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THE FAR SIDE
GALLERY 2

by Gary Larson



On The Far Side

Wanna hear my definition of a Golden Age as applies to x?
No?

Okay, here it is anyway: A Golden Age is a time when so many things about
x are wonderful and unique that x itself is taken for granted.

And you can quote me, honeychile.

Take the art of cartooning in the '80s.

| could say that the work of Gary Larson is absolutely unique, and that it will
make you laugh your butt off, and that is true, but it means nothing in itself
because in the '80s there are at least two dozen cartoonists who can make you
laugh your butt off, and all of them are unique. We are living in the Golden Age
of print cartoons, friends and neighbors, and the QED. of the postulate is that we
simply take them for granted: Jim (Garfield) Davis, Charles (Charlie) Rodrigues,
Charles (Peanuts) Schulz, Garry (Doonesbury) Trudeau, Berke (Bloom County)
Breathed ... and those are just for starters.

Gary Larson, however, is uniquely unique.

You can mention other cartoonists of the surreal — Charles Addams, Gahan
Wilson, Virgil Partch — but Larson is as different from all of them as they are from
him.

You want me to tell you why?

| can't tell you why.

There's no way to explain humor any more than there is a way to explain
horror, which is probably why a man like Larson (or Addams, or Wilson, or
Rodrigues) must hear the question | often hear so many times: Where do you
get your ideas?

My answer is Utica.

It doesn't mean anything, but | don't know the answer, and at least it shuts
‘em up.

| don't know what Larson's answer is.

And it doesn't matter. Either these cartoons will do it for you or they will not,
just as anchovies do it for some people and other people won't touch them —
find them, in fact, so revolting that they will commit the impoliteness of wondering
aloud why other people eat them.

Its just a taste you can't explain.

You can't "tell" a cartoon; if you could, cartoonists would be out of business.
A cartoon isn't simply a joke; it's a talented eye combining circumstance and
joke in a clearly recognizable way which cannot be duplicated. You could copy
Gary Larson's pictures, just as you could copy Charles Schulz's round-headed
worrywart, Charlie Brown; it's Larson's mind which makes him one of a kind.

Having said that you can't tell a cartoon, let me tell you my favorite Gary
Larson cartoon (and | only do it because Ive previewed the book which follows



and believe this cartoon isn'tin it, unless it is a late add):

Two dogs are in a den. One is showing the other his trophies. One trophy is
that part of the human anatomy which exists south of the wrist. "And that one is
the hand that fed me," the dog is saying (and speaking, one somehow assumes,
in the bored but privileged tones of a British burra sahib at the height of the
Indian raj).

This cartoon alone only made me smile. But the effect of Larson's work,
unlike that of many surreal cartoonists (I except only Gahan Wilson from the
general rule), is cumulative. | found myself not looking at these circumstantial
jokes as single things, isolated from one another; they seem somehow
connected, and they certainly had a cumulative effect on me, as did my Larson
day-by-day calendar. You start smiling; then you're grinning; then you start to
giggle; then you start to laugh; then you begin to howi; finally you are lying on
the floor, hoping to God you won't have a hernia or a heart attack, telling
yourself to stop, for God's sake stop looking at them, but you go along just the
same, because he's drawn you into a unique Larsonian world where deer talk
with an oddly persuasive matter-of-factness; where Godzilla drives a Plymouth
with a license plate reading | 8 NY, one arm cocked out the window, smiling
grimly; where a crazed flea marches through hairs the size of Sequoias holding
up a sign which reads THE END OF THE DOG IS COMING! Its all insane but you
can'tstop.

But that's good, because in the end you feel better. Why? Don't ask me.
Don't say things like catharsis or reductio ad absurdum or surrealism.
Cartooning is art, and | don't know doodly-squat about art. Like the rock song
says, "l ain't no monkey, but | know what | like." And | like Gary Larson a lot, partly
because he turns the world as | know it inside out like a sock, partly because he
turns the world as | know it into a funhouse mirror, but mostly because he does
what artists and humorists are supposed to do: he sees what | would see if |
could have his eyes. | don't have them, but thank God they are on loan.

Like a chill in a dark place, good cartoons are a momentary frisson; they
are a hit like a drug that is addicting but does no damage; does, in fact, good.

Explain him?
No.

Explicate him?
No.

Enjoy him?
Yes.

God, yes.

Forget the anchovies on your pizza; if you can dig anchovies of the mind,
you're gonna have a blast.

Just don't o.d.
You could die laughing.

STEPHEN KING



“You gofta check this out, Stuart. Vinnie's over on the couch putting
the moves on Zelda Schwartz—but he's falkin’ to the wrong end.”




“Well, | suppose you're all wondering why I've asked you
here foday. ... Hal I've always wanted to say that.”

that goldfish is possessed or something.”
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“Don't shush me—and | don't care if she IS writing in her
Iittie notebook; just fell me where you were last nighti”

Eventually, Murray ool job—I
speak to him again.

o,




of chasing squirrels, running through the park, or howling
at the moen. On the other hand, ne more ‘Fefch the stick,
boy, feich the stick'™

“Well, we must face a new realily. No more carefree days “Here, Fifil C'monl ... Faster, Fifll"




PALEONTOGO

DEPT.

“Cummings! Schneider! You've got plenty of research lo Dreaming he's falling, Jerry forgels fhe well-known
work on ... and for the last time stop making those “always-wake-up-before-you-land"” rule.
plastic models fight."



“You idiof! | said get the room freshener! That's When careers and allergies collide
the insecticide!"



“Mom! Theron's dried his bed again.”



0K, 5Tranger--
what's he circumference
of the Earth?., Who
Pwrote "The Odyssey”
and "The Tliad?" What's
the average rainfall of
the Amazon Basin?.

©One day, as he nonchalantly reaches for a maich,
Leonardo da Vinci's life is suddenly transtormed.

Danny shows off his sheep's brain.
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RIOTICE
You mMust beas
Tall as this sign
o difack the city

“Me? | WAS charging on the right, when you suddenly “Well, | don't think so, but I'll ask. Hey, Arlene! Anyone furn
went leff, so | went lefl, and then you went right again, in @ human brain left here yesterday? ... He says it was
you idiot” medium-sized, sorl of pinkish."
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“Just stay in the cab, Vern ... maybe that bear's hurt, and
maybe he ain'l”

Suddenly the burglars found themselves looking down

the barrel of Andy’'s Doble-o-matic.

“You know those feeny tiny liffle birds that walk around
so trustingly inside a crocodiie's mouth? Well, | just been
eatin’ those little guys like popcom.”




“If there're monsters moving in next door, Danny, you just ignore them. The more you believe
in them, the more they'll try to get you"



“Well, if you're almost ready, I'm dressed to kill.”



Saturday mormning in the Garden

“It's the mailman, doc. He scares me."



“Foster! You befter get over here if you want to see “Well, | beg your pardon. But where | come from, it's
Johnson's hangnail magnified 500 times.” considered a compliment to let fly with a good
trumpeting after dinner.”



“Randy’s goin’ down!" “Yes ... | believe there's a question fhere in the back”



“Look out, Larryl ... That retriever has finally found you!”
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“Wendell ... I'm not content.”

“well, okay, Frank. ... Maybe It IS just the wind." “Oh, yeah? H you're alone, then whose eye Is thaf?™



“Bob, do you think I'm sinking? Be honest.

Harold would have been on his guard, but he thought
the old gypsy woman was speaking figuratively.

“Yup. This year they're comin' along reeeeeeal

good. ...
Course, you can always lose a few 1o an early frost ol

young pups.”

As Harriet turned the page, a scream escaped her lips:
There was Donald—his strange disappearance no longer
a mystery.




Disaster befalls Professor Schnabel's cleaning lady when she misiakes his time machine for a
new dryer.
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Dﬂﬂﬂ-’Whya’a
I always have
76 sit next To
L Some weirdo.,




"Open the gate! i's a big weiner dog!”
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“Just pull it off and apologize, Cromweil ... or we'll go “The fuel light's on, Franki We're all going 1o diel ... We're
out in the hall and establish this pecking order once and all going fo diel ... Wall, walt. ... Oh, my mislake—that's
for allt” the intercom light.”



You are
mine...allmine,
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'See how the vegelation has been trampled fiat here,
Jimmy? That lells me where a deer bedded down for the
night. Affer a while, you'll develop an eye for these
things yourselt."




“C'mon, c'mon, buddyl The heart! Hand over the heart! ...
And you with the brains! ... Let's have 'emi”



"Hold on there, Dale. It says
between

we should sand
coats.”
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“Hey! ... You kids!"
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ot dieting.

Late at night, his own slomach would foll Gordon’s
attempt

“Bobl You fool. ... Don't plug that thing

%

In the days before soap

Common medieval nightmare




“For crying out loud, Dorls. ... You golla drag that thing
out every time we all gef fogether?”

Fhree More, Two More,
ne more, Okay!.. Five-
millionleglifts right legfirs 1.
Ready; seti..

oe )

Aerobics in hell

Hatasr

Andrew is hesitant, remembering his fiasco with the car
of straw.
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Animal gome shows “He's using blanks—pass it on.”

Einstein discovers that time is aclually money.

you be careful.”



“And the next thing | knew, the whole ship just sunk right out from under me. So what's the
deal with you? ... You been here long or what?"

o

Suddenly, everything froze. Only the buzzing of the isetse flies could be heard. The crackling
grass wasn't Cummings returning fo camp affer all, but on animal who didn't like
1o be surprised.




The livestock would gather every morning, hoping for one of Farmer
Dan’s popular “airplane” rides.



The rhino in repose

Fw. Johnson

/4

“Never mind the name. You just tell your boss some thing

is here to see him!"

“Well, | guess that ain' a bad story—but let me fell you
aboul the time | lost this"




Oh yeah, Jerry? You™
/g;wmber o ’(eer\-\‘

your tentacles on your )
Own side! e

“And as the nel siooocoocowly lifled him from the water,
the voice kept whispering, ‘| want your legs. ...
| want your legs.""

HAMSTERETTES
THE THUMPER SPECIAL
NORWAY RATS
Small. . _-_
DRl g e SR

PYTHON'S PLATE ...

Down al the Eat and Slither
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“Ool Goldfish, everyone! Goldfish!” Butterflies from the wrong side of the meadow
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"Uh-oh, I've got a feeling | shouidn't have been munching on these things for the last mile.”

Charles wanders into a herd of dirf buffaloes.



L come back 1o
Yyou, Sidney!.. Bur I
won't crawl!

“One more thing, young man. You get my daughter
home before sunrise—| don't want you coming back
here with a pile of dried bones.”

I

As the smaliest member of the gang, Wendall was used
as an affention-getier while cruising for giris.

“You're gonna be OK, mister, but | can't say the same for

e A St B

your littie buddy over there. ... The way | hear if, he's the
one that mouthed off to them gunfighters in the
first place.”
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“Thunderstick? ... You aclually said, Thunderstick?' ...
That, my friend, is @ Winchester 30.06.”

o

ell, somehow they knew we were —whoa! Our dorsal
fins are sticking outl | wonder how many times thot's
screwed things up?"

Vending machines of the Serengeti

AT % AN
“My tun. ... Well, I'm originally from the shores of the
upper Nile and ... saaaaaaay. ... Did anyone ever tell
you your pupils are ROUND?"




"Barrow”—precursor 1o the game of “wheelbarrow”
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“To the death, Carlson! Hang on fo the deathi”




Toe, heel, Toe,

heel,toe, 1oe... No.

wait.. 70e, heel heel...

Dang! T think I just

\_wasTed fifly bucks.
)

O
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 Like: A
Milk of Fa duck's back i
Water off a duck's back. ‘

| crange uice offa dudk’s back

wp off a duck’s back
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. wasn't there supposed o be a couple of holes
punched In this thing?"

"And see this ring righ! here, Jimmy? ... That's another
fime when the old fellow miraculously survived some big
forest fire.”

Deep inside, Brian wondered If the other guys really

listened to his ideas or regarded him only as
comic relief.
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When animal mimicry breaks down "C'mon, c'mon! You've done this a hundred fimes, Uzula;
the vines always snap you back just before you hit. ...
Remember, that's National Geographic
down there.”



Just look ar a\\!
those STars, Becky...
—There must be

\nundrads of ‘em!

Carl Sagan as a kid “Nothing yel. ... How about you, Newlon?”
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“Well, we just fook the wrang exit. | know this breed, “I knew il | just knew f ... ‘Shave-and-a-Haircut’ was a
Morrison—you have to waich them every minufe or lousy secrel knock"
wharm, they'll turn on you."




“"Now listen! You both know the rules, you've got equal
portions, and we're going fo seftle this thing once and
for all ... On your mark ... Get ;'

"Well, there it goes again. ... And we just sit here without
opposable thumbs."

r h‘:m».,.- rka————
“Now remember—roar just as you leap. ... These things
have some of the greatest expressions.”



"Well, Bobby, it's not like you haven't been wamned. ... No
roughhousing under the hornet’s nestl™

“Wait a minute, Stan. ... These are good hubcaps. If we
don't take 'em, it's a cinch some other bears will.”

[ p—

“I don't seeeeee. ... Waill There it isl Ool | hate those litle
slivers that stand straight up and down.”

"Sorry, mister ... but this is whal we do to catfle rustiers in
these parts.”



“Excuse me, bul I'm trying o sleep next door and all |
hear is scralching, clawing, and 'eek, sek, eek.'"

“I just CAN'T go in there, Barll ... Some fellow in there and
| are wearing the same hatt"
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" THE FAR SIDE

e, Vaiiey of ine Far olge.

and i Come From The Far Side
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THE FAR SIDE
GALLERY 2

by Gary Larson


alf
#10


On The Far Side

Wanna hear my definition of a Golden Age as applies to x?
No?

Okay, here it is anyway: A Golden Age is a time when so many things about
x are wonderful and unique that x itself is taken for granted.

And you can quote me, honeychile.

Take the art of cartooning in the '80s.

| could say that the work of Gary Larson is absolutely unique, and that it will
make you laugh your butt off, and that is true, but it means nothing in itself
because in the '80s there are at least two dozen cartoonists who can make you
laugh your butt off, and all of them are unique. We are living in the Golden Age
of print cartoons, friends and neighbors, and the QED. of the postulate is that we
simply take them for granted: Jim (Garfield) Davis, Charles (Charlie) Rodrigues,
Charles (Peanuts) Schulz, Garry (Doonesbury) Trudeau, Berke (Bloom County)
Breathed ... and those are just for starters.

Gary Larson, however, is uniquely unique.

You can mention other cartoonists of the surreal — Charles Addams, Gahan
Wilson, Virgil Partch — but Larson is as different from all of them as they are from
him.

You want me to tell you why?

| can't tell you why.

There's no way to explain humor any more than there is a way to explain
horror, which is probably why a man like Larson (or Addams, or Wilson, or
Rodrigues) must hear the question | often hear so many times: Where do you
get your ideas?

My answer is Utica.

It doesn't mean anything, but | don't know the answer, and at least it shuts
‘em up.

| don't know what Larson's answer is.

And it doesn't matter. Either these cartoons will do it for you or they will not,
just as anchovies do it for some people and other people won't touch them —
find them, in fact, so revolting that they will commit the impoliteness of wondering
aloud why other people eat them.

Its just a taste you can't explain.

You can't "tell" a cartoon; if you could, cartoonists would be out of business.
A cartoon isn't simply a joke; it's a talented eye combining circumstance and
joke in a clearly recognizable way which cannot be duplicated. You could copy
Gary Larson's pictures, just as you could copy Charles Schulz's round-headed
worrywart, Charlie Brown; it's Larson's mind which makes him one of a kind.

Having said that you can't tell a cartoon, let me tell you my favorite Gary
Larson cartoon (and | only do it because Ive previewed the book which follows



and believe this cartoon isn'tin it, unless it is a late add):

Two dogs are in a den. One is showing the other his trophies. One trophy is
that part of the human anatomy which exists south of the wrist. "And that one is
the hand that fed me," the dog is saying (and speaking, one somehow assumes,
in the bored but privileged tones of a British burra sahib at the height of the
Indian raj).

This cartoon alone only made me smile. But the effect of Larson's work,
unlike that of many surreal cartoonists (I except only Gahan Wilson from the
general rule), is cumulative. | found myself not looking at these circumstantial
jokes as single things, isolated from one another; they seem somehow
connected, and they certainly had a cumulative effect on me, as did my Larson
day-by-day calendar. You start smiling; then you're grinning; then you start to
giggle; then you start to laugh; then you begin to howi; finally you are lying on
the floor, hoping to God you won't have a hernia or a heart attack, telling
yourself to stop, for God's sake stop looking at them, but you go along just the
same, because he's drawn you into a unique Larsonian world where deer talk
with an oddly persuasive matter-of-factness; where Godzilla drives a Plymouth
with a license plate reading | 8 NY, one arm cocked out the window, smiling
grimly; where a crazed flea marches through hairs the size of Sequoias holding
up a sign which reads THE END OF THE DOG IS COMING! Its all insane but you
can'tstop.

But that's good, because in the end you feel better. Why? Don't ask me.
Don't say things like catharsis or reductio ad absurdum or surrealism.
Cartooning is art, and | don't know doodly-squat about art. Like the rock song
says, "l ain't no monkey, but | know what | like." And | like Gary Larson a lot, partly
because he turns the world as | know it inside out like a sock, partly because he
turns the world as | know it into a funhouse mirror, but mostly because he does
what artists and humorists are supposed to do: he sees what | would see if |
could have his eyes. | don't have them, but thank God they are on loan.

Like a chill in a dark place, good cartoons are a momentary frisson; they
are a hit like a drug that is addicting but does no damage; does, in fact, good.

Explain him?
No.

Explicate him?
No.

Enjoy him?
Yes.

God, yes.

Forget the anchovies on your pizza; if you can dig anchovies of the mind,
you're gonna have a blast.

Just don't o.d.
You could die laughing.

STEPHEN KING



"Jusi @ minute, young man! ... What are you taking from
the jungle?”

-
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“Fuel ... check. Lights ... check. Oil pressure ... check. “What Is this? ... Some kind of cruel hoax?"
We've got clearance. OK, Jack—Ilet's get this baby off the
ground.”



“..four ... five

... 8ix ... Oh, what the hell—just turn and sheot.”

S

“1 just can't tell from here. ...

That could either be our flock, another flock, ot just a bunch of
le m's”




Taroen—

The Holsteins visit the Grand Canyon.



Farmer Brown froze in his fracks; the cows siared wide-
eyed back af him. Somewhere, off in the distance,
a dog barked.




“Now that desk looks befter. Everything's squared away,
yessir, squacocaared away.”

Toby vs. Godzilla
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“Yes, with the amazing new 'knite,” you only have fo wear

the SKIN of those dead animals.”

FTH
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we're dead.”

“Sorry

Criminyl Kevin's cozing his way up onlo the fable. ...

it you squint your eyes jus! right, you can see the

“And

Some slugs have a lew drinks and jus! go nuts!”

zork in the earth.”



“Saaaaaay, aren't you a siranger In these paris? Well, |
don't fake candy from strangers.”

"For crying out loud! ... We were supposed o turn south
after that last mountain rangel™

Randy and Mark were beginning to sense the wolves
were up to no good.

“Great ... Just great, you imbecilel i've been floating
here for hours like a harmiess log and you come up and
start talking fo mel”



D et

Tempers flare when Professors Carison and Lazzell, working Independently, ironically set their
time to
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“Get, you rascal! Get! ... Heaven knows how he keeps getting in here,
Betty, but you befter count 'em.”
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Garbage dumps of the wild

“Trim the bowl, you idiots! Trim the bowll" Primitive peer pressure



“Dcmql Get my shotgun, Mamal The oliens are affer the

chickens again.”
4
| {

"Looks like the bank’s been hit again. Well, no hurry—
we'll take the big horse.”

Ther.nnot?hfﬂ'y Killing socially, yknow.. A gamd
warden here, a Tourist there..

the r:?“her guys,
Jus? couldn't sTop.

impressing
y'know..- But tThen T
Sometimes I'd even
L,;‘aJn an emra one in the crofch of a Tree

"}

@ LM name s Euna W*"h’ itall sfarfg\f
f

Al Maneaters Anunvmuu:

‘Iou know, | have a confession fo make, Bernie. Win or
lose, | love doing this."
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Unfortunately, Larry had always approached from the

side that wasn't posted, and a natural phenomenon was
destroyed before anyone could react.

ere it Is—the old Muffy place. They say on some
nights, when the moon is full, you can still hear him
dragging his chain to the old oak and back.”



@fya_u}%\
out! f
DD

o S says.--
\(yraaaaaaech!




“The picture’s pretly bleak, gentlemen. ... The world's “Let's see here. ... Oh! Close, but no cigar. You want the
climates are changing, the mammals are laking over, place up the road—same as | told those other feliahs.”
ond we all have a brain about the size of o walnut.”



“Shh. Listen! There's more: I've named the male with the “That's right, the forty-ninth ficor. ... And you better hurry—
big ears Bozo, and he is surely the nerd oﬁ !ne social she's hanging by a thread.”
group—a primate bimbo, if you wi
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“Ha ha ha, Biff. Guess what? After we go to the drugstore
and the posl office, I'm going to the vel's lo gel tulored.”

“Grunt, snor ... grunt grunt, snort




“Puuuuut the cacaaaal ouuuuuuuuut ... Puuuuut the “Hey, thank you! Thank you! That was Tie a Yellow
caogoat ouuuuuuut .. " Ribbon." ... Now, what say we all really get down?”

| — T 5

“Sorry 10 infrude, ma‘am, but we thought we'd come in “C'men, Arlene. Just a few feet in and then we
and just sort of roam around for a few minutes.” can stand.”



£XCUs€ e, Zeek,
byt I have To go over
7o the neighbor's yard for q

few mintes... be right back,

/ We of'
an;/ohqaﬁagmes?
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“I beg your pardon, but you're not planning just fo throw that fly away, are you?"



“Egad! ... It's got Uncle Jake!" “The big fellah’s gonna be A-OK. Mrs. Dickerson. Now, a
square knot would've been bad news, buf this just
appears to be a ‘granny.’"



Sameﬁw,;ng
Tells me This
FHing’s only
half-baked.

20000 [

LILETA

In God's kitchen

“Rise and shine, everyone! ... I's a beautiful day and
we're all going fo the window siil.”

Carrols of the evening



Hey! You

Kids fnock
Foff!

istenL what
+ I come araund

the gther side
something?.,
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F MONSTER FALLING Lost,
e /
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“l assume ynutge pelng facetious, Andrews ... | distinctly

"Hey, | feel someone moving! Dang, this place gives me
the willies.”
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this on The way ouT

Stupid clerks

The shark en the go

Tarzan confemplates another entry,



The bride, best man, and ushers of Frankenstein
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Nanoonga froze—worrying less about ruining a good Creaticnism explained
head than he did the soclal faux pas.

Remember me, Mr. Schneider? Kenyo. 1947. If you're Knowing how it could cncmge the lives of canines
going fo shoot al an elephani, Mr. Schnelder, you beter ¥ , the dog to
be prepared lo finish the job." undamund the. Dooamoh Pflnciple




s
"Sorry about this, buddy, but the limit on those things Is “So, Billy! Seems your father and | can never leave
half a dozen—Iooks like you're one over.” without you gefling yourself info some kind of frouble!”

“You're on. Ten o one if | starl howling I'll have everyone
here howling inside five minutes.”
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Bob! Staring contestt.. Go!
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“And here he is—bul when | slarfed, | bet he was at least
this fall.”

“Well, you better gel someone over here right away. ...
He really looks like he's going to jump.”

“Ha! Ain't a rattier, Joke. You got one of them maraca

players down your bag—and he's probably more scared

than you.”
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“Listen! The authorities are helpless! If the city’s to be

Cheelah wheelies

saved, I'm atraid it's up to us! This is our hourl"



“Thag, lake napkin. Got some mammoth on face.”

“Now waich this. He'll keep that chicken right there unfil |
say

OK. ... You wanna say OK, Ernie?”

waiter:

what are These worg

doing in My Surt?

H,an%;r Kidding. Bat/" Take my
life...please.

seriously, folks=

Hour affer hour, cup affer cup, the two men maiched
their caffeine limits in a traditional contest of the
Old West.

Al the Comedians' Cemetery



“Oh, quil worrying about il, Andrew. They're jus!
love handles.”

e

“My next guest, on the monitor nd me, is an
organized crime informant. To protect his identity, we've ond for all.
ploced him in a darkened studio—so lef's go to

him now."




How entomologists pass away



oyt yes-
Terday I'u)é
Got worms.

Canine social blunders
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“Ne merel No more! | can't take itf ... That Incessant
buzzing sound!”

|
|
)
= |

“Dang i, Monical | can't live this charade ony longer! I'm
not a lelephone repairman who stumbled info your life—
I'm a Komodo dragon, largest member of the lizard
family and a filthy liar.”




"My word! I'd hate 1o be caught outside on a day
like thist”

worked frantically to start a fire, @ Cro-Magnon “Heyl You'll get a kick out of this, Bob and Ruth! ... Watch
man, walking erecl, approached the table and simply what Lulcl here does with her new squeeze dnlll
gave Theena a light.



Another
chicken ieg-bone...
T fhink She's

frying 1o kil me.
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French mammoth

The invaluable lizard setier

“Dad! Find out if they have cable!”




“There's one of 'em! ... And | think there are at leas! three
of four more runnin’ around in herel™
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“There! There! See if, Larry? ... It moved a little closer!"

"Well, we've fried every device and you still won't falk—
‘every device, that is, except this little baby we simply call
‘Mr. Thingy.' "
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‘Oh, is that so? Well, you might be a kangaroo, but | “Heyt | think you've hif on something therel Sheep's
know a lew things about marsupials myseifl" clothing! Sheep's clothing! ... Let's get oul of these
gorilla suits!”




“Mom! He's doing it again!™

“I've got an idea. ... How many here have ever seen Alfred Hitchcock’s The Birds?"
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On The Far Side
e eyt of  Goten A9 s ops o1
Okay,here Il s anyway: A Golden Age I fme when s0 many fhings Gbout
X a0 wondanl Gt s i x el token or ramet
Anc you can auol me, honeychie.
Toke he ar ofcarooning n e 85,
| could say that the work of Gary umon is um\uve\v «Nque and that it will

make you laugh your butt of, and fha is frue, but ing in self

e o e e e 4 100kt W D Cotaciits W o Moke Yo
Iaugh your bt of, and ol o s inique. We are Iiing in the Golden Age
of pint Cartoons, fiends and neighbors, and the Q. e postulate is that we

Simplytoke hemfo e i (Sarlc) Davis. Chares (Chale) Rodngues.
ot (Peat ) chuiz Gory (Doonesbur) rudeou Brke (Bloom Court)
Breaihed . . and ihose are Just for siarers

Sovrion ke Ul ki

u can mention ofher cartoonists o the sureal — Charles Addams, Gahan
Wisor Vgl Pameh . D Lo 5 Her o il o o <70 Y
him,

You want me fo fel you why?

1canttell you why.

way 10 explain humor any more than there is @ way 1o explain
o whieh  pobabl why G man ke Larson (or Addam. o Wison, o
Rodiguos) musthoat 12 auesion | ol hea so many mes: Whre 60 you
gef your ideas?

My answer i Uica

1t doesn't mean anyihing, but | don't know fhe answer, and o leas! f shuts
‘om up.

1don't know what Larson's answer i

At dossnt matr.ier s caoontwil 4ot or you o oyl ot
Jus 5 anchovie do i orsome pecple and oiher won' fouch
Bt oo o 45 T o Ty v Comimi o Phpotenees o1 wenderng
Gloud why ofher peaple e hem.

s just a faste you can't explain.

You cant " o caroon;  ou coud,cafoonis would be o ofbusines.
Ioke'n  cleal ecognizabis way which camol be cuplaled Toe coud opy
G Lorsons e st o you could copy Chries Schuzs ounaeased

worywar, Chatlle Biown; ifs Larson's mind which makes him on

Havng said il you can' el o cartoon, ot mo ol you my o Gary

(and fonly do i e 505k which olows




‘and belleve this cartoon Isn' n i, unless It s a late add):

o dogs are n @ den, One & howng the fher s ophies One wophy s
ihat por ofihe human cnafomy which et south of e wit “And that one

Inine e L Biogea 1ones f & BIAh Bt SO & o heG o e
indin
I catoon alane ony made mo smile. 8 the fet ofLarson's wotk.
uniike ihat of many sureal cartoonists (1 except only Gahan Wison from
generalnie), s cumuaivefound mysll ot looking i hese omiansal
IoKes as sngis inngs, slcted o one analhet ey seem somehow
 Ihey canainly Nad o cumuiaiie efect on me, os A my Larson
u star o
giggle. hen you siar fo Jaugn:nen you begin fo "how tnally you are ying on
ihe floor, hoping o God you won' have a hemia or a heart affack. felling
youselio stop or God's Sake 3100 oking af e, bu you o Slong Jus he
s Tou o  unaue Laronion word where v dest ok
Mm an oaaw ‘persuasive maffer.okaciness; where Godzilla dives a
pite ending |8 Y, ono am cocked out he oo, amig.
iy ot & ey hrough halrs the size of Sequoias holding
8 don wtich reocs E N OFHE DO 13 COMNG! s 6 nsine bur Yo

ecause inthe end you fee bete, Wy’ Do atk me,

's good,
Things like catharsis or

oo s, S o ko Gyoaly ot o o, Lke 16 10k song
says, " ain't no monkey, but | know what | ike.” And | Iike Gary Larson a lot, partly
because he fums fhe world as | know ff inside out Iike a sock, parly because he
fums the world s | know it info a funhouse minor, but mostly because he does.
‘wha arfists and humorisls are supposed 10 do: he sees wha | wouid see i |
could have his eyes. | don't have them, but thank God they are on loan.

Ut il n o st cloce, o cokocne v @ momenke fior: ey,
are a hitfike @ drug tht is addiching but does no damage; does, n fact, good,

Expiain him?
No.
Explicate him?
No.

Enjoy him?
Yes.

God, yes.

Forgl he anchardes on your iz fyou can dig anchowes o he mind
Voute gGoma have & bl

Just don't o,

You could die laughing.

STEPHEN KING



“Hey, you stupid bovines! You'll never get that contraplion off the
ground! ... Think ifil run on hay? ... Say, maybe you'll make it o the
mooooooooni .."






When words colice.






















e on cioud sigh
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“And now Edgar's gone. .. Something’s going on around here.”







“Ming 11 we chock e e




i thet he socoooooiul
f@1 the oucket m‘ lard 1o'his
nd with a low, guttura/
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he wos st 100 commen”






Ve that s correct,
Redveirdethe fssf oe
5 more proper... hy
|\or7 kel sag
I T Bucket of spaghett
2. Bucket of lymph































i hor, Wil know the onts wers being veryfoolish.

ugh Fr ot

5016 What s el nave 01 & box of sy Rl BroKen
Glass and heowing dars”
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“Dont isen 1o him,
suplc ing swerved fo







Feram

“Hold i, Omar. . Now ook Up. Yep. YOuUYe 9ol somelhing in you eye, ol igh—could
o sona”




Neanderthal creativity
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Prochcal jokes of e wi 1 il you she's crvin' me nufsl 1 come home al ight
ond I ‘quack quac) e mor

 quack i go up I i moming
o

‘and s ‘quock quac quex
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Vou hove not seen &
hing here0 you undersiand fm o KiGding Gbou!
i, iss Bilings”



ot sopping oul 10 e ihe restoom.










Birdss of prey know they're cool.






Tou mow s ey b o oep e rght vt o e Foluring ffom vacation. foy and
e et o wy e e ke e s, me gnamo »..:.m o anet
“oround Inhe ft nis—jos pain gone.



see flowers

How we




Anything,huh? Okay.
T et 3 bl A war?
& pocketimifer
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Umwiingl. Folmer siepped out of e ungle and o
eadhunie fokore orover.

Wiell yourre headed
e wrori way. e roadls
‘back #hat way- Ard you
Kids be careful- The |
woods are Foll of
urgry bears fon:

ot

One remork 03 1o another, an the bar suddenly

polaited info o angry. confionifional factions. Mose

"espousing he vitues of e double-humped comel on
e o sice, singiohumpers on he lher
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