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BARE FISTS AGAINST SIX-GUNS
When Tom Smith said, "I can tame this town,"
Abilene's citizens had no idea he aimed to do it with
his bare fists. This lawless cowtown was Kansas'
toughest community in the 1860's, filled to overflow-
ing with gunfighters and outlaws. People had doubts
about this broad-shouldered ex-policeman from New
York, but sinee no one else would take on the town,
Smith got the job.

"No guns allowed inside town limits," he decreed.
"When you come into Abilene, check your artillery

with me !"

Smith began collecting firearms, with quiet de-
termination and without a gun—"Can't expect others
to obey the new ordinance if I don't," he explained.

Abilene's toughest character was a gunslick called

Big Hank. "No greenhorn*!) get my .45 away from
me!" he boasted, lolling against, a hitchrack across
the street from Marshal Tom Smith's office.

When Smith, unarmed as usual, left the office,

Big Hank jeered, "Go back East where you came
from, sonny!"

Crossing the street, Smith answered him with a
hard right to the jaw. Falling back, dazed, Hank
reached for his gun. Cuffing the weapon aside, Smith
stepped in close for a knockout punch.

The new Marshal of Abilene never had to post
another notice. From then on, everybody who came
to town went out of his way to deposit his hardware
with Smith. For the first time in Western history, a
man maintained law and order with bare fists alone
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JOHNNY MACK BROWN. '
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SHERIFF! THEY G0T#5000-
IN CASH ! I GOT A REAL GOOD
LOOK AT THE LEADER ! HE HAD
OH A WHITE HAT, RED SHIRT
AND BUCKSKIN JACKET!

THAT'S ALLTHE DESCRIPTION I ^

NEED,' I'M ORGANIZING A POSSE
RISHT NOW ! WE'LL HAVE HIM

SEFORE NIGHTFALL!
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^kf THERE HE IS!

1 I KNEW HE
flfcjA COULDN'T iaB»4 GET FAR! f
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WELL- LET'S JUST 5AY IT'S

ALL A HALLOWEEN JOKE!...
TOO SAO VOU DON'T HAVE A
BETTER SENSE OF HUMOR,
MISTER.'-LET'S GO, BOYS!
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X'M B0RR0WIM6 YOUR
HORSE,SHE(?IFFl I'LL
LEAVE MINE IN FJSONT
FOR YOU! I MOPE TO
FIND THE BANDITS By
THE TIME YOU FIHDA**/
COME LOOKING AROUND

JUNIRER FLATS.'
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X FIGURED WITH THE JUNIPER
FLATS BANK TO ROB , YOU'D PULL
THE SAME TRICK YOU PULLEP
BEFORE 1 SO WITH THE HELP OF
NATURE , I RIGGED A UTILE
TRAP FOR YOU ! I OUST

DROPPED INTO THAT
CREVICE jCRAWLEP
AWAY- AND
WAITED
FOR YOU I

COME ONI WE'VE SOT
SOME OTHEK THIN

TO SETTLE!





THE SHERIFF WILL BE SLAP TO ^
6ET YOU SOME CLOTHES, BOYS!
AS A MATTER OF FACT,THE LAW
WILL BE FURNISHING EVERYTHING
YOU NEED FOE QUITEA WHILE!









LOOKS LIKE A0V3T STORM BLOWING UP-
BETTER WEAR MY NECKERCHIEF! MY BEST
MOVE NOW IS TO KEEP OUT OF SIGHT ANJP WAIT
UNTIL THEY TRAIL SOME MOPE CATTLE ACROSS!
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through the stormy, sanp-wh/ppep
"mormn6 johnny keeps a lonely
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THEY SURE
CHOSE A SLICK
HIDE-OUT! EVEN AN
INDIAN COULDN'T
FOLLOW TRACKS
ON THIS ROCKY

GROUND





HEY, YOU'RE NOT REDS
YOU'RE JOHNNY MACK
BROWN.'- 30$$!-IOOK!

r ALL RIGHT, A
BROWN!

. THAT GUNNY SACK "^
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WTohnny leaps epom
the buckjm6steer . .
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WgSt/DUHHY PACES AFTEPTME S7AMPEPJN6
'^CATTLE, ME S££S WE $M£P/E£AN0 fttff

POSSE C&OSS/N6 UPSTREAM...

^600P Boy!...
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TuecATTLS 7UFH TOWAPP
THE ^IVFRBANK. .
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THE FOU& SQUARE 8RANP-
ON YOUR BOOT! AMES.
IT WAS YOCf WHO
SLID INTO THAT
HOT lf?ON

'

YOU'RE THE
sassy



GOOD MEDICINE OF CROW BUTTE

Near old Forf Robinson, Nebraska, the high

straight walls of Crow Butte are visible for mony

miles. According to legend, a band of Crow

Indians, being chased by a Sioux war party,

was forced to seek the protection of the top of

this butte.

The Sioux leader, after placing guards on the

few trails leading to the crest of the butte,

patiently began to wait till hunger forced the

Crows to surrender. But the Crow leader, not to

be outdone by the Sioux, collected all the braves'

blankets and tied them together, forming a long

rope. Then, under the cover of darkness, the

Crows descended the sheer one- hundred -foot

wall on their blanket rope. A few old men re-

mained on top, singing and dancing all night to

hold the attention of the Sioux.

Later, when the Sioux discovered they held

only a few old men, they were completely con-

fused. At this moment, some white clouds floated

over the top of the butte, and the Sioux, unable

to understand the disappearance of the Crow

warriors, took these clouds to be a spiritual mes-

sage of the Crows' strong medicine. When the

Crow braves returned with help, they found the

Sioux gone and the old warriors unharmed —
due to their "good medicine." Later, the Crows

made a lasting peace with the Sioux.
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