEG ! WHAR'S YER STAND THAR! RUSTLE | THE HOUSE
% 4 ME SOME GRUB |

HEY,
MISTER,
YOU’'RE
SITTING
IN SOME
CACTUS!

WELL,IF IT'S

NO PLACE TO

SERVES YOU RIGHT — THAT'S

Now GIT ME SOME

RUINED, IT \\

HEY, THERE'S A
COUGAR IN THE
KITCHEN —THE
DOOR MUSTA
BEEN OPEN!

PLANT CACTUS!
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Now, DON

GRUB !

EXCUSES FOR NOT GITTIN' ME SOME

DRINK, TOO!

T THINK UP ANY MORE

AN' SOMETHIN' TO

GOSH, INSTEAD OF
WATER, I GAVE HIM

KEROSENE !,

Vi

»( I DON'T KNOW WHAT THIS IS —
BUT FILL IT UP AGAIN —AND
\ THIS TIME, DON'T DILUTE 1T!

TO BOTHER
YO, BUT THER

i
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A RATTLESNAKE
OUTSIDE, SITTING
ON YOUR SADDLE

| |

LEAVE HiM
THERE — HE'S

E'S My WHIP !

MISTER,
WHAT'S
YOUR
DRY GULCH

THEY CALL ME
“SANDSTORM
DAWSON” UP IN

.

HELLO, SHERIFF OF DRY GULCH?
THERE'S ‘A MAN NAMED DAWSON
HERE — IS HE WANTED F
ANYTHING P
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"
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wHo, THAT
WANT HIM

Shop Assistant—“Alice, I'd
just love to take you out one
day and buy you a really pret-
ty present, bhut the only day I
could ever get out to do it
would be early closing day!”
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“I must write to my husband,
but I can’t find the words.”

‘Oh, just give him the figure.”

HERE — THIS IS
HE-MAN'S Town!
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Wife—“James, how can you' ‘“Yes,”

replied the prisoner, promptly.

THE LAUGH TONIC—GOOD FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY!

“Four sandwiches

stay away from home so late “the prison walls are not built'and a glass of cider you had,

at night?”

Husband—'‘Very easily. I ac-
guired the habit while court-
ing you.”
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“Have you any complaints to his 69-horsepower
make?” asked the prison gov- for his bill.
ernor. RYess stw.”

to scale.”
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After a frugal little lunch in the
a country hotel the millionaire, chauffeur somewhere.
who was touring the country in/has he had?”

called |

)

sir. That will be 4
“Wait a minute,’
motorist.

)

interrupted
‘“There is my
What

“Oh, I know about him, sir,”
replied the waiter. ‘“He says

elette, grilled trout, lamb cut-
lets and peas, iced coffee, a
half-crown cider and a bottle
of ‘claret, sir.”
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| Dorice—“You seem to like
lBill'S attentions. Why don’t

you marry him?" 3
Dora—‘Because I like his at

replied the waiter, ' he's just had a snack—an om- tentions.”




