The horse whose stable was a piano.
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| B - HORSE! T KNEW THAT GUY._J

li NOW I SHALL MAKE

(_ THIS HORSE DISAPPEAR.
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Y GEE, THAT'S THE STOLEN.

WANDO WAS A CROOK!

OH, NO YOU WON'T. THAT
HORSE:AND YOU STAY RIGHT
THERE UNTIL THE HORSE IS
IDENTIFIED!

But, instead of the horse,
Sam Cobb, Wando’s fore- i
man, staggered out, hold- 5
ing, hishead.

TWANT TO TAKE A LOOK T
AT THIS HORSE—

YOU'LL NEVER GET THAT

HORSE BACK, BOSS. SOMEONE

CLOBBERED ME QVER THE KEAD
AND STOLE IT!
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THIS IS ALL YOUR FAULT!
UNTIL YOU CAN PRODUCE
THAT HORSE YOU ARE ¢
UNDER ARREST!
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“WAKE UP!'HERE'S
7 YOUR SUPPER.

i
YOU'D BETTER TELL
Sy WHERE THAT HORSE IS.

1 HAVE NO 1DEA WHERE
THAT HORSE IS. =
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{ HERE'S YOUR—HEY,
» YOU'VE GONE! YOU'VE
FOOLED ME AGAIN!
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