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PAW ! YE HAD ME.
WORRIED HALF TO DEATH !
VE GOT NO BIZNESS TROMPIN'
THRU A HOWLIN'. BLIZZARD
FER THREE SOLID
DAYS AN' NIGHTS B
AT YORE AGE T

¥,  PORE
OL BULLET !!
(SNIF-SNIF)

HIM YET

I AINT FOUND 4

T LOOKED IN

CRANNY. FER
THUTTY MILES
ARQUND

EVER' CRAG AN’

VE SET THAR AN' (SNIF-SNIF) )
THAW OUT AN' T'LL SHAKE A LAIG=-
WARM UP SOME I AIN'T GOT
GOOSE GREASE ALL DAY

FER YORE

YE_DONE YORE
LEVEL BEST,
HONEY POT

BALLS O'FIRE !
YE AINT GOIN'
BACK OUT THAR

THAT PORE
OL’ CRITTER,
MAW

]

I BET YE WOULDN'T
RISK YORE HIDE

e OUT YONDER
e (F I WUz

YE AIN'T NO
BIRD DOG,
_ NEITHER
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by CARL ANDERSON

LOSE YOUR

HEAD ¥
OVER HIM, DEAR-~OOOPS
WHAT AM I SAYING P/ 4

HAR a Ra’-
MAJESTY NE




