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move art up slightly in 
this panel

How The Vest Was Won
Part 1

Gran’pa Zeb, we 
wanna hear the 
story again. The 

story of

how the vest 
was won!

Billy, you’ve 
heard it a hundred 
times, maybe two 
hundred by now.

The old West. Nothing left of it now but 
a few dusty mementoes, like a tattered 

patch sewn on an old man’s vest.

But once that man was 
young and the world 
offered a fistful of

adventure.

But it’s our 
favorite!

Pleeeease?

All right, 
you little 

pollywogs, 
but then it’s 

bedtime.
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razzin’
fraZzin’

Zebulon 
McCanick 

was one of 
thousands 
lured to 

the Oregon 
Trail…

…by the 
freedom, 
rumored 
riches 
and 

sheer 
beauty 
of the 
West…

For Zeb, “sheer beauty” had 
a very specific definition…

Now Zeb loved life on the trail, but he didn’t 
love the dubious characters and assorted 

varmints and critters that came with it.

Especially 
one varmint in 
particular.

this 
varmint.

{ahem}
Jenny?

No, thank you, 
Mister McCanick. 
I like to take 
a little daily 
exercise in the 

fresh air.

Miss Wilson, I mean. 
Would you care 

to ride instead of 
walk? I’ve plenty of 

extra room.

golly, Lex has the 
prettiest wagon this 

side of San Francisco.Lex Oily, 
you mean.

{cough cough} Why, 
that no good—

—Wait! That’s Lex Doiley.

YEeeEeEE-HAWW!!!

No need to be snide.
fresh

Air? HA!
I’m gettin’

dusty lung
out here.
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it won’t 
stay that 
way long.

 I haven’t seen him 
check those flashy red 
wheels once since we 
left independence.

His rattlin’ 
hubs sound 
mighty loose 

to me.

Then someone 
should warn 

Lex.
I’ll do 

it! Giddyup, 
girl!

sigh…

Thought I’d left you 
in the dust at Rattler 

Creek, Zeb.

Well, lookie 
what the sun-
set drug in. 

Slow but steady as was his 
way, Zeb eventually caught up 
to the main wagon train where 
they camped for the night.

Hardly. Just 
stopped to 

grease the axles 
on my wagon.

Now Miss Jenny, you 
needn’t fret about 

my accoutrements. I 
reckon those wheels 
cost me more than 
Zeb’s entire rig. 

twice the 
price, twice 
the quality, 
I always 

say.

Menial 
labor is so 
overrated.

Not worth 
a lick of 

lizard spit if 
they aren’t 
maintained.

Oh, Lex, I meant 
to remind you 

earlier to check 
your wheels, too.

What’s 
that, Zeb? 
Didn’t quite 
catch that.

clip

  clop 

    clip
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But I s’pect 
you still got a 
touch of dusty 
throat from 

the trail.

Taking risks 
is one thing, 

common sense 
is another.

Good-
night, Mister 

McCanick.

I saved you 
some beans and 
biscuits, Mister 

McCanick.

Now, boys, play 
nice. How ’bout a 
round of cards?

Sweet dreams, 
mister greasy!

much obliged, 
Miss Wilson.

Not tonight. I still need to 
check over my wagon from 
neck yoke to brake lever.

Then I think 
I’ll hit the hay. 
’Night, folks.

razzin’ 
frazzin’ 
razZin’…

Whatcha 
doin’ 

there, 
Zeb?

Oh, just 
securing this 
harness piece

before it snaps 
on the trail.

Afore? Why 
make extry 
work fer 
yerself, 

Zeb?

if it 
breaks, 
worry 
’bout it 
then.

I might lose my 
team. No, Sam, I 
can’t take that 

cHance.

Some 
men jest 
ain’t risk-
takers.

Dusty days and dangerous nights passed on the 
trail. When he wasn’t tending his own team or 

gear, Zeb coached other pioneers in preventive 
maintenance. Some were skeptical at first.

  but over the weeks, 
many a traveler who 
followed his advice 

was saved from 
misfortune. 
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Stories about 
Zeb’s PM 

skills spread 
up and down 

the trail.

Even the crusty old wagon 
master, Sam, was won over 
when Zeb showed him how to 
caulk his wagon bed before 

fording a river.

Men who didn’t bother 
were left with soaked 
supplies and downright 

cranky wives.

Never asked you 
a’fore, son, but 

where’d you learn 
all these nifty 

tricks?

Folks who check 
and fix up the gear 
and wagons right 
plumb nice. Some 
say they set up 

shop in Fort Hall.

Say, did 
you know 
there are 
rumors of 

other folks 
like you?

When I was in 
the Army, I was 
stationed on the 
frontier, Sam. 

Cavalry life taught 
me how to care for 

my mount, my weapons 
and my gear.

Hmmm. 
Mebbe 

I’ll poke 
around a 

bit when we 
get there.

what 
will zeb 
Find at 
Ft Hall—
helpful 
folks 

or 
heart-
break?

find out 
next 

month in
part 2!

Luckily, that knowledge 
wasn’t turned in with my 

weapons when I mustered out, 
so it came along with me.

Lucky 
for us, 

too!


