The man who kepi sausag es down his back—and flags in his ear! .
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The election of the Sandy Creek mayor was coming off
shortly. The defending mayor, Elmer Puddy, was up
against Big Mike McGinty, a crooked saloon owner.
IT'S NO GOOD! MEGINTY HAS
THEM ALL TERRIFIED, THEY
WON'T EVEN LISTEN TO ME,
THE ELECTIESSI1S_ AS GOOD AS

HAVING SOME TROUBLE MAKING PEOPLE )
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LISTEN TO HIS ELECTION SPEECH! +— ‘ n
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LHMM, MAYOR PUDDY SEEMS T0 BE f”

:NOT-LOST, MY FRIEND, MSGINTY
IS A CROOK AND WOULD NEVER
DO AS A MAYOR, I THINK I CAN
GET PEOPLE TO LISTEN TO YOU.

A IT’S MIKE MEGINTY!
LET’S GET OUT
¢ OF HERE!
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LOOK WHAT'S COME OUT )
Y OF PUDDY'S EAR! 1
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g/ {08, No! THAT'S
& X RUINED 11 *

% YOU'LL STAY. DOWN THERE :
I UNTIL AFTER THE ELECTION o :
S TOMORROW. PUG HERE WILL L

Iy KEEP AN EYEON YOU. !
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BRING THEM TO MY SALOON. - ( Y-YOU CAN'T DO THIS! ===
THEY CAN STAY. IN THE CELLAR 7 IT'S OUTRAGEQUS!

N UNTIL AFTER THE ELECTION! Y~
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' dm IT'S NO USE PROTESTING, )
MY FRIEND. THEY HAVE US /

£ i : AT THEIR MERCY!
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Wando was right. He and Puddy spent an uncomfort-
able night in the cellar, The next doy—
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