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¢'MoN, <
ROVER! WE GOT \
| ToGIT HOME [
BEFORE MA GIT'S /-

A SWITCH!




RUSSEL!

GIT Yosé
OME,
Aggsgm IT's

WHAT WAS
YOU POIN’,

BURNIN'
CENTIPEPES.
THEY WAS

CRAWLIN OUT
THEM PRILLING
PIPES LIKE

CRAZY TOPAY,

y T AIN'T
v O MORE. 'ERE,
HOMorE PON'T SASS




MORNIN’,
JIM.

A it '

| RIFF,
ANYTHINGZ WAL ST
ABOUT GO

ALL THE WAY TO
CALIFORNIA

HOPIN' MAYBE
HE'LL TAKE THE
MIALE OFF ME
FER SOME GAS

Now, JIM, I'7
SAY IT'S GONNA
TAKE YOU BETTER
PART OF A
YEAR TO GIT TO

CALIFORNIA
TUGGING THAT
OLY MULE ON
THE BACK OF
YOUR RIG.

MALE VMY BROTHER,
AIN'T  HoOLLIS, LIVES
GOIN’ TE‘E OVER IN

PLAINTREE. 5
¢ FIGURE
WE'LL GIT

THAT FAR BY
NIGHTFALL.




