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KLAMATH FALLS, OREGON, SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 17, 1945
SPLENDID! T'LL

Jou MULST BE A IT'S NOT THAT~~T JUS
ENJIoOY ALMOST N\ TERRIBLE @36&1’ P\M\f':SMIC-Er

B\ ANY KIND OF A | A7 \DRIVER,

5

TVEWRITTEN A Ll guRrple
TRAGEDY, ANDNOU) =
PLAN THE PART M

OF A BAKER.!

R\ MIsTER!

-~

W(\WEVE DECIDED N\{I
3TO GIVE YOU TWICE |} -
LAS MUCH GAS AS /§i

SPNOU

B THAT A GOOD \WELL, [T'S JUSTA SORT | [T HATE THIS STUFFE L(NOU MIGHT SAY
g00K.2 IT SOUNDS \ OF CHOKE Bow BUT MY GAL BOUGHT J NOU'VE BEEN

/
BREATH-TAKING 7 MISS-TREATED/

IT FOR ME !/

San

COPR. 1945 BY NEA SER = O

MAJOR HOOPLE

EGAD /I DON'T RECALL ,
| PURCHASING THAT CIGAR
e T'LL FILE T N MY

WAISTCOAT FOR FUTURE
REFERENCE/

T SHOULD SAY NOT -~ (TS
LOADED/ T'M PLANTING IT
ON UNCLE
BULGY'S
DRESSER !/

\OURE NOT GONNA SMOKE
THAT ARE YOU, LEANDER 2

HM /! IT SMELLS
RATHER GOOD,

IT REMINDS ME OF A
BURNING SHOE FACTORY,
BUT A GLY RAS T
KEEP HIS
THROAT

COVERED
WITH SOOT,
T GLUESS!

THANKS, MAJOR! LOOKS
LIKE A PRETTY FAIR

IEGAD! THAT CIGAR WAS | (T HOPE ALLTHREE . :
IPLACED ON MY DRESSER. L) OF YOUR CHINS SESSS
Y SOM™ WAG -« MEH REH! ] GET CAUGHT IN A '
v T'M 1 = OME =\ CEMENT MIXER/ mfs Mtag\
B0 souLD W S0 == | HUMIDOR =
BE ANG R —cen (R~

1IN OIL, AND DEAD
GRASS MIXED WITH
GREASE FROM
GARPGE FLOOR =

{l| ‘

MY WORD =« FPP-FPP/f THIS TOBACCO
TASTES DIEFERENT TODAY - FPP-FPP/f <
( A REMARKABLE AROMA,

LY7UM! WON'T NOL SOIN ME IN A
PIPE BEFORE RETIRING ?

2-16 {conJ sy SR NG,
U




