Cowardice

A cowboy walks out of a bar and a few seconds later returns, boiling mad. “O.K.” he says, “which one of you pesky varmints went outside and painted my horse bright red while I was in here drinkin’?”

No one speaks.

The cowboy pulls out his gun and starts shouting. “I said, which one of you mangy polecats painted my horse red?” Slowly one of the cowboys at the bar stands up.

He’s six feet six inches tall with bulging muscles and he pulls a massive gun from his holster.

He growls, “OK, I did it.”

The first cowboy slips his gun nervously back into his holster and says,

“Er,… I just wanted you to know that the first coat’s dry.”

