
DELL WAGON
Still 100

Major Adams risks his

life to save a runaway

boy who tries to join

the wagon train



WAGON
TRAIN

THE RUNAWAY FROM CANYONVILLE

While attempting to return a runaway boy To rescue Charlie, Major Adams battles the
to his cattle-baron father, Charlie Wooster baron's hired guns and risks his own life
is imprisoned in the baron's private jail. to save the boy who has run away again.

FIGHT FOR TIME

When Flint McCullough rides into town on a mission for Major
Adams, he finds himself involved in a fight he had not anticipated.
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I'LL 8ET WOOSTER WILL BE
HftPPy TO SEE THAT
TOUNSSTER LEAVE

{

I'LL APM1T THE SOY IS A
VJILO ONE . . . BUT TEN TO ONE
HE'S NOT ENTIRELY TO

BLAME '



BEFORE WOOSTER REALIZES MAT
IS HAPPENING.
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PRIVATE 0E NOT, I'M SOlNG \ 1T> SAY
TO SEE CANNON WALKER. ..IF YOU'RE KINO.
YOli DON'T WANT TROUBLE, / °F OUTNUMBEKEP
VOU'P 8EST MOVE ASIDE... /V AAISTER..





YOU JDST TEND TO YOUR <3WW
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OTHERWISE I'LL HAVE MY PA
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-\W& ALL CLAIM "THAT, JOE...
NEVER MET A CRIMINAL YET THAT
DIDN'T HOLLEB HE'S INNOCENT .'

I'M S6TH APAfAS...lN CHARGE
OF A WAGON TRAIN CAMPED A
WAYS FROM HERE, CANNON...
YOU HAVE ONE OF MY MEN.' I
WANT HIM RELEASED '
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ANYTHING FROM,
ME, MISTER .'
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ISN'T AS TRUTHFUL AS J I
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EH, CANNON ?

ASK 50ME OF THE OTHER V
80Y£...1T'S SEEN LIKE \ SOMEBODY
THIS A LONG TIME...WE
FIGURED YOU'D SET MAD I WHAT
IF WE SAID ANYTHING

IT APPEARS YOU MIGHT
BE RIGHT AFTER ALL,
MISTER .' LOOKS LIKE A
LOT OF THINGS HAVE
BEEN GOING ON AROUND
HERE I DIDN'T KNOW
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FIRST OFF, SOy, VOU'RE GOING TO
APOLOGIZE TO MR. W0OSTEC AND
I EXPECT THERE ARE A LOT OF OTHER
FOLKS AROUND HERE YOU OWE APOLOGIES

WHAT CAME OVER THAT
YOUNGSTER, MAJOfJ , . -

WHY HE ACTED ALMOST
LIKE A REM. 80V!



The young man stopped at ihe blacksmith

shop and timidly asked the smith if it would

be all right if he stood in the shade of the

building for a little while. The big man at

the anvil nodded, and the -other put his

valise down. He was plainly an easterner.

Nervously he mopped his brow, shifted his

feet, examined his fingernails, and looked

up and down the main street of the little

cow town. Then he glanced at the black-

smith again and said, "Sure is hot."

The big man cut a glance at him, nodded,

and hammered on a horseshoe.

The young man waited for the hammering
to stop, then said, "I walked all the way up
from the depot." He smiled. Frowned. "I'm

to meet a man here." He fidgeted in embar-

rassment. "I'm going to marry his daughter."

The blacksmith moved to his forge and

back without a comment.

"The girl's name is Mary," the young man
continued. "Wonderful girl." He mopped his

face again. "She lives in this town." He
brushed at his sleeve. "I've got the ring in

my valise there. I met Mary in school back

East, and we decided to get married when
I got going on a steady job. I've got it. Been

on it a year."

The smith hammered on another horseshoe.

When he could be heard, the young man
said, "I came a long way to get married.

From Philadelphia. Mary wrote me to come
to this shop. Said I'd meet her father if I

waited here, and he and I could get ac-

quainted. She said she'd be here in a little

while after my train got in." Again he looked

up and down the street. "I don't know why
she didn't just meet me at the train. I wonder

if maybeMhe reason is that her father might

be . . . well . . . the kind of a man a girl

wouldn't be very proud of, and that's why
she wanted me to meet him first. You know.

then I could just leave on the next train . . .

without seeing her ... if I wanted to. You
think she might be giving me that chance?"

The smith shrugged and dipped his horse-

shoe in a tub of water to cool it.

"I hope it's nothing like that," the young
man said. "Because I'd never do that. I love

Mary." He grinned sheepishly. "I don't know
how I could ever live without her. But I guess

you don't care to hear about all this,"

The blacksmith nodded. "It's all right,

young fellow. Go ahead and talk."

"I'm on my vacation now," the young man
went on. "I've already told my boss I'm go-

ing to get married. He's going to give me a

raise when I get back." He chuckled. "You
know something: I thought about trying to

make a big splash when I meet Mary's dad.

You know . . . dress all up, brag about my
job. Lie to him a little, maybe, about how
"much money I make." He shook his head.

"But I couldn't do it. Mary has been fair with

me right along. True and honest, she is. And
I've been fair and honest with her, too. So I

couldn't be any way but fair with her father,

could I? That's the way I figure it. So when
I meet him, I'll tell him the truth about my-
self. I'll tell him Mary won't have a fancy

house or anything like that to start with. But

I'll work hard to make a good life for us. I'll

be good to her. I'll tell him that."

He half turned to once more look up and

down the street, hnd stopped dead. Mary was
standing there, not ten feet from him, smil-

ing at him. She cried, "Tommy!" and gave a

happy little shriek and was in his arms. They
kissed, then she said to the big man ai the

anvil, "Well, what do you think of him?"

The man grinned. "He'll do."

"Oh, thanks, Dad!" she exclaimed. "I just

knew you'd like him," she said, casting a side-

long glance at the nervous tenderfoot.



WELL, 1 RECKON
yai'B£ RIGHT..
BUT THE WAY
OUR LUCK'S

BEEN Sc:XG, we
COULD SUES USE
THE MONEY

'

SURE WE COULD... BUT \ ALL KIGHT? YOU'VE
ITS NOT RIGHT THAT CONVINCED ME.' 6UT
WE SHOULD US£ SOME- you CAN'T STOP ME
ONE ELSE'S &(}0 rT-J FROM HOPING WE
LUCK TO CHANGE ff PONT FIND THIS

OURS ' t-.-^I DASCOM.B FELLA





SE£ THOSE TWO V
FELLAS, HAL 1
THEY'VE COME
LOOKIN' FOE CLINT
DASCOr*B .' WftY I
FIGURE,THEY WU5T
BE TEXAS RANGEES

SAY, IF OASCOMB IS IN

TOWN, WE'RE LIABLE
TO HAVE SOME
EXCITEMENT'

I IF WE CAN'T FIND THIS FELLA, WE'LL "\
TURN THE WALLET OVER To THE SUERIFF

tin,, ,, n i." —r WHATEVER YOU *!

SSte^j^A SAY, HANv;^y

Mfiliir
wmW\m

M?%
1-Ssswr'S'.



ff£ WERE JUST \ HMM...ANP LOAPED WITH
LOOKING FOR HIM \ MONEY.,. PROBABLY FROM THE
TO RETURN THIS J BANK THEY ROBBED IN FORT
WALLET WE. --^ WORTH .' I'LL JUST CHECK THE
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^M6 wagon train
MAKES CAMPA FEW
MILES FROM A SMALL
MOUNTAIN TOWN...
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THE ARRIVAL M

Great excitement reigned when, at last, the wagon train reached its destination. Settlers,
who had gone on before) turned out to greet the newcomers and help.them in their new life.

Children, overjoyed at their freedom, romped and Though they concealed it, some of the

shouted, quickly making friends with their new women were dismayed at leaving corn-

playmates and exploring the surrounding area, parative ease for pioneering hardships.

But there was no turning back, so the And soon, they, in turn, greeted new travelers
entire family set to work to build a from the wagon trains, giving them help and the
new home and a_ new life. courage to face the future- in a strange land.



-WAGON TRAIN

Boxing was a crow d-drawing sport throughout the growing West. It mat-
tered little to the spectators that the sport had begun in the 800 E.C.'s in

Greece and had been an event in the Olympic games of that time in history.

Their only concern was to enjoy any fight

that happened to come along. It could be a
fight promoted by the town or one between
local men who were willing to battle it out
with fists until one conceded.

Some sturdy fellows discovered a good way
to insure a steady income. They traveled
from town to town, offering prize money to
any local contender who would put up a fee
and meet them in the ring.

Eager townspeople paid to see the fight,

adding .more to the fighter's purse. As a
rule, the fights were short, lasting only a
few rounds to keep the advantage with the
trained fighter rather than the opponent.

However, the rugged Western men were
scrappers, and sometimes they came out on
top. Since news of the fighter's defeat did
not travel fast, he moved to the next town
still proclaiming himself a champion.



ASK DAD, He Had One!
Since 1886 Dads have been giving Sons Daisy Air
Rifles as their "first" gun. Probably your Dad had

|

Model 25 take down Pump Gun. BUT. . . Dad didn't
|

own 99 Target Special or 97 Ricochet Sound Air Rifle
likeyoucan— because they 're both brand new Daisys

!

MORE FUN OWNING A DAISY TODAY!
That's because Daisys are approved for use in 15
foot junior training programs of National Rifle

j

Association, Boy Scouts of America, camps, clubs,
schools. Today Daisy owners can learn safe gun
handling and marksmanship— earn beautiful medals
shooting at home or in groups under adult super-

Ask Dad for a Daisy—show him this ad!

Mail Coupon for Training Book, Catalog

!

Remember your Joy
.when Dad gotyou
at FIRST Daisy'.'

Give YOUR SON the
thrill plus the

life-lasting Gift of
Marksmanship!

Y MANUFACTURING COMPANY • DEPT. A-6390 * ROGERS, ARKANSAS, U.S.A.


