


TIM HOLT'S

li Raifetly'si hcrse seems to h^ sirnhng at

IS master as Tim askr. the Mexican Irisliman il

o can't take hia mind oil food and senoritos?

But this looks more aeHou&l Tim and a badmon
prepare to fight it oul. li Tim con duck that

right and get in an uppercut, the war's overt

Tim. framed by outlaw enemies, is in jail, but

Chilo is righl on deck with hooks, chains and

mules to rip oul the bars if Tvm aoys it's OK.
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HUMAM BUZZARDS THAT HOVERED ON THE Cl« C'- ''< \.J-(u'.

BUCKTHORN VALLEY LICKED TMElt: LIPS IN ORGED « THEV STARED OOlVN AT SLefcK.

FAT STEERS «NP FAST COW PONIES- BUT 5LA5H PARlEV KNEW hG AND HIS OUTLAW
BAND WERE SOT STRONu GNOUIjH POR A OiRECT ATTAilK. TMEY PlAMUEO SOMETHING
OiFPERENT, BUT JUST AS DEADLV

AmO when TM holt ANP CMiTO DROVE A PICKED HERD OP T-H STOCK l« TO
JOIN BENCflDVER'?. TRftlL HERD BOUND fOR KANSAS RAIl.tl04DS. THEY RODE IMO THE

HATE-FEO MSeLSTRO*\ OP FLAMING 6l)N5 THAT WAS THE WORK OP—
,

THE WAR- /AAKERS I

%T 15 DARK WHEN Ti« 06T5 THE LAST OF
HiS CATTLE TMROUkiH (WES* uAP AND ONTO
THE BROkO PUTS OP BUCKTHORN VALLEY --'

^R07e OuGR TO SA\ hELlO.]
BEN. W LATTLE ARE REST-
LESS, r** GOlNi
^5TAND NlOMT mERO

WITH ThE« J
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TIM HOLT
H- ASA OOOHE HAVE &E£H

f HAViN' a PEW WORDS ABOUT WATER
RiOnrS TO THE BUTTERNUT RiVER -

BUT I 'JEVER THOUGHT HE'O
STOOO TO SJCH A LOWPOWN,

,
OHNERV stunt:

HERE'S VOOE NECKBRCHIEF.YaQE VUH LOCO.
DOOME; VUH DROPPED IT ^CARVER? J AINT

JH STAMPEDED —XBEEN OPF *W
OFF MY CATTLE ; / I RANCH \H THREE

pays:



TIM HOLT

rOR THE NEXT TWEMTV-FOUa
HOURS, TiM AND CHITO WORK
WITH THE RUNNING Y HANP5.
ROUNPiNG UP STRAVS FROM THE
STAWPEOe. ON THE MOHNINC)
OP THE SECONP PAY-

YUM 3HOr A-3A OOONE'S FORgMAN Ffla*\
eeniNO. iJOT Hi« RIUHT IN THE MlDPLE
OF THE SACK. ONE OF CJOONE'S
MEN FOUND V03E SPUR RIGHT WHERE
OJH WERE LAVJN' IN AA^BUSHl

' THIS
\ OiRTV

FRAMEJP'
I LOST THE
6PUR A

\WEEK. AGO

I DON'T UK£ THIS, CHITO- \ AHA! ONCE ^
'rwfce NOW doone or carver J^aybe cooic
HAVE SEEN ACCiJSeO OF
'S0«erHIN6 THE*- DENV;
AND BOTH TIMES SOME
TMiNO WAS LEFT BEHIND'
TO Be FOUND.



TIM

^IIhs -grw race to save oeN
CARVER'S LIPE 14 DRAMATIZE!? BV
TUB THUD OP RACING HOOVES ON
OABREN ground: FOAM FLECKS
TMEIR HORDES' rt\OUTrlS AS Tl/W

AND CHITO RiOe BEKT LOW iN

THE SAODie

^wevE A MgAp-sTAST Of* them:
W6'LL GET TO BEN AND THE ShECiCF

A PEW MINUTES BEFORE OOONE.
you Kr*OW WHAT TO DO, CMITO?

W^ 5HcRl=F,Wc JU3T PASSED N
f ASA DOONE ANP SOME OP

HIS HANDS. THEY'RE RIOil«J AFTER
». rJU TO TAKE BEN MD

,
-

^-1 5PSINIJ Hi.v\ jp; p_y

(me wOLlOnT OARe!
\ NOW, YOU aiT,

) HOLTl I CAN «0
•I HANPLE THEV\ |I

*V RANAH\N-.--' iJ

Ajp^j^
K^fi

^K n*
^glf^i^jfsr l^^^

i^-.#^^\Wl



TIM HOL
NOW COOK WHAT VUH OONeW I am SO
My PRISONER l5 MIOHTAILIN- w^EMBABRdSS"
IT LIKE Sixty out of here: ) «v face,

-^SHE EES
VER- REC?
LIK6 A
SUNSET

CMITO. fl^6BBE YOJ AN'^
Tlv\ MOLT WAS SMARTER'N
I Fie>OEREC>, SETTIN- <
CARVER AWAY FROM ME ^
POONE WOULPA SHOT ^MB DOWN LIKE A 0O6 >
(F I'D HAP H
THERE tVA^ PLAIN MUROIR

)OWE HOURS LATER, IN *

SMALL CAVE HIGH IN THE
SWEETWATER MOUNTAINS..

I'LL HAVE
HERE WITH FOOP, BEN. A
YOU STAY 1

/say, TIM. BUT

I
rCJ RATHER

/ 9m
[ ^ V^openJ

^s
!£k-HWSM

easy, poone!
I-A\ NOT -^

HERE TO
FlOHT— I

WANT TO
TALK!
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^E OUTLAW LOOKOUT PULLS
IN HARD ON A PANTINO /V\OLMT,
MIMUTBS LATER

(^ 5ee PER V IT'S A RUNNIN- liUN riOHT, V.
voneseLrl I all right ! those outfits >

h y WILL KILL eAi:H OTHER OFP,

ift I/Tr-7THEyRE SO Ek'ENLY MATLHED!...

l\' KV/ NOWS OUR CHANCE! -^

Li -^ IV LET'S HiGHTAlL IT FOR
r^^l^^._-—^HE RUNNING Vi

Tw^^ft ^ * V- - -^^ ^**<t*'

Far below, the
WAR-A\AK6RS see TIM"5 MSrt AND THE CRE«
OF TWe RAFTER A /WECT WITH HOAHHW GUN«._^



TIM HOLT
[Rifles csacKi the 5mw?p row op

SfiTTiNo 51.\oUNS D!?C-VN5 (XT THE
ANijnv shoutj of piohtinu .^\6n;

4»=i^^^"—

^

-C— -3x, ^A,,.^

;^^,j>f*'_/'^^fea^£lt/^||^.a>l^HK

^Pr

WE'VE
Flushed
THEM

coven :/
NOW c.

lEPS see >.
HOW TMOse >

"WAR-MAKntS'V
ENJOY A WAR y

THAT THey'Rer



A^ THEY NEAR TH^ BUMMINC- Y
THE IVAS-MAKSR5 ARE S-ARTLEt:
By A Burst of r\flB FtKn...

TIM HOLT
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-NIGHT FIGHT
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TIM HOLT
AFTER WRIGSLINC PAPIOLY UKE A SNAXE
ALONG THf GROUND FOR ABOUT RFTY VARDS
THE CALICO KiD Hl&ES AND. CROUCWNS LOW
RUNS TOWARD THE INVI5©LE ENClRCLiNS

SESlGGERS.
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TIM HOLT
THE W*«ON TRAIN FEELS ITS WAY
TOWWDS TOSTTILSON.lHEN ^T
DAWN.
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^TJ^^I.^^E^P^ POUND OF HOOVES
ECWOeS THROUGHOUT CACTUS PASS
IN THE RIP5AW «ANog SOUTH OFSUIL6T,,.

jfcy WARPER,

!?^
M^»ii.,J

^^g^i^3-
i^-' /it»» ^iSStimt ^'1
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TIM HOLT
JSjoins a smile

TXr PPOUP OLP WAN
so AS NOT TO OFPENP
riM RECEIVES THE STATUE.,

r THANK >
VOU? /

^ NO THANt^: Tl.W MOLT
CiOOO MAN, PEEP SHV
BEARS PEOPLE WHEN ^

. FAA\inE C0V\E. SHV *
7 BEAR NOT FOROeT.
( THIS LiOOC WEPCINe.
\ FlNP KILLER ...

HflKim^Smlt^^^^
ii6E THAT THE

eOVS WOULP
I WANT TO SCAfle
HER AWAV:
LET'S RIPE

[ OUT ANP «E£T
THE STAtjE,
ANVHOW I

iJ^A A SVACjE of the
STiRRUP STACiE COa\RAWY
ROUNCS A TURN IN A WESTERN
RIPSAW AVOUNTAIMS. A HOAH^t
VOICE CRie* OUT

fjow, you
YUH'RE AF'
CAN TAKE
HAR-nS A
WHILE 1'"

LOOlO
TER oCLD. >UH

&UT iMoeoi^v
FEMALE

iANDliN

IT IMAT MO.MCMT, LIuHTWINo'S
5av6S TATTOO THUMPER

ON THE ROAP AS TIWS SlX-
OUN LEAPS FROn ITS H0L5TBR,



<^ I WAS 50 PRtOHTENEP.
THEV WANTED ME... I*
eaie harper: t^jev-
THEY LOOKEP 50

TIM HOLT

ftpTER TIM ANP THE SHERIFF
0Cg\k THE 5AP HEWS OE HER
FATHER'S PEATH AS OENTUV
A5 PDS5l6l£ TO TMEWEEPINO
QiRI ^'- ^^.
.--' -v' I RECKON IT \
^VAS Ml&HTV THOUGHTLESS^

OF U&, MISS, TO TELL YOU 50
SUPPEMLV. 5JT we WANT TO
CATCH THOSE KILLERS- ANVTHiNo
VOU CAN TELL US THAT WILL '

BlP us

L JNC?ER5TANi7, I

--\ AND THERE
\

( IS,
JlSOMETHlNG..

YOU SEE, fM PATHER ^
kVAS AM OUTLAW. AND
HE RAN WITH A BUNCH OF
OUTLAWS UP NORTH-
O^Z DAY HE STOLE ALL
THE MONEV THEV HAD
HOeeEt?, AND CAME
SOUTH WITH IT. HE
BOUGHT THE SLASH 90X
SANCH, AND SETTLEP
DOWN TO LIVE
PEAceA?LV..'.

y.^f

I KNEW NOTHING
OF ALL THIS UNTIL
RECENTLY. I H/AS IM
AN EASTERN FIMSHING/

SCHOOL WHERE ANV
FATHER HAP SENT «E

VHEN I WAS JUST A LITTLE 1

GIRL, WHEN I GRADUATEC?,
I WAS OOING TO COME LIVg
WITH HIM. THEN, ANONYMOUS
LETteRSCA.WE, TELLINij ABOUT J

s*_, .*\V FATHER'S PAST..

THE OUTLAWS FROM
WHOM HE Stole the
LOOT W=RE AFTER i

HE FINALLY WROTE TO
MB, TELLINii *se 0= Tt

PANGCR, APV-iSING ME
TO STAY SACK EAST
UNTIL IT WAS SETTL£a\l
BUT I CA/ne OUT I

TO BE 8V HtS £IP6..

TOO I

/As ELLIc harper rests in THE PULLET
HOTEL, Tl(V\ AND SHERIFF uATES TALK IN
LOW WHISPERS ON THE PICST PLOO«--

'SB l^THE-CLL MAHE iNQTMEfi y I'LL-SEND a /wan 1
*n T5y for her. SHE'S TOO J FOR CHITO. H6 ^

DANGEROUS TO THEM '^ANP I WILL GLARP
ALIVE. THEV WROTE LETTERS I HER UNTIL THIS
ABOUT HER FATHER — ANP / THINS IS
THOSE LETTERS MI6HT A SETTLED
CONVICT THEM IN A

LAW COURT.



TIM HOLT



\7aJs E.LtE H4BPCR TURNS UP' THE
I KfROSENB LAyrtP, A HAIL OP HOT LEAP
{
5WEEPS TOWARO Ti/W

TIM HOLT



WI-SE ACTSR TMR£E KIUERS,
WHO DRVGULCHED JiM HARPER.
TW HBRe HAS AN I PEA HOW
TO TELL WHO THEV AdC

. GO AHEAP,
Tim;

DON'T ySEELV,
BfuevE
THAT
HOOWA6H.
OO YUM

T] (.^^£ AFreR ANOTHER, cow- P^TpME ROOM PARKEMS.
_tKe AND MINER, DAHCEhALL

(jiRL ANP eARTENPER.FILE IN-

TO THE SIPe ROO-VX. tVHEN TWE'

COME OUT, MiNlJrES LATER . .

.

IN THE PITCH eiA^NESi
HAMP5 OLOW WITH
fHOSPHORESCEMT
brightness; anp tim
CRIES OUT SUDOeWL'*...

. AriRGST THjse'i
THRBS MGH. SHERIFF.

riHEV ARE THE MLLEKS!
- NOT

'glow with the
I
PHOSPHORUS FRO*r^
THE SULPHUR MATCHESl
WMICH I RUSBEP ON

THE STATUC'

wetJT outl

euie harper^
\ will sell the
\ ranch anp pav '

Iback the people
/her pathgr bo&bcp i

.^THEN SME IS GOiNO /
J 6A5T, AND I'M
I GOING TO THANK

OLD SHY eeAR...

1W
€.ND.



EVEN in the dry Ariiona air, the iweat

beaded on his forehead as Flip Csrson
lOdhed down al the white sea o( wooly b3ck<(.

Mark Hcdger wai driving his sheep forward

Inward the Crary Canyons wiili reckless dis-

' regard of the agreement bctwetn himself and

tlie caltlcmen of llit Talus Basin ranees. Once
Hedjer got his woolies through those iwisted

canyon* onto thC rich grasslands of the basin,

Ihii eriire seciion would bUze into a bloody

range war!
Federal Marshal Carson grunted savagely.

It waB easy for the Chief Marshal to tell

him, "There's a powder keg in Talus Basin,

Flip. A sheepman.cattleman wflt. all set to

pop. So I'tt Binding you there. See Hedger,

See the ranch owners. Make some son of com-
promiie but — stop that warl"

He shifted in the saddle, eslitnating th«

lime it would take ihe sheep to hit the first

stretch of talus-dotted canyon slopes. He
was one man against a range, but he was a

federal marshal A surge nf pride made him
smile a little as he toed his big whit* gelding

down the gentle slope. He thinks cite man
can do it: onf good man. rhat I'l, he thought.

And it's up to me ro prove hei right!

He came down the twisting, narrow trail

toward the canyon floor with reckless disre-

gard. Stones and shale clattered and bounced
under the gelding's hooves. As he went, Flip

loosened the twin, walnut butted sixguns

strapped low un lii& thighs. It would have

been smarter, be knew, lo run for the Pitch-

fork ranch and help: but if he brought the

ranches into this attempt to stop the sheep,

the range war he came to avert would explode

with blood and bullets.

Calmly, unexcitedly, Flip knew this was
his job alone, Either he stopped the sheep
by himself, or he failed in his mission.

Out of the corner of his eye, he caught sight

of a big herd of antelope grdzing in one of

the box canyonG. Their white, bobbing tails

made Rashes of brilliance in the sunlight as

ihe/ ran. Flip swung his mount southward.
toward the entrance into the canyons.

He rode for ten minutes when the ihundcr-

otts beat of pounding hooves brought him up
with tight rein, A cowpunchcr. bent low over

the saddle, was
quirt. Behind hi

in their hands. The n

sheepmen Flip recogn:

g his paint pony with a

ne three sheepraun. rifles

man m the lead of the

: Hedgcr.
wpuncher was twenty feet from

Flip. Hedgcr lifted his Winchester. A red

Hiime leaped from the blue-steel muiEle. The
cowpuncher sobbed hoarsely and twisted side-

waya, dropping like i, stone from the kak.

Flip's hands dropped and lifted. His sixguns
roared, but at this distance he could not et-

pect a hit. The three sheepmen reined in

abruptly at sight of him ;
spurred their mounts

back the way they had come, bending low
against the whipping manes.

Flip knelt in the dust of the canyon floor.

The cowpuncher's face was a mask of pain. He
choked, "'. . , was riding back from town. Took
shortcut , , . they saw me . . . thought I was

there to spy on 'em. They chased me."

His head slipped sideways and hl» eyes

dosed. Flip growled low. There was no time

to take the cowhand to his ranch, for decent

burial. It would have lo be done here, row.
quickly and crudely ; for Hedgcr would wasto
no time getting hie sheep through the can-

yons. However, Flip realiecd, Hedger would
have to get rid of him. Flip Carson, looi ha

was a witness to the cold-blooded killing.

Less than thirty minutes later. Flip' WRS
moving forward along the rimrock. pausing

to glance back at the wind-eroded rocks where
three sticks of dynamite were set at strategic

spots in the rocks. One good blast from that

dynamite, ard fifty ions of rock V ould cas-

cade down the side of the canyon wall to block

the floor to anything less then a mountain
goat!

When Flip reached llie Hp of the rimrock,

he turned and looked far down the canyons,

where the moving sheep inadc a tossing white
blanket along the sardy canyon bottom. They
were near enough now to sec the rock as it

exploded, yet far enough away lo be un-

harmed.
Flip pressed down on the plunger, and

EOlid sheet of red flame rocked the canyon
with car-blasting echoes. Head down, h*
crouched on the edge of the clilfside. hearing

the rock split and crack, hearing it rattle and



TIM HOLT
bounce n it rumbled down the sloping v/all

toward the flat canyon floor. Dust lifted in

Sigantic mushroQins. Tiny chips of stone
thudded around him.
When the noise [aded, and as the dust was

aeltling. Flip heard the frijjhtened bawling;
of the sheep. Half a dozen men had run for-
ward, and were Mating at ihe boulders asiudc
Ihe road ihrniigli Cra/y Canyona. It would
take them days lo remove thm block. In that
time, he would have made his arteM of Hedgcr
for the murder of the cowpuncher. and the
threat ot a sheep wnt would be over. With-
out Hedger. his men would turn hack

Flip rose to his feet, balancing himself
carefully on the slender walk.
PoiiiinnnggJ
The shrill whine of a Winchester bullet

ended with a dull ihupppp on the canyon
wall inches from Ms face, then sang shrilly

as it riccochctcd upward toward the blue sky.
Flip went forward on his stomach, crawling
toward the wider tof^of the cliR,

Aeain the rifle cracked, and again. The
bullets hit .close to his che^i. He risked a

glance behind and below him. Hedger was
standing on the caiiyuii floor, leveling another
shell intp his .M-40.
"I'm after you, lawman!" the sheep owner

hellowed, "It's between you and me now! ]

^ot three days to clear thai block—three days
in which to run you to youi grave!"
And Hedger ran forward and began to

climb. He paused to wave a bluc-shirted arm,
antl then Flip saw the men who were with
hitn: four — no. five sheepmen, with lowslung
Colts and Winchesters, and bandoliers al
shells across their middles.

Flip travelled fast, up the sheer rocksidca.
clinging to shrubs and clumps of tncsquite.
He could not fight ofF six men in these rocks.

While three of them pinned him in some hid-
ing place with their fite, the uthcr three could
circle above or behind him, and a well-placed
shot would end his crime-fiEhtinE career.,

Somehow he would have in let Hedger get
close to him — but how?
From the heigln of the canyon wall, ex*

tendmg almost to the other side, was a sheer
bluff of red sandstone. It made a natural
bridge that stretched to within four lect of
the other wall. Flip ran along it, knowing
HeiJK«r was close behind him, panting and
running, eager for a spot to stop and shoot.
Flip flung htmslf into the air when he came
to the gap between the fidgcs. He hurtled
through the air in a jump, landed and spilled
amid the rocky debris littering the top of the
wall on the opposite side.

Hedger was coming, runnine fast, bent low.
Flip might have dropped him with a BhoHi"'
the distance was great, and he wanted Hedger
alive, not dead.

Flip turned and ficd, moving downwards
now, toward the canyon flour. Behind him he
heard Hedger bellow.

"He's hcadin' downward! You hombres go
batk— cut him off from below, while I pin
him to the rocks from above. We'll get him
in a crossfire that way!"

Flip moved as Fast as he dared. A slip here
on the steep slopes would spill him more than
8 hundred feet below, onto hard, jagged talus
rock f^e risked another glance into the
nearby box canyon. The pronghorn antelope
herd was uiuvinE restlessly. Flip grinned, and
angled down toward the box canyon..

. The brec/e was on his face as he dropped
Ihe last five feet into the box canyon, tt was a
wide, huge natural corral of a place, with
sheer rock walls lowering up into the blue
sky. With a grimace of recklesanes*. Flip
realised that it might prove a trap for him.
He could hear excited shouts, and drumming
feel coming up the outside Hoor, He had to
timc_ this just right. , . ,

His guns flashed into his hands, started
blasting against the wall behind the prong-
horns, Antelope will invariably head upwind
when siaiiled. Now, with white tails flashmg,
they went bounding and leaping forward
toward the narrow canyon entrance through

,

which the wind was whipping.
The antelope and the five sheepmen came

into Ihe narrow entrance together. Craeed by
the i,cr«ammg bullets bouncing off the rock
walls behind them, fulloweri by a wildly
scre.iming federal marihal. the pronghorns
never faltered. They hit the five sheepmen,
crashed them to the ground and ran over

Flip whirled, and his smoking gum were
refilled with shells. Hedger. hearing his men
yell, must have reasoned that they had corn-
ered the marshal, lie was ifandlng on a ledge
fifteen fcei from the ground, a rifle in his
hand, outltned against Ihe r«d-and-whit«.
veined canyon wall like a target in a gatler^.

Flip said, "Toss your riRe first, Hedger—
then slip off ycur shell belts and let them
fall, you're comitig into town ns my prisoner,
lo face a murder charge. Don't expect any
help from those five hombres ot yours, either.
TheyVe too busy patching up their wounds,
A pronghorn's hoof can do a lot o( damage
when you laich it in the ribs."

Hedger lei his rifle fall. His shellbelts
slipped from his hips. His shoulders rounded
and his head (ell forward. He was a beaten

Flip knew the danger of a range war was
over. He whistled a few bats of a dancehall
tune as he followed Hedger toward his hoise.
He fell good.

THE END.
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'Liw^anM^ QANG£
BOOK

THE 5Tf?AIGHT IRON...

U»eu Uf 8U0TLCM*,

B'^'INC^, ANO-rHBH aHANO CAM aAMLY

M£SC»L: AW iwofAu AMD j-WKOkM lO COUNT COUP' cxMacjy
OUIMK MACW W*3M .. __... TBBM FOQ COUWriNa UP

s MAVueY cii.>kf«n- MORGAN: a wrmMH Of* HORmam tmb dkad a»'^te« * of'-mjej
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'oG on woi-p ? wouLP
TMUNPEH' STAND THAT
STRANGE TEST OF
LOYALry BEfWEEN yWAN
anc cog, or WOUlC*
THE WOLP Bl-OOC
THAT COURSK3 iN HIS
VEINS TURN HIS AMJZruE
TO THG WIUPS ?
THOUGH TIM BEUe»/6P
IN HIM, THUNPBR Hi-v.-

seuF HAD TO &we
THB AN9WSR TD THE
PROBL&'*^ Of= THE

WILD BREEP

SOMSWHEBB ON THE SOUTHERN
*^FftiNiie OF THG T 0A« H RANCH,

AMID THE VOLCANIC ROCK RlDCiES
OF THB gAg^ANpS -
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l*AOlN6 CHITD THINKrNG
VOU'RB A WOLP. .

yOu'SB all c?og. r^
AREN'T ypu. /

X l - WROOF-

^ipctRy^''!

rWf:.2M

Sn a cow town north op
tm6 Ripsaw mountains —
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TIM HOLT
I'VE PATCHEC? HIM UP. I WE'LL PO THE
NOW IT'S UP TO HIM. ^\ ©EST WE
I-LL CALL, FOR HIM APTEB > CAN TO
1 CATCH THOSE MEN 1 SAvg HIM
WHO DRV6ULCHEC? ME— JVw TIM
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S^«5FAME?rSHAME


