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Sheriff, Soldier andArizona Ranker
LtJaRRY C.WHEELER GREW UP AROUND ARMV
POSTS. HIS FATHER WAS A COLONEL IN THE
REGULAR ARMY AND BELONGED TO A LONG
LINE OF DISTINGUISHED OFFICERS. WHEN IT

BECAME TIME FOR HARRY TO ENTER WEST POINT,

IT WAS FOUND THAT HE WAS NOTTALL
ENOUGH TO MEET THE REQUIRE-
MENTS OF THE MILITARY ACADEMY.
HOWEVER,HIS LACK OF STATURE
P1DNTSEEMTO IMPAIR HIS ABILITY
AS A FIGHTING- MAN. WHEN IT CAME
TO HOLDING UP HIS END IN A BRAWL,
HARRY WHEELER WAS A REGULAR
BUZZ SAW. THEY MADE HIM
CHIEF OF THE AfWCHE SCOUTS
AT FORT SILL, AND FOLKS WILL
LOOK A LONG TIME BEFORE
THEY'LL FIND A MORE CAPABLE
FIGHTING CREW THAN THESE
BOYS. HARRY SERVED AS A
REGULAR SOLDIER IN THE

SPANISH-AMERICAN WAR. AFTER THE WAR HE
DRIFTED INTO ARIZONA, WHERE HE JOINED THE
ARIZONA RANGERS IN 1902. FOR THE NEXT
FIFTEEN YEARS HE SERVED AS A RANGER,
A DEPUTY, OR A SHERIFF. HE WAS KNOWN TO

BE ABSOLUTELY FEARLESS, A DEAD
SHOT, AND CHAIN LIGHTNING ON
THE DRAW WITH A SIX-GUN.THEY
TELL ABOUT TH E TIME TRACY, THE
OUTLAW, SHOT CAPTAIN WHEELER IN

THE STOMACH AND IN THE FOOT. THE
CAPTAIN PREW HISGUN AND SHOT
TRACY THREE TIMES THROUGH THE
BODY BEFORE HE FELL. WHEELER WAS
A CAPTAIN OF RANGERS WHEN THIS
GREAT ORGANIZATION WAS DISBAND-
ED IN 1909. DURING WORLD WAR
ONE HE WAS AN OFFICER AND SAW
ACTION IN EUROPE. HARRY WHEELER
DIED IN 1925. HE WASNTAVERY BlG
PERSON BUT HE WAS A BRAVE MAN.
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DELL COMICS ARE COOD COMICS





'
I WANT YOU TO MEET

CELIA MOORE- REUBEN
LANE'S granddaughter;
COME FOR A SURPRISE VISIT.'

k CELIA, THIS IS THE FAMOUS
V JOHNNY MACK MOWN!
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I THINK

"

HE SPOTT&O
~

us,joe .' BUT
LOOK...WHY IS

j

HE SETTfN'
RRE to
THAT
BLANKET?



^ GABE.' AAVBE ^Hfl
LANE WAS PJRIN' ^

THIS BLANKET TO THBOW
US OFF THE TRACK? jj5T lTl5 TOO ^B
MAVSE THE REAL /-^^ LATE ^
MAP'S IN HIS >—ff TO SEARCH WW\

V POCKET/ ^£r^=A NOW/ >







GABE! I JUST
1 THOUGHT... IF BROWN

[ SPOTTED OUR TRACKS,
s HOT ON

OUR TRAIL
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Johnny senps rebeu on alone..















SUN'S EMPTY ! 9Y THE TIME I
RELOAD, THEY'LL SE OUT OP 5ISHT.'
AND THEY WON'T LEAVE ANY TRAIL

J THOSE ROCKS
"

IS HE BADLY)
\ HURT? ^Sf HE'S DEAD '. ONE O 1 THE ^

BEST PALS I EVER HAD J J
MURDERED 9V __^g

..HIRED KILLERS!.. . JM

jMk ,

f
*,

f»^s2^ lf
J VkiL !
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J SO MELP Wg , ILL SET 'EM FOR
THIS IP X HAVE TO HIRE MN OWN
SANS O 1 GUNSUNSSffS to
HELP ME J

THAT WON'T BE \_
NECESSABYi tLL 7\
SET THEM,..LESALLVJ^





bwaSO SUNDOWN IN a MO820W V/3LLSY,
-JOUNNY SUDDENLY PULLS UP...





BOSS.' X/yOu'RE TELLIN'MEi
TWEY'VS V THAT SH T CAWE CLOSE
SPOTTED A TO BLOWIN 1 OUT MY LAMP.'

SET YOUR SUMS GOIN'.'



but III give odds we
still haven't seen the
LAST 0' GANNETT i HE'S A
M1SHTV STUBBORN CUSSi



dhop those U./cur:u.v
suns and reach/ the sun6uask v^but i
por the 9kvj ^--t -wearin 1 a / ju6t saw

1 LAWMAN'S l 'EM DOWN
STAR J y\ BELOW I



At ihe sound of the footsteps, the bearded

man with wind-reddened eyes ducked be-

hind the trunk of a giant pine. Here he waited

lensely, fingers gripping his six-gun.

The footsteps came nearer . . . rounded a

high hummock...and the bearded man choked

back a chuckle. The maker of the footsteps

was only a freckle-faced, snub-nosed boy.

Around the boy's head was an Indian head-

band, decorated with two eagle feathers.

The bearded man waited until the boy was
well past the giant pine. Then, with the

stealth of all hunted creatures, he followed

the lad. Wherever the boy was headed, there

was sure to be food, water, and shelter. Per-

haps even money.

Matt Wheeler fought the gusty wind for

control of the back door and slammed into

the warm kitchen redolent with the spiciness

of a hot apple pie which Laura was just

taking from the oven.

"Blowin' up cold," said Matt, ringing the

higher of two wall pegs with his battered

hat. "Reckon winter's on the way."

His daughter, pretty in a blue gingham

dress, stiffened, but she took no other notice

of his words. Setting the pie to one side,

she began to stir some stew in a large iron

pot.

Matt stifled a sigh and, stepping to the

sink, started to wash up. His thoughts were

on Laura. Why couldn't she be happy here?

Goodness knows, she had not been happy
back East. After her husband's death, she and

Teddy had nearly starved before he'd found

out and sent for them. True, they were not

wealthy now, but his diggin's provided

enough and a little over. And, some day,

maybe he'd hit a pocket of nuggets. He'd

thought things would work out with Laura,

but he guessed they never would. If she'd

only try to adjust, to make friends. Teddy had

done both.

As if in answer to his thinking the boy's

name. Matt heard a whistle and light, running

footsteps. Then the kitchen door banged open

and slammed shut benind a smiling, freckle-

faced, snub-nosed boy.

"Teddy Marlin! Take off that horrible head-

band!"

Laura's words banished Teddy's smile. Re-

moving the headband, he hung it carefully

on the lower wall peg.

"Outside!" snapped Laura.

"But the wind'U break the feathers," said

Teddy, "and White Bear had an awf'ly hard

time getting them for me."

"Outside!" Laura repeated.

Teddy flashed his grandfather a pleading

look, but before Matt could speak, Laura

turned on him.

"Don't say it. Pop!" Her voice and eyes

were angry.

"I've gotta!" Matt declared. "Just 'cause

you've got a hate on against the Indians

ain't no sign Teddy's gotta feel the same
way. Besides, this is his home. He's got a

right to keep a present from his friend
—

"

"Don't cal] that dirty old Indian his

'friend'!" interrupted Laura.

"Mom!" Teddy protested. "White Bear's

old — that's for sure. But he isn't dirty—
not very dirty, anyway. And he's taught



me an awful lot. How not to get lost in

the woods, and how to build different kinds

of fires, and today
—

" He broke off as Laura

stalked across the kitchen, snatched the

headband from the peg, and headed for the

back door.

As she reached the door, it opened. And
the doorway framed the bearded man— and
his gun.

"Stub Sloan!" gasped Matt.

The door closed behind the bearded man.
"How come you know my name, old-timer?"

"Saw your picture on a reward poster,"

replied Matt.

"So did I," said Teddy. "The printing un-

derneath said you'd killed three men."
"Four," corrected Sloan with a wry grin.

Pulling a chair to him, he sprawled down
into it and flourished his gun at Laura. "Get
back to your cookin', woman," he barked.

"I'm powerful hungry."

Laura dropped the headband into Teddy's
lap, saying, "Too bad your Indian 'friend'

didn't teach you how to handle a situation

like this."

"Maybe he did," said Teddy — under his

breath.

Sloan glared at Matt. "Hand over your
gun!" When Matt tossed the gun on the table,

Sloan drew it to him with his left hand and
tucked it in his belt. He kept his own gun
trained on Laura who had returned to the

stove. "Anymore guns in the house?" Sloan

included Teddy in the question.

Teddy nodded. "A rifle— in my room."

"Get it!" Sloan ordered. "But no tricks, or

your Ma—

"

"I understand," said Teddy, and left the

room.

When Teddy returned, he had the rifle

but not the headband. At Sloan's directing

nod, he stood the rifle nearby, then went
to the stove and looked up at Laura. "It's

kinda chilly in the rest of the house, Mom.
Hadn't I better make a fire in the front

room?"

Laura turned to Sloan. "Any objections?"

The outlaw shook his head. "Not if he don't

leave the house, but if he does . .

."

Teddy glanced at the gun trained on his

mother. "No danger of that." He smiled at

Laura— and again left the room.

Fifteen minutes passed during which the

wind died down; "snow afore morn in',"

thought Matt when he realized it. Laura
dished up a plateful of stew which Sloan,

using a spoon and his left hand, noisily

consumed. Now and then, sounds came from
the front room ... the thud of falling wood . .

.

the clang of a poker.

Matt frowned puzzledly. What in tarnation

was taking Teddy so long? "He's up to some-
thing," Matt told himself. "But hanged if I

can figure out what!"

Five more minutes went by. Somewhere in

the gathering darkness, an owl hooted. A
moment later, Teddy returned to the kitchen

to sit, tensely, on the corner stool.

Sloan did not seem to notice the boy's
return. He consumed a second helping of

stew and was starting on a huge wedge of

apple pie when the back door flew open.

Turning at the sound, Sloan found himself

looking into the muzzles of three guns— each

held by an Indian brave. Matt recognized the

middle Indian; he was White Bear.

It seemed but seconds before Sloan was
disarmed, roped, and led out by two of the

braves, who would take him to town and the

sheriff.

When the door closed on them, Laura

looked at Teddy. "I don't understand, son."

Teddy grinned. 'It's simple, Mom. Today,

White Bear taught me some smoke signals.

I said I'd practice them when I got home, so

he said he'd be watching."

"When me see signal for help," White Bear

said, "me come fast. Boy promise not send
that signal unless in big trouble."

Matt grinned at Teddy. "That's why you
took so long buildin' the fire!"

Nodding, Teddy looked apologetically at

Laura. "I'm afraid I ruined my jacket, Mom,
slappin' it over the fire. But there's a big

reward for Stub Sloan and—

"

Laura's eyes shone with tears, but her

voice was gay as she interrupted. "And after

you divide it with White Bear, there'll be
plenty left over for a dozen jackets!" She
held out her hand to the old Indian. "I hope
you'll lei me be your friend, too, from now
on, White Bear!"

Matt smiled to himself. He wondered what
Stub Sloan would say if he knew how he'd

helped things to work out for three people on
the right side ,of the law.
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I THEY'RE SAININ' V)0
ON ME .' SOTTA

" GET UNDER COVER







SO I BECKON I'LL MAVB TO
LEND HIM A HAND

DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS



Plainsman,Preacker and. Scout
L\jOBODY IS SURE WHERE OLD BILL CAME
FROM AND HIS PARSING IS JUST AS MUCH
OF A MYSTERY. HE WAS ATONE TifAEL A
CIRCUIT RIDING- PREACHER IN MISSOURI,
BUT QUIT THE MINISTRY AMD WENT TO
LIVE AMONG- THE INDIANS OF
THE OSAGE NATION. LATER HE
DRIFTED WESTWARD INTO NEW
MEXICO AND COLORADO AND
dOINEP THE UTES- PURING THE
SUCCEEDING- YEARS BILL
TRAPPED FOP. BEAVER
ALL ALONG- THE RIVERS
OF THE ROCKY MOUNTAIN
AREA ANDTHEN DRIFTED
INTO THE HIGH PLATEAU
COUNTRY OF NORTHERN
ARIZONA- FOR MONTHS
ON ENP OLD BILL WOULD
TEND HiSTRAPS,THEN
WITH THREE OR FOUR.

THOUSAND DOLLARS'WORTH OF PELTS IN
HIS PACK, HE WOULD RETURJ-J TO TAOS,
AND CONVERT HISTAKE INTO CASH.THERE
HE WOULD STAY UNTIL HE WAS BROKE. FEW
MEN KNEW THE MOUNTAINS AS WELL A3

BILL. GENERAL FREMONT
CH03S HIM AS HIS GUIDE
WHEN HE SET OUT TO CROSS
THE SANGRE DE CRISTO
MOUNTAINS. CAUGHT IN AN
EARLY SNOWFALL,THE PARTY
ALMOST PERISHED. FREMONT
UNJUSTLY BLAMED BILL FOR
THE FAILURE. OLD BILL WAS
SORELY HURT. HE LEFT THE
COUNTRY AMD DISAPPEARED.
NOBODY KNOWS WHERE HE
WENT. HE NEVER CAME PACK.
BUT ARIZONA REMEMBERED
THEY NAMED A MOUNTAIN, A
RIVER AND A TOWN AFTER HlM.




