SO YOU AND YOUR
FOUR SONS WERE
THE SLOT MACHINE
“SYNDICATE, EH,
MR, HARDLY?
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ROBBERY VICTIMS, JOT DOWN DESCRIPTIONS
OF STICK-UP MEN'AS SOON AS POSSIBLE,
IT 1S OF GREAT IMPORTANCE TO ;

THE INVESTICATING OFRCERS. .-::-‘-r-]
AND INSIDE
IMAGINE ROOMS FILLED
WITH QUARTERS, DIMES AND HALF

DOLLARS! THERE MUST BE TWO
MILLIOHI'&JBUCI(S IN THIS

AND LEGALLY, THIS MONEY IS HIS,
AS FAR AS | CAN SEE.

HEY-l DIDN'T
SEE A PHONE

SH-H! | THINK
'LL ANSWER
T, SAM.

HELLO~— THIS HERE IS UNCLE KENT
OVER AT THE CENERAL STORE.

MY NEPHEW WALKED IN HERE
TEN MINUTES AGO AND COLLAPSED
\ THE FLOOR. YOU BETTER COME AND
CET HIM BEFORE—

! 1
g

WELL, IT AIN'T YEAH! WELL, WE
HERE, MOSSYIWE | AINT eo veT!
AIN'T MISSED &' | THAT KID! THE OLD

! | BaT™D Pav Heavy
A FOR HER!

HEv! wHAT'S
THAT? FELLOUT _F
o' TH'KID'S PocKeT!
LOOKS LIKE 8
SILVER BUCK,

MEAN, "NO"? You
LOOK LIKE Y'D
SEEN A GHosT!

URANIUM ON THAT OLD
RANCH oF MINE! Five
MILLION, AND THAT'S
ONLY To START! aND
IT WAS You, SUSEE,

WHo oip 17!

IT'S YOUR RANCH

AND YOUR MILLIONS,

Bup! | JUST HAD
MY MININ' BOYS
TAKE A Look!

cMmon, Bovs ! Tape HER
Ggoop! aND TH' DaG, Too!

THEY'RE WOR T'A MILLION,

S0 TREAT “EM TENDER~
TILL WE COLLECT!

GHOST! | WISHT

[
1T was! You
GUYS TAKE A

Look !

WHO WHY., THIS IS
DID You KENT HARDLY,
SAY THIS A& VYOUR BROTHER!?

WAS? CANT YOU HEAR

ME, CHARLEY?

KENT HARDLY.
YOU AND YOUR
RELATIVES! EVERY
MESS WEVE EVER

NOW WE'RE AT
CITY HALL, AND
YOU'LL SOON BE
SAYIN' “VYES, OR
BY GOLLY, I'LL~~ JI

AS A POOR COP
I'D NEVER HAVE LET
MYSELF ASK ‘YYou To
MARRY ME! BUT Now -~

suo! Look! IT'8 ANMIE AND
FRONToOF THE FLAT! | sanNDvY! IT's a
THOGE MEN! WHAT KIONAP! DRIVER,
ARE THEY PUTTING GIMME THAT WHEEL!

THOSE PUNKS, THEY GRABA
TH'KID] THATSA RIGHT, Boss/
INSPECTOR BUD BEAN, HE'SA RIGHT
AFTER ’EM,IN A CAB! PASS TH'

CAB AND TAKE ‘EM SONAL ?
You BET, Boss! s_l_%;

THE GENERAL STORE?
ITS HALF A MILE

| Whie Back AT THE FLAT

WE KNOW THE OLD FOOL IS WORTH
MILLIONS, AND SHE NEVER WENT MEAR

s THEM! THE CANT HIT US IF
PISTOL PACKIN' DAME | THEY CAN'T CATCH
AND INSPECTOR us! WE CAN LOSE
BUD BEAN! HE CAM | THATCAB IN FIVE
SHooT, 100! BLocks!

No, You tojoT! WE'D
BE DEAD N AN
HOUR IF WE
HURT HER
THERE ! THAT
oo soxcar! A

THIRTY FEET DEEP!
FAST CURRENT!

SHALL WE T'ROW

HER IN NOW, MOSSY ?



