| HOPE THE TRAIN'S LATE.

" THE LAST TIME, THEY
TARRED AND FEATHERED ME
AND RAN ME OUT OF TOWN

ONABURRO

P
1 HEADED SOUTH ACRoSS THE
BORDER AND WANDERED THE-
CAMINO REAL, PLYING
THREE CARD MONTE,

LATE THATSUMMER
| WASHED UP IN
CHI EUAHUA

A

THE OLD.

2

ONE EVENING | WAS QUIETLY DRINKIN
MY WINNINGS WHEN THIS ENGLI SH
GENT CAME- ACROSS FROM THE BAR
TooK QUT A DECK OF CARDS AND
SUGGESTED A ROUND OF POKER .

WE PLAYED FOR ANHOUR. DESPITE MY SLEIGHTS, HE WON

("1 TOLD HIM MY NAME.

HAND AFTER HAND. | GREW INCREASINGLY SUSPICIOUS BUT

THERE WAS NO OBVI0US DODGE: HE DEALT THE CARDS
CARELESSLY, AND [ COULDN T SEE 0K EEEL ANY MAKKs».
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PRHOTDOTOU DO A" 1 150 GooD FOR YOU, THATS ALL
) e ; 7

FOR A WHILE.

'HE STUDIED ME CLOSELY

(" YOURE THE FELLOW THEY
THREW OUT OF SOCORRD!

AS | PUT ON HIS SPECTACLES HE
FANNED OUT THE DECK UNDER THE-
LAMP, ON THE BACK OF THE CARDS
THEIR DENOMINATIONS SHONE AN
UNEARTHLY GREEN.

7 I'M A FELLOW PRACTITIONER,
HAVE A LOOK.,

(1N THE AUTUMN, [ SLOWLY MADE MY WAY BACK NORTH. WHENEVER, MY
MONEY RAN LOW IDPUT ON THE DARK GLASSES AND TAKE OUT THE CARDS.
CROSSING THE BORDER EARLY IN DECEMBER , | DECIDED TO HOLE UP UNTIL
THE SPRING N A FADED HOTEL ON THE EDGE OF LAS CRUCES.

THIS MORNING | WAS PLAYING SOLITAIRE ON THE HOTEL PORCH WHEN THREE MEN RODE. UF.

(How spout A came? ) ( wiy Nor? i
LET'S GO INSIDE,

THE LIGHTS

>

HERE N\

BETTER.

Y -
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WE PLAYED AND DRANK STEADILY. | WASN'T
WEARING THE DARK GLASSES BUT | WASN'T
BOTHERED NONE : [ DIDN'T NEED THE. MONEY.
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TOWARDS NOON [ HIT AWINNING STREAK. ) (TWAS DEALINGWHeN |  (THESUN SHONE ) ( THE ACEOF CLoBS ) (LYING HERE TIED ACROSS )
AND THE MEN BEGAN T0 WATCH ME CAREFULLY. SUPDENLY THE CLOURS BRIGHTLY THROUGH GLOWED GREEN THE RAILS AT THE MOUTH OF
] DISPERSED... THE BROWN BOTTLE . ON THE BACK OF THE TUNNEL, | HOPE THE
| THE PACK.... TRAINS LATE.
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