SHORT RIBS _ By Frank O'Neal

SCHICKEN , LAMB CHOPS, ICE CREAM. EGGS,
LOBSTER THERMIDOR , CHEESE FONDUE &

SLIM, YOU CAN HAVE ANYTHING
YOU WANT FOR YOUR LAST MEAL.

WELL, ITS TIME!
M GLAD HE HAS | IMUCH WEIGHT THAT I CAN'T
ENJOYED HIMSELE 1 JGET HiM THROUGH THE CELL DOOR!

HE'S BEEN EATING FOR HOURS- NEVER HAVE]
T GEEN SUCH AN APPETITE! 147 COURSES

t

A{ BUTTON THE SACK oF MY.BLOUSE YOUR SHIRT IS i YOUR CLOSETY
WILL YOU PLEASE ; MOMF I FAST7 WHERE P { YOUR SCHOSL BOOKS ARE ON
(RR | I LEAVE MY BOOKST. FRONT ROOM
L2 YOU IRON
MY SHIRT'F

S HEY.! RUSH CALL! DAD FORGOT J1
P TO SET THE ALARM
AND IT/S LATE! o

The Willets

.E ALLI HAVETIME FORIS A Y YOU SHOULD HAVE RUSH IT,
GLASS OF ORANGE JUICE! EGGS WHOLE, POLISHEDP YOUR PLEASE,
GET IT FOR ME, WILLIS/ SHOES LAST
WILL YOUPLEASET : \ NIGHTS
Nl 1 . |-
e &
o7
A
= £y

WHAT A LOTTA FUSS L : . NOBODY GAVE ME BUT,GUZ, YOU KNOW J AN A LUCKY "
OVER ONE LITTLE O PRI YOU ANY MEDICINE /.. THEYCAME \ THAT WAS JUST A / MISTAKE FOR
TUMMYACHE/ ! WHEN IT WAS Agz G—?:E ’g T0 o CRAZY MISTAKE! | YOUIT WAS T0G

ME THAT WAS _IF YASK ME{

THEY DID{

" HEY. NOW,HOLD ON ) T'LL MY GOO'NESS"YOU,

WHY, AS SICK AS YOU-
N \ THERE, MY GOO'NESS! ) YOU Ol QUACK...
» . YOU'REs FIRED/ §

WERE, THOSE PILLS
MIGHTA KILLED
YOU...

WHAT'S SO LUCKY
ABOUT HER TAKIN'
TH' MEDICINE TH/
WIZER WHIPPED

..JUST LOOK. WHAT THEY |Heuee
DID TO UMPAAN' SHE AR
WASN'T EVEN A 12
LITTLE BIT SICK/ IS




