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I'mtakih'

Tlie Bunny will get a real welcome this yeat be-

cause, along with those beautiful Easter eggs will

plenty of Easter feasting in crisp, cool Milky

Way wrappers.

No matter how or when you eat it, Milky Way

is still high adventure in enjoyment ... a three-

way blend ol smooth, pure milk chocolate, creamy

caramel and rich, malted milk nougat. No matter

what the season, your taster always strikes it rich

when you treat it lo .

.

m-milky Way...

your money can't buy moie

Vm-m-m"!



AEE YOU SUREJSOAAEONE MLIST'VE BEEN
5HEE1FF ?_/THEEE LAST WEEK, WHEN

HAL PCTTEE-WENrOVEE
THE CUFF/ HE WAS ONE
OF THE BEST V&WERS

'ROUND HERE/

IF ANYONE BLOCKS' THE Tf?AIL
THIS TIME, WE 'BE PONE FOE,
TOO.' THI5'5 THE LAST PLACE" WE
CAN STOP T/LL AFTE"E THE OJEVE/



Several pays" latec, in the sta&e
Tines iost ceeek OF^tcg...

/ X SEE
(
MISTER JACKSON - TH

HAPPENED- WHEW THIS1

HAL Pi
AND MIS' PASSENSEGS DIDN'T.
AT (SOWER CITY LAST WEEfc

=N WHATN
?TT£R
HOW LIP y

fiS&i&Kvn"! 'wt^ftv 1

R3«
***t|Si

1r«w&

WELL BOON'S 1 SOT WORD, X
ASKED THE 5"HEI?1 FF TO TAkE
OUT A POSSE- AMD THEY FOUND
TRACKS WMEEE THE STASE'C
SKIDDED OFF DEAD
MAW'S CL" "



)HMMM- AMD ALL OF 'EM WEEE
/pLL-ED, WHENJ THE STASE WENT

I'M AFRAID SO- POTTED, HlS" SUAPP,
AND THE TH2EE PASSSMGEPS ! BUT,
SOMEONE SEAT US THERE/ THE
WHOLE FQLiK-X A\INE PAYROLL

WAS MI5SIN

fi&ttgpNE',? EITHER SCAfTlN'
THE MOW&E*,OI? BLOCXIN'
THE TEAJL- E-ISHT TH&E'E
AT THE CURVE.' YET WE
CAN'T FIMD ANV TJ?A£liS.
WHAT DO 'VOU THINK, AUTSfP)



' X DCM'T THl Mli AWYTH1M&, YET.
THE MARSHAL 5FMT ME POiVM
HEEE TO DI& UP EVIPENCE '





okay; mister, start talkin'.' what 're
^

you votn' in there with -my hozse t
VOM'T SET EXCITED, R\RDNEE.' I'/H
JU5T AP/VtlRIW HIAt— JSUEE IS A
PUETY HUWtC OK HOSSFi-ESH



^PHAT AFTEJ5NCCW, <&ENE SIDES TOWAGp
SOWEK CITY, FOe A UXJK XFTHESTAGE WAD...

%i' ' '&*%. wf^Tl





'I'M 601NT OVEE J %-THE CUFF— /
help/ y ^t

^ ^Dk

tggr -

JHM& W.~^-^

M iL 1*

VJS^L r^"^^^-

'rj
( YOU'RE NOT 6DINJ' ANYWHERE —

]—

y

kk I
«;;>

, ,fyfy^
j(| FEWMtWUTK LAT£E,AS THE MAW COHES TO... AjO- BUT I'M ARRESTIN'.

FOE ATTEMPTED MURDER .'



I'M FEED SIMPSON- PEKE JACKSONS ASSISTANT/
E£EN CAMPlN' UP HEEE SIX DAYS NOW, EVE£
SINCE THE ACCIDENT LAST WEEK— JUST HORN'
ONE OFTHE VARMINTS 'D SHOW UP/ AND WHEN;
~ SAW YOU NATLIEALLY



BUT I CAN'T FORGET THAT HE'D ^

TAKE OVER' HERE, IF' X &OT
FlEED BECAUSE OP THESE
ACCIDENTS-' AND, EEMEMBEE,
THOSE TWO MINE PAYROLLS
WOULD MAKE A SMALL FORTUNE/

/WHAT ABOUT VUUR5TABLE B0S5
\THIS *6SIN" DAVIS?

r
HE'<
NOW

BEEN WITH ME ALMOST FOUR YEARS'
I'D BE MORE WILL/N'TO SiJSPECT >

FEED SIMP50W-' ___--/

^C
_l9V^^H1— -

-
, jt'^'TJjKfc""""

':'

''/.ijBx >H JfaEV' Ih/l

/LOOK— YOU'VE BEEN ASSDMlW SOMEONE
I SCAEED THOSE HORSES OR BLOCKED THE
1 TKAIL AT DEAD MAN'S CURVE-' BUT WHAT
V|F THERE WASN'T ANYONE THERE ~



I WEvER T JACK.SOW , Y3UE STA6E IS DUE OUT Of=
LOOKED \HERE IN THE MOEN1N' WITH AMOTHEE
AT IT THAT I MINE PAYROLL.' IT '5 £OIW THROUGH,
WAY.' BUT—/ TOO- WITH ME AS SUAED /

r V 1
AND THEV WERE 1 SO YOU WANT TO
&ETTHE DEIVEJ?S"7 CALL (T OFF? .

THAN ME/ J-/S^ —

^

$-9 b/J|\

an





KYOU /KUST'VE KNOWN SOMETHIN&N
WAS WEON&, JACKSON— WHEM
YOU PIDN'T FIND OUR BODIES
IN THE STA6E WRECK /

'VuRE- CLE*
WILSON, ONE
OP "THE SAKN
HANDS'-' J

A/VELi., I'LL WATCH 'EM BOTH/
YOU CHECK THEIK HOESE^—
YOU'LL PKOEABLY FIND THE
PAYEOLL MONEY THERE -' >

Wmjr i K^n ^(^)

yJa

1 ***

JJ\'€
IWp"@W^m>^ c2nH

**
""^-^-l rw"i'"""'"ir*lB

'ALU EliSHT, IT'S NO USE- THE MONEY'sS
THEE.E IN MY SAPDLE&A&S-' &L)T JF- YOU
TWO WEEE ON THATSTA&E, HOW'D YOU-

/WE (SOT OFF ON THAT LEVEL
I
STEETCH.' UNHITCHED THE HOESES

)

AND SHOVED THE STA6E DOVWJ-
i
HILL .' IT WENT OVEG THE CLIFF
EI6HT AT PEAP MAN'S CURVE.*.



(z. THOUGHT YOU'D BE COWm\
theee in the canyon— \
waitin' to £>et the /momev 1

i ppcm the wreck.' so we
code back here- to wait

i for you, a(v the evidence.*/

BUT YOU THOU&HT
SBIM WAS MIXED
UP IN THIS".' ^

Yl KNOW.' BUT <SE!N PROVED His\
/ INNOCENCE-HE WAS WILL1W' *
' TO GO THEOU&H WITH THE Rl DE J
. AEOUMD DEAD MAW'S CUKVEC.' JL

'<
i!

• 1

4

1 W v
/-;,

THEN 6RI
SAVE TH
ALONE

N" MENTIONED THAT YOU ALWAYS
E STA&ES A FINAL. INSPECTION,
BEFORE THEY STACTED OUT,'

^cAH, THAT'S WHEN WE WENT ALL ^N
OVER THAT 5TA&E, INCH EV INCH-'
AN? FOUND MAEK.S WHEPE YOU'D
SAW=P PART-WAY THEOUOH THE
INSIDE OF THEM WHEELS/

I;





let's see now.. .that bouni»ey
fla&15 the halfway mark on the line.'

"-. patkollep the west steetch ...

sob the east/ they'p meet heee
every pay, compare notes, them ,

pouble 5ac< on their patrol/
t

ACGOEPIN'TOT
TRACKS,THEY PIPNT
EVEN GET OFF'N

'

THEIR MOSSES TOPAY/

2 HEY, HOW ABOUT
OLP MOSS"? MAYBE
HE SAW WHAT

HAPPENEP FROM.
HIS LOOKOUT

STATION A "

VLTHE TREE
HOUSE? &OOV I PEA.'
LET'S SO ! HUP,
CHAMPION / —s



MMM,COMET
/ THINK O' IT. NO.'
' I WENT BACK TO
MA^'N'OUT M' A
REPOETS AN' STHOUGHT NO MOKE OF Xft

i YOU RECKON SOMEBOPYWAS



you'p better.
LEAVE ME HERE.,
BOB/ FATHER'u_
BE FUEIOU&
HE SEES US















CAPTAi
.awW THE PPEACWEE AT U\& VJOZS7,

_..»TAIN JESiS OE&ANIZEI7 A fSMALL-
EXPEFITiON AN'WEAPEF LIP THE SAN
SABA..

.,-.: •-./.:;(£;? &-OT WIN.P
. .-: .-



tUT THE AUN ONLY 5MILEP.' "

:r ^
:

eonsi vex*, flehiy. mrzze&rep- ih ana^ exf0E.i£nc&5
:

witw the coMauches-/
.''.-US- C.,\LLBm.'"' .



JOSE ANP
I WAVE PECIPEP

TO ACCEPT- VOUZ.
OPFE-S, SENOE...
3\JT WE MUST #E
PROTECTEP/ IF
THE COMANCHES.

I 5AVW/
anpi'll aueANTeE
YOJ£ SAFETY -'

EEMEM0EE...TWf$
PEAL'S A SE£J?ET
BETWEEN U5
TWEEE/

"IfO AWKE caJRL-Y 0U(ZE NEW$ <?'j

THElf? T"£lF> PiPNT LEAK OU"H ,

&EUm0tE TKAVELEC ALONE/
rr'$ not $maett to
MAI^E 5UOA ZEMAEX*?
UNLESS VOiJ^E WEA^fN'

JIPIN' ON NEXT PAY, SPUMpLE
SOT THE INCIDENT' BUT MU^ET

PJPNT/** :

,

* —





jane Franklin reached over her husband's

shoulder and picked up the plate of cold eggs

and bacon. "Ed, you haven't even touched

your breakfast," she protested.

"Not hungry," he mumbled, staring into

blank space.

Glancing back from time to time, Jane piled

the breakfast dishes without her usual neat-

ness, set a hot cup of coffee before her hus-

band, then sat down at the table beside him.

"Ed Franklin, what's the matter?"

"Matter?" he said absently. "Nothin'.

Npthjn's the matter."

"Nothing—but you haven't slept well for

a week. You were up two or three times last

night. You haven't e&ttm. much breakfast for

days—and none again this morning. What is

it, Ed?"
"Honest, it's nothin' lust not feelin' so

good, I guess."

"Edward," lane said slowly, her voice firm.

"I want to know what's wrong! I think I'm

entitled to know!" She spoke more quietly

"It's the mine, isn't it?"

Ed nodded glumly.

"I thought so," lane murmured. "What is

it now?"
Her husband pushed his chair back. "All

right, I'll give it to you straight. There's been

something wrong all week. But I thought it

would blow over:"

He played with his coffee cup. "Yester-

day, Jeff Goodali came to me and said he'd

been appointed spokesman for the men and

—well, they're quittin' after work tonight!

This is their last day!"

Jane gasped. "But they can't, Ed! They
just can't!" She sipped her coffee, then

spoke more evenly "Ts il that haunted house

business again?"

"Yes," Ed nodded. "Those awful screams.

and the cryin', and the sound of footsteps,

and the moans—the same old story! I've

offered the men double pay, again. But they

won't stay—and I can't say I blame them!"

"They came back the last time after It stop-

ped," Jane offered hopefully. "Maybe they

will again?"

"Maybe—maybe not!" Ed sighed. "Guess

we'll have to sell out to Rex Larson, after

ail. He sure wants this grazin* land around

here!"

Jane's lips tightened. "I still think he's be-

hind all these 'haunted' noises, somehow! I

just don't trust that man. He's got mean
eyes!"

"So you think he's a villain, because you

don't like his eyes," Ed laughed. "No, honey."

he added, serious again, "I've had the

sheriff checking up for over a month now.

He swears it can't be Rex Larson—or anyone

else around here!"

He walked toward the door, took his hat

and jacket from the wall hook and waved

good-bye. "Don't tell Johnny we've got to

sell out—it'll break his little heart to leave

here, and that playmate of his!"

"And don't get too upset, Jane—I've got

one more idea left!"

Later, at the mine. Ed found all the men
gathered in a group, outside. And, despite

his pleas, they absolutely refused to finish

the day out.

"Well," Ed shouted finally, "tell me this.

Will you go back to work if I walk all the

way back in the mine to show you there's

nothin' to all this "haunted' stuff?"

Impressed, they murmured among them-

selves. Jeff Goodali stepped forward. "That's

fair enough for us. Mister Franklin!" The

others yelled agreement.

"But," he added grimly, "we'd rather you'd



stay out here—and stay alive! You've got a

wife and son to think about!"

"That's why I'm goin' in!" Ed shouted back,

heading for the mine mouth.

Once inside, however, his bravery melted

as a low moan came from the far-back

reaches of the mine. Fear knotted in his

stomach.

Then, remembering Jane and Johnny, he

lit his torch, took a deep breath, and contin-

ued on.

With each step, the noise grew louder.

Sometimes he heard a sharp cryt other times,

a high-pitched scream, or another moan.

Ed's clothes were soaked with perspira-

tion. His hands shook so much he had to

hold the torch with both hands. Every nerve

in his body cried out for escape, but, legs

trembling, he kept walking deeper into the

black mine.

At one point, he heard the sound of muf-

fled footsteps, then decided they were his

own. But when he stopped, the footsteps con-

tinued—accompanied by a long, low moan.

Now, each foot was a hunk of lead,

weighted with fear.

Ed moved forward slowly, one step at a

time, eyes aching from the strain of trying

to peer ahead into the darkness.

Hearing a drip farther on, he decided to

ignore it. Reason told him it was nothing

more than water. But imagination insisted

the sound was that of blood.

The moans were louder now. Ed jumped

as a scream reverberated down the mine

walls, ripping into his very eardrums.'

Then, suddenly, he heard footsteps be-

hind him.

Whirling around, he started to scream with

outright terror. Bouncing spots of light

—

reddish eyes—coming toward him!

Then he heard the sweetest sound on earth,

(he voice of his son.

"Dad! Dad!" Johnny yelled, running up

to him, followed by the mine workers, all

armed with torches. "They're not ghosts!

Karl and I just found out what it is!"

"What?" Ed asked shakily. Then, remem-
bering his wife's remarks about Rex Larson,

his fear left him, replaced by anger. "That

Rex Larson! I'll—"

"No, Dad," the boy interrupted. "It's not

Mister Larson. It's not anybody!"

"Not anybody? What does that mean?"
"It's a mountain lion!" Johnny announced

triumphantly.

"A mountain lion? But
—

"

"That's right. Mister Franklin," a voice

broke in. "These two kids came across her

outside. She's right above the mine here!"

Ed shook his head dumbly, still not under-

standing.

"She's got little ones. Dad!" his 30n yelled,

voice shrill with excitement. "Must come
here every time, to have her family!"

Jeff Goodall spoke up. "She's got a cave

right above us. Mister Franklin. And there

must be some sort of tunnel or shaft down
here to the mine."

"Then those moans, and those screams,

and those footsteps—!" Ed started chuckling,

weak from strain.

"Yep," Jeff said, laughing himself, "they

were all 'cat' noises. Reckon we made 'em

ihto ghost noises," he added sheepishly.

"And havin' her young there, she must've

started yellin' every time she, heard one of

us in the mine!"

Ed turned to his son and put an arm around

his shoulder.

"Johnny, be a good boy and run home and
tell your mother about this, right away, will

you?"

"Sure, Dad!"

"And," Ed said softly, "ask her if she can

spare the time to go into town with us to-

. morrow—to get that pony you've been talkin'

about!"







K£ATS,Y0L/ KMOW BLAMED
WELL Y' UEP ABOUT THAT
JASPER. NAMED <3ENE AUTRV





7 OF COURSE NOT.' HERE'S
YOUR £UN, SHERIFF. NOW

1

ME, WHERE IS GRUBBY a



fc/suX SHERIFF, fiRUBBV MUST \
ffl HAVE HAP A REASON TO )

fcM ACCUSE ME! HE'LL EXPLAIN I

^ EVERYTHING WWEN WE /A. GET INSIPE! _ S

Iflj MAVBE -.-AN? p^~~
:^==~~

N-lnTrn— .-
—'i^ltcEmiffijkiiaousEtEffiSi

^BrArliTTTi

n
D

Hi 5t=*U4? "tbsp

nm

-

h1 -_ -_ --£T-r"
1^!ra££v-



CUNT LOCK ME UP,

SHERIFF! £RUBBVS 1

LIFE MAY BE. IN

PANSERJ LET ME
HELP YOU FINP
HIM.'



i/thanks for stau-in'
alcn6 the trail, grubby),
~ <save £hamp an.p me .

me to set here f|r«t!





^ NEVER MINP/
WHAT'S YOUR E

A6AINST YD

^^ BLAINE f

PUT
V!PE
JNG

^\ HUTCH, MY FOREMAN
NCE j AN'ME CAU6HT HI/A

-,-^g£AN71N'A S-LEEPEE
•ft( CAKRVIN' MY KA^CH'5

UJ!I|isIW^^~"- -,v -- -

**



AW, THAT PONT PROVE
NOTHIN'/ THE COW \S>

MINE / VOUNS BLAINE
0KANP-0LOTTE7JT
MONTHS ASO /THAT'S
HIS OWN SRANP
over MINE/

' WELL, THATS EASY TO SHKK.TOtf/
WE'LL £ET THE SHERIFF TO SKIN THE
CRITTER/ IF SHE'S SEEN 0RANPE7 WITH
A RUNN1N' IKON, THE INSIPE OF THE



HI, VIC.,. HUTCH 'MOW PIP
IT GO? STKETCH PLAINE'5
NECK &OOU AN'PEOPECT

HAW, MAW/



0^EANWH!LE





/ TMIS'LL HOLP YOU
' V A WHILE, SHERIFF/pyfA
£^>r^vj'm*it

LgI

Bb^S E~£t
HB^'^ss^s 1 \ CHIRKT^

NOW I SAVVY WHY YOUNG SLAlNE
TAILEP OUT WHEN HE KEA7 THE NOTE
HE KNEW THIS SO-CALLEP LAWMAN
WOULP BE NO HELP... AN' HIS

LISTER IS STILL IN -/JwiT
PANG-EE /

31

NpTHE SHEeiFF ARKESTEP
WHAT HAVE \ HIAA FEE RUSTL1W' HAW /

YOU PONE TO NOW ALL YOU'VE GOT T'PO
A\Y eCOTHEK? I IS SIGN THIS BILL O" SALE

FOE YOUR UANCH,AN'THE
SOSS'LL SEE THAT
VOUN& BLAlME
SOES...



IT S PLAIN TO SEE TH' \ OH, WHAT A
SHERIFF MES5EP THINGS \fOOL I'VE
UP/ UNTIE TH' <SAL AN' PEA6- / BEEN /

1

HEB TO THE CREEK/I'M /THOUSH.T THE
THROUGH FOOUN' / SHERIFF,WAS

AgpUNP/ -^f HONEST/



here's a pen amy cowhanp woulp be

glad to own... the official dell

comics club ball poimt pen/

you (set it free when you

SUBSCRIBE TO
GENE AUTRy" COMICS.' HJB—

A really good looking pen with its

pocketclip bearing the DelJ seal and

the handsome gold lettering "Official

Dell Comics Club Member" on a dark

green background.

Beit of all-it's so easy for you to own

one! Just clip the coupon below and

have Mom or Dad send in for your

full year's subscription to Gene Autry

Comics—12 big, 52-page issues for only

$1.00. With your subscription you'll

get free, the Official Dell Comics Club

Pen and your Dell Comics Club Mem-

bership Certifier

DELL PUBLISHING CO., IncT • Depr. 4 GA
10 W. 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y.

(Picas jsethis

r Subs iripti

CLUB PEI

for YoyR OWN SUBSCRIPTION)
'i GENE.AUTRY Comics. Include

IM and Membership Ceri.f, cat:- toFREE Dell Coi
the Dell Comics .Club.

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: a 1 ¥«'—12 issues $1.00

D2yeori—24 issues $1.8S n 3 years—36 issues $2.70

I am enclosing remittance for $ in full payment

Name „ Age .......

St. end No.
;

City . Zone . . .
.' State

CANADA: I yr. $1.20; U 2 Y". $2.00; 3 yti. 53.00

TTED

DELL PUBLISHING CO., Inc. • Dept. 4 GA
10W. 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y.

(Please use this side tor GIFT SUBSCRIPTION)

t, Please enter Subscription to GENE AUTRY Comics. Include

FREE Dell Cor
the Dell Comi

p Certificate to

I cify.

I yeor$I.Q0

I am enclosing

years $1.35 3 years $2.70

for $ in full payment
ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM!

- Donor's Name .

jE Address ,..:..



&oa'Aiead...you can rsallu, f*
<\\e fu22gjre//01v oat!

. .and oil the Other furry fr

in Whitman's Fuzzy Wuzzy Tell

books. Every page has a bright,

colorful picture to help you follow

the story. Then, when the

yellow cat or Purrrt or the othi

appear, you can really and truly

pet them! All fai

Tell-a-Tales have hard,

plastic-coated covers that may

be damp-wiped clean. Over 50

titles to choose from

—

/ ones added regularly!

WHITMAN PUBLISHING COMPANY
h

RACINE, WISCONSIN

World's Largest Publishers of Children's Books




