SUNDAY, OCTOBER 9, 1938

WHAT'S UP
MUTT?

US THINKS
WERE ITS
MOTHER!

SEE, WE CAN SLIP INTO THIS Cow COSTUME AND
TAKE A SHORT CUT ACRESS THE FARM EVERY
MORNING WITHOUT (i

BEING Ho‘ncEDy’ 2097

FINE! MAYBE SOME
FRESH EGGS AND
ol 4 | MILK FOR BREAKFAST,

WAIT, JEFF; HERE COMES
THE FARMER! STAND

WELL,GUESS THERES No

SHES 'BouT READY TER
= BEEF ST S .

SENSE MILKIN' THIS CRITTER! | _ AN

el '
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NIX! THE FARMER'S
D\ WIFE!
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DANG YOU,CRITTER! JUST

FER THET I'M A SENDIN'
YA T' TH' SLAUGHTE
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