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because 
that's what 

freedom is all 
about.



hang on 
Sysco, we're 

almost there...

 A wounded stranger, delirious and well armed, rides his dark pony across a blazing wasteland.



Paw... a 
stranger's 

comin'...

Get your sister into 
the house, son. Zerelda, 

get my rifle.

<cough 
cough>



That's close 
enough unless you like 

chewin' lead! Whatever you're 
lookin' for it ain't here, 

stranger. So why don't you 
just ride on out the way 

you came...



Well I'll be a 
big dang... is 

that you?

Dangit 
Obadiah... don't 

you recognize me?

Yeah, it's me 
alright.



I'm here because they 
shot him, obie. They killed 
Stinky neil while he was 

getting' a shave!

all because of a 
blueprint he submitted to 
a planning committee...

You gotta help 
me make this right... 

They done killed 
stinky neil!



... and I guess 
they <cough> done a 
number on me, too...

Danged if it 
ain't you! What's 

left of you 
anyway...

Zerelda, get 
some water boilin' 
and open a bottle 

of acetone.



He used to talk 
about building that 

vestibule for his maw, 
remember Obie? Remember 

when he... <cough>

You're all I 
got left, Obie. The 

gang is all dead now, what 
with Stinky underground 

and all.

That very evening...

Sure I remember, seemed 
like all Stinky ever talked 

about was buildin' that 
vestibule for his maw...



That dang 
Marshal Stack gotta pay 

for what he done to stinky, all 
because he wanted to build that 

vestibule and they got an 
ordinance agin it!

Dangit, we ain't 
bad men no more! I got a 

wife and youngin's to think 
on now, and more than a 

few sick hogs!



Don't get me wrong, it's 
sad as mud what they done to 

poor Stinky, and it even sounds like 
fun, but I just can't go ponyin' off to 

kill some lawmen on account of 
stinky neil's maw's house!



huck, did 
paw used to 
kill folks? shut up, 

flora!



Obadiah Dirt you stop 
right there! If you think you're 

going to ride off and leave me with all 
the trouble we're in, I'll make your 

head as flat as a griddle cake, 
you hear me husband?!

Paw, another hog 
got the fever!

Me too, Paw! I 
got the fever!!

The next morning...



I just want to 
say that I think it's 

noble as a grape the way 
you decided to help me 

with this one, Obie.

Well, you know 
how fast that hog 
fever can spread.



Not so long 
that we don't 

remember 'em still.

... y'member that time 
them five buckaroos said our 

gang looked like spare parts? we 
killed those boys real good 

that day...

But that 
was a long 
time ago...

That night at camp...



I reckon that's true 
enough. All the same, a 
lot of time has gone on 

since then... 

heck, the last time I 
shot a fella i was wearin' 

bellbottoms.



All we can 
do about 'em now is 

hope nobody was makin' 
Daguerretypes while we 

was about that day.

We all done a lot 
of dumb things back 

then, Obie. 



That was a 
long time ago, Obadiah. 

All the same, why don't you 
keep a low profile while 

we're here.

... you don't think 
anyone remembers what 
we done the last time we 

was in town, do you?

The next afternoon, just outside the town of boxtop hill...



you water the 
ponies while I do some 
subtle askin' around...

yeah, uh... just give 
a holler when the 

shootin's gonna start.



Thanks for pausin' 
everything like that but 

you gentlemen can go right 
ahead gambilin' and drinkin' and 

so forth, unhindered by the 
likes of me.

moments later, in the frisky pony saloon...



Beer. 

in a 
bottle.

What'll yah 
have, stranger?



just a 
peaceful hour 
to drink it in. 

And some 
guar gum, if 
you got it.

it ain't much 
good but it's all we 
got. can i get you 

anything else?



Oh, and half-a-
dozen brass plated tacks. I 

need a box of strike anywhere 
matches. Heck, make that two 

boxes, and a bath mat.

I could use a new 
can of bear grease, too. and 

a pop-up book, any kind will do 
really. a fella can't be too 

picky on the trail...

Oh, and one 
more thing...



I'm looking' to 
acquire a nice, roomy 

vestibule. For my maw. 
you just tell anyone who 

cares that i'm here for 
that, right now.



...and he's talkin' 
gibberish for a long time 

until he gits this look in his 
eye, and then he goes and 

mentions how he sure wants a 
nice vestibule, he says. 

For his maw!

...z'at right? Well thank 
you, Jed. I guess I'll be 
needin' you to go wake up 

English Bill...

shortly afterward, in the barbershop...



I think it's time to convene 
another emergency meeting of 

the Boxtop Hill Planning 
Committee...

hot dog!



We should 
have that Marshal here 

pretty soon. Load your rifle 
and keep your eyes open 

for foil stars...

Dang it, I forgot how fast 
things happen in town! And all them 

modern conveniences, too... makes me 
think on why do I live out in the mud, 

with hogs that got fever?

out in the dirty streets...



Well... 
right on 

time.

That's him, 
marshal. the 

squinty one next to 
the dirty fella!



News come to me that 
you boys are lookin' for a 

vestibule, z'at so?

leave the 
talkin' to me, 

obie...

Aw dang! they 
figured us out 

already!



Is this how you 
greet strangers in this 

town, Marshal? With 
armed assassins?

Sure, these men 
are killers, but that's a 

sort of a funny 
coincidence.



We're just the members of the 
Architectural Planning 

Committee of Boxtop Hill.

See, these men like m'self 
have an appreciation for the rule 

of local law. And in this town, we got 
us a law against 'garish and 
indulgent interior spaces'...  …and that 

includes yer 
vestibules.



Because this is a 
dang free country, And a 
fella should be able to 

build a vestibule for his maw if 
he has a mind to, and no foil 
star should stand in his way 

or shoot him while he's 
gettin' a shave, neither.

And we're 
boiled up about the 
way you went and 

killed him, too.

I guess you can tell 
that we're here to appeal 

the building permit denied to 
one Stinky Neil 
Hendershot.

Because that's what 
freedom is all about.



Well, 
ain't it?

dang, 
is it?

Yeah, 
it is.



Any other agenda 
items you boys want to 
cover at this meeting?

UGH! JED, 
I'm hit!



You shot the 
marshal!

And you shot 
English Bill!

AAAA!



I'll send 
someone around to 

your place to tell your 
wife how you died doin' 
somethin' kind, maybe 

for old folks.

Dangit 
dangit! 

They got me!



and the stranger rides away...
Any man that 

wants a hole in his 
head can follow me 

out of town...



I'll get you, 
Stranger! This 

town ain't big 
enough for the 

both of us!

You can't just 
kill folks and 

pony off!

Can I get 
you anything 

else?



You let folks build 
what they want for their 

maws, you hear me?

or i'll come 
back and play rough 
with each and every 

one of you...

The End...?


