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the McClellan Saddle
The McClellan saddle was invented during

the American Civil War. It was designed so

that a heavily-armed cavalry irooper could

keep a good "seat" very easily and

still swing a sabre and use a targe bore rifie.

Since the Union cavalry used vast numbers of raw

recruits, who had very little experience on

horseback, the new saddle was invaluable in

getting the most active service out

of them. After the war, many soldiers used this

saddle in their long trip "out West".
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Frost sparkles on the canvas tops of the wagon train, as the rising sun peeks
through the morning mist. . .
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It was the first sharp cold the spring colts
had known it filled them so full of life

and zip that they didn't know whatto do
with themselves.

Silver's big disappointment
came when he tried to drink
at the frozen creek! he
bruised his up1"

"AS USUAL, WHEN ANYTHING WENT WRONG,
HE CALLED FOR MOUSSA.HIS MOTHER."

VjfEE-HEE-HEE/

"THE WATER SPLASHED UP FROM MOUSSA'S
POUNOING HOOF AND SCARED HIM."

BUT WHEN HE SAW HIS MOTHER
DRINKING, HE FOUND COURAGE
TO FOLLOW SUIT! NATURE, YOU
SEE, HAS MADE WILD COLTS
SCARY OF EVERYTHING THEY
DON'T UNDERSTAND AND
THAT SAVES THEIR LIVES
SOMETIMES.



The freezing of their water holes drove a bando
elk down to wild horse creek. little silver
whistled a warning but moussa paid no
attention to the big brutes."

Scenting the elk, a
pair of wolves howled
from the rimrock."

A BIG SILVERTIP BEAR
MADE HIS KILL AHEAD
OF THEM...

"-— AND LATER SHUFFLED
DOWN TO THE CREEK FOR A.'

DRINK— SCARING SILVER'S
MOTHER AND EVERY HORSE
WITHIN SIGHT OR SCENT
OF-HIM.

That night, sylvan, the
wild horse king, kept
his band close-herded,
ready for fight or
flight... the falling
snow was a new
terror to the
youngsters.

"A BRIGHT MORNING SUN PUT AN END TO "ALL DANGER FORGOTTEN.THE WILD HORSE
THEIR NIGHTMARE FEARS. HERD SPREAD OUT TO GRAZE



From time to thae he halted
to sniff the breeze
making sure that its
direction would not betray
HIS PRESENCE! HIS EYE WAS
WILD— HIS COAT ROUGH
HIS MOTIONS JERKY.

Making sure that the herd leader was not in

sight the black stepped out of cover
close enough to startle the grazing mares,
they were more curious than scared,
HOWEVER

UNTIL THE SHIFTING WIND
BROUGHT THE STRANGERS SCENT!
THEN A HORRID FEAR SEEMED TO
LOOSEN THEIR JOINTS!"

IT WAS THE SCENT OF A BRAIN-
SICK KILLER! EVEN LITTLE
SILVER KNEW IT INSTINCTIVELY— AND TREMBLED SO HARD
HE COULD SCARCELY STAND.

THE BLACK MOVED TOWARD HIS PETRIFIED
AUDIENCE! HE KNEW THEIR FEAR AND
TOOK A FIENDISH PLEASURE IN IT.
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A MAD STALLION HAS BUT
ONE DESIRE TO KILL,
TO DESTROY! HE HAS NO
FEAR, AND HIS STRENGTH
IS THE STRENGTH OF
MADNESS!

A CLUMP OF STIFF BUSHES LOOMED
UP IN FRONT OF SILVER! HE OODGED
TO ONE SIDE MOUSSA
WENT TO THE OTHER.

Rounding the clump, he found the black
fury nearer than his mother in
fact.right on his heels!
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With a shrill scream of panic
he ran blindly, desperately,
careless of direction . . .

the bl 4cat was after him! "

"The FROZEN CREEK was in front OF HIM-
, BUT THERE WAS NO TIME TO TURN ASIDE !"



"THE THIN ICE BENT AND CRACKED, BUT
DID NOT PUNCH THROUGH AS THE
COLT'S LIGHT WEIGHT STRUCK IT,

"HlS LEGS SHOT FROM UNDER HIM '. LIKE A
TOB06GAN.HE WHIZZED ACROSS THE
CREEK."

"Behind,the killer braced,but could
not check himself in.time.

"With a crash and a splash, the thin "Bawling, soueali ng, thrashing.the mad

ice gave way." horse rose on his hind legs.



'With the muddy bottom gripping
at. his. 'feet. he hurled himself
ashore!1 the mad anger in him
was like a living flame, longing
to kill the first thing he saw."

"The mad stallion
. solid footing ..."
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The black stranger had lost none "He wheeled—and svlvan's ribs
of his fighting skill, despite his
crazed brain— his teeth barely
missed the king's throat, and drove
hard against the white shoulder.



Head low, seeking sylvans slim fore-

legs WITH JAWS THAT COULD CRUSH BONE
AT ONE SNAP, THE STRANGER BORED IN,

"
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'But SYLVAN HAD not WON HIS KINGSHIP

WITHOUT LEARNING BATTLE SKILL? A

LIGHTNING STROKE OF HIS FOREHOOF
STRUCK THE BLACK FULL ON THE FOREHEAD.

NO SECOND BLOW WAS NEEDED? SLOWLY,

THE GAUNT FORM OF THE BLACK CRUMPLED.

THE MAD UGHT DIED OUT OF HIS EYES...

Sylvan sniffed at his enemy.

" AND TURNED AWAY, TRUMPETING HIS VICTORY TO HIS FRIGHTENED HERD—STRENGTH
. ANO PRIDE IN EVERY ROYAL LINE OF HIM f"





But silver was too anxious to reach
his mother's comforting flank!
besioes.the ice had lost some of
its terror for him '. he jumped-— "

"—AND CROSSED THE CREEK ON HIS
CHIN-—MGU5SA WONDERING AT THIS
NEW AND PUZZLING PRANK I"

She ran her soft nose over his
quivering little body, making
certain that her youngster had
no hurt-. -by and by, the silver
colt stopped his trembling—
but never as long as he lived.
would he forget the horror
of his flight from the black
HORSE!

The winter months saw most of the good
grass eaten, where the wild horses ranged-
but not until spring spread its new carpet
of flowers from cliff to creek did they
return to the scene of little silver's
fright and sylvan's victory! "



SILVER ISN'T N THAT'S RIGHT, JEANNE'
SCARED f HE ACTS] I GUESS SILVER WOULDN'T
ANGRY, LONNYf ff 8E AFRAID OF ANYTHING^

ANY MORE THAN THE ,

. LONE RANGER WOULD./

Late that fall, a great restlessness
came over the silver coltf all at once,

the length and breadth of wild horse
valley seemed too small... he longed
to climb the heights and see the far
PLACES.



At a trot, then at a gallop, he
headed for the far end of the
valley? outside lay danger...and '

adventure to match his fiery spirit.

"But not far outside the entrance the
sound of pursuing hoof6eats halted him.

a familiar whinny drifted down-wind."

It was scamper... faithful little

scamper, who was never happy
away from his friend and hero,
SILVER?

Silver loveo the little rascal? in fact,

scamper was the only companion he
would have allowed to follow him, as
he climbed the wild foothills.

Snow already mantled the high
peaks, and the cold wind that blew
down from them was like atonic to
silver's hot young blood f it was the

breath of adventure.

TWO DAYS LATER, SNOW CAME TO THE
FOOTHILLS. THE TWO COLTS FRISKED ABOUT
IN IT LIKE YEARLINGS ...HEEDLESS OF THE
WOLVES THAT DREW EVER NEARER, AND
NEARER...



"They halted in mild surprise, as a

blacktail buck and three does drifted

past in feather-light bounds. the howl-
ing of the gray pack was very near
NOW."

AS THEY BURST INTO VIEW OF THE COLTS,

THE WOLVES BUNCHED UP. HERE WAS A

DIFFERENT GAHE...QUARRY JUST WAITING
TO BE PULLED DOWN!

'AT THE GRAY LEADER'S GROWL.THE
HUNTERS SLUNK INTO A CIRCLE... A
RING OF DEATH? NO GAME THUS
CAUGHT HAD EVER ESCAPED THEIR
PACK.

When the ring was complete, two gray

shadows darted in... the one to snap at

silver's throat, the other to cut the

cord above scamper's hock.

BUT THE SILVER COLT MOVED WITH
A LIGHTNING, DEADLY SPEED THAT THE'
WOLVES DID NOT EXPECTf EVEN AS HIS
FOREHOOF SENT THE LEADER SPINNING,

HIS STRONG JAWS DROVE DOWN LIKE A

JAVELIN TO SEIZE THE SECOND KILLER
BY THE SPINE.

With a quick jerk, he tossed the
lobo away with a broken back...



— THEN WHIRLED TO HELP SCAMPER
8EAT0FF HIS ATTACKERS.

"That was enough for the gray hunters;
leaving two of their number on the
trampled snow, they slunk away, to pick

up the trail of the deer-who would run,

could not fight.

IN THEIR HUNT FOR GRASS NOT COVERED WITH
SNOW, THE COLTS DRIFTED THROUGH THE HILLS
TO THE LOWER VALLEYS.

AT NIGHT THEY PICKED OUT A PATCH
OF DRY BRUSH. AND SLEPT HEAD-TO-
TAIL, SHARP EARS ON GUARD FOR THE
APPROACH OF STEALTHY ENEMIES.

Once or twice they caught the scent
of an indian campfire, and circled it,

down-wind? silver never could forget
the time when red horse hunters had
invaded his home valley.

Before leaving the foothill
country, they had one more
brush with a savage enemy as
they approached a little
stream to drink



"...A BULL ELK'S CHALLENGE RANG OUT LIKE
A BUGLE. IT WAS THE SEASON WHEN WAPITI'S
TEMPER IS LIKE GUNPOWDER, AND HIS SPEAR-
POINT HORNS ARE POLISHED FOR BATTLE."

Scamper plunged away in fright,
snorting for silver to follow, but
the tall colt stood his ground.

Gritting his teeth elk fashion, the
bull leaped forward? silver tensed...

...AND AT THE LAST INSTANT WHIRLED
ASIDE, TO LET THOSE POLISHED BAYONET
POINTS PASS THROUGH EMPTY AIRf

The BULL GRUNTED IN SURPRISE
--PLOWED TO A STOP- -"
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'—ONLY TO TAKE BOTH HEELS OF THE SILVER
COLT FULL IN HIS FLANK? THE SLEDGE-HAMMER
BLOWS KNOCKED HIM OFF HIS FEET..."
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Silver blew his nose loudly
as he watched his antlered
antagonist turn tail in panicky
flight f to him it was all a
huge joke.

"

AS HE LOWERED HIS HEAD AND DRANK,
LITTLE SCAMPER CAME SOFTLY BACK,
HEART AGLOW WITH FRESH ADMIRATION
FOR HtS FEARLESS FRIEND.

DAY BY DAY, THE TWO MOVED DOWN FROM THE
HILLS UNTIL THEY FOUND THEMSELVES AT THE
EDGE OF THE DESERT. HERE THE GRASS WAS
SCANTY, AND THE SPICE OF SAGEBRUSH TINGLED

IN THEIR NOSTRILS.

BUT THERE WERE NARROW, TREE-GROWN
CANYONS THAT SHELTERED AN OCCASIONAL
WATER HOLE-

There they often found the tracks of
other wild horses...at one water hole,
indian horse hunters had jumped a
stallion and his band."



A FEW MILES FARTHER ON.THEY CAME UPON
A FEW STARTLED MARES... STRAYS FROM THE
MAIN; BAND THAT THE INDIANS HAD BEEN GHi

Silver lost no time in makins
friends with the leaderless
"young ladies"— a strange new
p0ssess/venes3 filled him.*

....mJWJEALOUSrf HE SQUEALED AND
SNAPPED AT SCAMPER, WARNING HIM TO
LEAVE THESE NEW-FOUND FRIENDS ALONE?
HE, SILVER, WOULD BE THEIR ONLY
PROTECTOR!"

Scamper felt hurt? he didn't
understand that his hero, silver.
was starting to grow up and'act
smart^the way half-grown boys
do in the presence of girl friends.
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Meanwhile, beyond the next mesa, apache
horse hunters had trapped a wild stallion
and his sand in a narrow box canyon. the
walls were steep, bare rock.

They closed the entrance
with a stout fence, too high
for a horse to jump.



Then their best ropers closed in.. .to catch

the black and white herd leaderf after that,

taking the mares would be easy. .. they
THOUGHT."

But the stallion kept his head?
his mares were caught. . .hopelessly.

unless they chose to follow him

up the canyonside."

Here death waited for a single
sup? the mares saw it and failed
to follow.

With a last desperate scramble, he reached

THE TOPf
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...And RACED AWAY across the
MESA, TO SEEK THE FEW OF HIS BAND
THAT HAD NOT ENTERED THE CANYON
TRAP.

A BREEZE SWEEPING UP THE MESAS SIDE

BROUGHT HIM THE FAR-OFF SCENT OF THOSE
HE SOUGHT "
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Five minutes latep*silverheard
the black and white's trumpeted
challenge to battle.. and
answered it..."

Like two swordsmen, they circled each other
before closing...the black and white ready to
kill or be killed for his mares,.. silver scorn-
ing to run from an enemy, no matter how big and
FIERCE/

AT THAT MOMENT CAME A GRIM INTERRUPTION.'
AN OLD COUGAR HAD SPOTTED SCAMPER, CLOSE
BENEATH THE CLIFF.

The colt's scream of pain and
PANIC RANG SHRILLf

"

cS^ 4\ fed

W-%
Prf^T

'"XO^^

C-' -

EEEEEEEEEEEEE-AHt)

»/ilA

^54 K>;
v^wifjf^ra HB^"^
^ "f (\ ©""B HB

^^c.n*S^__* .--

AT THE SOUND, SILVER WHEELED... ALL
THOUGHT OF DUELING GONE... AWARE
ONLY THAT HIS LITTLE FRIEND WAS IN
MORTAL DANGER."

Straight at the snarlins cat he
CHARGED."



His slashing forehoofs battered the
KILLER FROM SCAMPER'S BACK..."

" TO FALL ALMOST UNDER THE HOOFS

OF THE PURSUING STALLION.

"Th*riE COUGAR'S DOOM WAS SEALED i

CAUGHT BY BOTH THE STALLION S HOOFS,

HE SQUALLED HIS DEATH SONG.

Shoulder to shoulder, the two colts,

silver and black, headed back to the
water hole,.

"AND THERE SILVER NURSED HIS LLTTLE
FRIEND'S WOUNDS.

Once more scamper was happy,

in the close companionship of his

tall partner? together they could

face the best and the worst that

the wide world had to show.



THAT'S A CREEK—
WHERE THE LINE OF
TREES IS— ISN'T



Silver was old enough to take short
trips away from his mother's protection..

ano he did so, more and more often! his
little brother, born that spring, took
MOUSSA'S attention;

His favorite lookout was a little point

of aspens that jutted out into a beaver
pond-..there he could watch the beavers,

swimming to and fro...

"...OR REPAIRING THE DAMAGE THAT
SPRING FLOODS HAD DONE TO THEIR
DAM.

HE NEVER TIRED OF SEEING THOSE BUSY LITTLE
LUMBERMEN FELL YOUNG TREES FOR FOOD AND
BUILDING MATERIALS...THE BEAVERS NEVER MINDED

HOW CLOSE HE STOOD.

AT THE CRASH OF A FALLING TREE, THE
SILVER COLT LEAPED AWAY IN PRETENDED
FRIGHT.

"Returning, he would snort and stamp,
challenging the beaver to further play.'



Them a broad tail would sup the
ground, and the colt would jump? it

was all a frienoly game."

'One day, after watching the fall of a 1

larger tree than usual." 1
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".-HE HEARD AN AGONIZED SQUEAKING AND "ThE MALE BEAVER'S MATE LAY PINNED
CHATTERING FROM BENEATH THE PRONETRUNK. UNDER THE TREE...CAUGHT WHEN IT FELLF

*,
»$* r-T—V^y^T^TT^M I SILVER WANTED -TO HELP, BUT HE COULONT

The tree was clearly to blame.' experi-
mentally, silver TOOK A BRANCH IN HIS
TEETH AND PULLEDf THE TREE MOVED A LITTLE,

AND HE PULLED HARDER.

Suddenly the tree rolled over , with a
swish.



"The male beaver lickeo his mate's face,

slowly, she moved aside f she was not
much hurt, after all.

"Late that summer, a lean old wolf
came down into wild horse valley, in

hopes of killing a stray colt.

"He found all the small colts hugging close

to their mothers' protecting sides... and

lickeo his lean chops in disappointment.

'Desperately hungry, he made for the
creek! there he might surprise an
unwary frog—or even a muskrat? or
perhaps a beaver!

"Instead, he saw something that made
his eyes blaze with fierce desire... a
fat yearling with a silver coat, alone
and helpless!



The lean,old lobg sank onto his
sfc'lly among the undergrowth and
began to crawl forward.

To THE WISE OLD BEAVERS, THE
TREMBLING OF THE TALL WEEDS BEHIND
SILVER MEANT OANSEftf

Like two pistol shots their tails cracked
the pond...the beaver's well-known warning'
silver jumped..."

A SECOND LATER, THE LOBO WAS SLIDING FOR-
WARD, TEETH BARED FOR THE ATTACK? SILVER'S
CALL FOR HELP RANG OUT LOUD AND SHRILL."
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'AND HIS MOTHER, MOUSSA, REPLIED, AS SHE
GATHERED HERSELF TO RACE TO HIS AID,''

JWHEE-HEE-HAW-HAW!

'NO LONGER MOUSSA THE GENTLE, SHE
DROVE INTO THE ASPENS LIKE A WHITE
THUNDERBOLTf NO PACK OF WOLVES COULD
HAVE STOPPED HER!

'Knowing well the fury ofa fighting \_until he saw moussa charging down
mare, the old wolf made one half-hearted on him!"
slash at young silver!" his game was -
up.but hewas too angry to quit... [ ur-eee-ui

AS HE TURNED TO FLEE, SILVER'S
SMALL, HARD HOOFS DROVE AT HIS
RUMP.*

"Then he was running for his life, one
short jump ahead of raging moussa.



The two beavers, swimming deep, looked up at

the long-legged intruder with bright.disdain-

ful eyesftheir long, woodcutting teeth could
have cut him into bits„but they only asked
to be let alone.

Wet and disgustedjhe old
lobo climbed out on the other
side. it would be some time
before he got his appetite
back,,. for colts or beavers'"

MOUSSA MADE SURE THAT HER YEARLING SON WAS
UNINJURED, BEFORE' SHE TURNED BACK TO HER NEW
BABY...AND THE OLD BEAVERS SWAM BACK TO TAKE
UP THEIR WOODCUTTING.

With his two flat-tailed and keen-
eyed FRIENDS ON GUARD, SILVER NOW
FELT SAFER THAN EVER F ALL HIS LIFE
HE WOULD REMEMBER HOW THEIR WARNING
SAVED HIM FROM A DEADLY ENEMY."





" SOME COMANCHE HORSE HUNTERS SET FIRE
TO THE GRASS ATONE END OF WILD HORSE
VALLEY. YOUNG SILVER'S HOME.

A STRONG WIND CARRIED THE
RED DESTRUCTION SWIFTLY FROM
THE VALLEYS NARROW ENTRANCE.



At the other end of the valley, more
comanches leaped suddenly from hiding,

whooping and waving blankets to turn
the wild horse band

Straight into the mouth of a narrow,
rocky canyon they drove—- where
the walls were too steep to climb.

Before they knew it. the leading But before the bulk of the herd had
MARES AND COLTS WERE HEADING INTO ENTERED THE HIDDEN GATE,SYLVAN SPOTTED
THE WINGS OF A WILD HORSE TRAP. IT! HIS HARD HOOFS BRAKED HIS SPEED."



He whirled, biting and squealing,
to turn his mares back in time."

The startled Indians jumped for their
lives— let the wild horse sand pour
past them

Through a wall of choking smoke,jhe
great wild leader took his followers!
but the red flames had passed...

" LEAVING NOTHING BUT BLACK,
SCORCHED EARTH! SYLVAN DID NOT
HESITATE--- DID NOT LET HIS BAND
PAUSE OR REST' ONLY OUTSIDE
THEIR RUINED VALLEY WOULD
LIFE BE POSSIBLE

Back in the canyon trap.moussa.the white
mare, and a few others hurled themselves
in vain against stout log walls.



Silver and scamper also were missing
from the wild king's band. it was silver's
notion—- to cool his hot, smarting feet
in the creek.

Here the creek broadened out.and
a tiny islet, untouched by the fire,

invited the swimming colts...

Here they spent the rest of that
tragic day, peering out through
their green and watery shelter,
near sundown they saw

"— MOUSSA andtheother-hares come out
OF THE CANYON, FOOT-ROPED AND RIDDEN BY
THEIR RED-SKINNED ENEMIES.

That night, silver and scamper took
the trail ofthe captives. in the
white colt burned an anger against
the creatures who had stolen his
mother and his friends.

Several miles from the valley, he
found them, camped close to the
captured mares! silver was too
wise to call out.

1



"MOUSSA HAD TRIED TO CHEW THROUGH THE
ROPE, BUT HER TEETH WERE DULLED WITH
AGE SHE THEREFORE FAILED WHERE SILVER,

WITH YOUNG, SHARP TEETH SUCCEEDED...
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While strength came b-,ck into
moussa's cramped leg, ;she watched
him tackle the top rof- of the
CORRAL.

"AT MOUSSA'S LUNGE, IT SNAPPED! BEHIND HER,

THE SMALL COLTS BUNCHED UP, WHINNYING."

With a startled yell, the horse
i guard heard the rush and jumped

to halt it..."

'• BUT OUT OF THE NIGHT, A SHADOWY
TERROR LOOMED! BRAVE SCAMPER STRUCK
A SLOW FOR HIS FRIENDS'.



Above the storm of hoofbeats
fading into night, came young silver's
taunting bugle call! the comanches
danced in helpless fury."

On the third day, he sighted the little bunch
of bachelors grazing by themselves, they
caught silver's scent and called."

Sylvan Vthe mighty spotted the
newcomers— and left his mares
to investigate! no rival leader
could trespass on his territory

With jealous squealing and snorting, he rounded -

up the missing members of his band—- moussa the
gentle, and the little colts paying no
attention at all to the pair of bachelors who
had brought them bacx."

BUT THAT DID NOT BOTHER
SILVER AT ALL, FOR HE WAS
STILL A HAPPY-GO-LUCKY YOUNG
BACHELOR! TO RUN AND PLAY
AND FEED WITH SCAMPER, AND
TO KNOW THAT ALL WAS WELL
WITH HIS FRIENDS THAT
WAS PURE HAPPINESS FOR
THE YOUTHFUL PRINCE OF
WILD HORSE VALLEY,"


