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Lucas McCain

searches for

bank robbers,

unaware that

his son is trapped

in their hide-out.
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YOU'RE \
ON, '

TEP/
C'MON, y to i

/ BE "N
, young -i

' AGAIN/ J

3W\P

Wk

Meanwhile, in north fork-'

A MOMENT
LATER.

INSIPE THE
SANK



Calmly, the outlaws head toward
their horses---

The gunfire alerts marshal micah
torrance, who is quickly on the scene--







The boys flatten T
THEMSELVE5 ON L-

-

THE KICKETY OLP
BALCONY JUST AS
THE OUTLAWS
ENTER

THAT
WAS ONE
OF THE
EASIEST
JOBS
WE'VE

. PULLED/

YEAH/ LET'S SEE HOW
N\UCH WE GOT IN
THESE SATCHELS/

^rjL:^









Cautiously, the boys start pown
the rickety stairs---

Back on the balcony, the boys
hold a whispered conference -•

WE'LL NEVER MAKE "^

IT DOWN THOSE STAIRS_ WITHOUT WAKING ««Lg THEM UP, TED/ jM
\ I KNOW/
WHAT CAW
WE PO-? 4

*^^4\.Kl
v k

4^ jjk

A
1'%j



THAT'S EIGHT/ IF WE BOTH
TRY TO MAKE A BREAK --^ THEN
FOR IT, I PON'T THINK Sk WHAT'L.
WE'P EVEN MAKE IT/ J) WE PO?

BUT THAT
WILL MAKE .

TOO MUCH

CAREFUL/ M 1% T PON'T ^
WOKEY'

I'LL MAKE !

IT/ ~A

"$\Sc^

ill 'J5$1
^jS



£%%% ^*rrszwM

I... I'M PLINNIN'
AWAY FROM HOME/
PLEASE PON'T
MAKE ME GO SACK

ONE OF US CAN WATCH HIM
WHILE THE OTHERS SLEEP/
"E'K£ STILL LEAVIN' IN

THE MORNfNV



Meanwhile, ted kides
: trail back

toward north fork'

But oust a few minutes later-

Leaving ted on the safety of
the ridge, lucas and frank
ride down toward the ghost
TOWN

And a few moments later",they
reach the ghost town hotel---
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f I HEARD DIFFERENT)
sheriff; i was told
trailtowm needs aw
honest freighter
who'll charge
fair prices!

1 VOL/ WON'T LAST A WEEK, BECK!
FITZ BAWL WILL DRIVE VOU OUT,

1 LIKE HE'S DRIVEN OUT THE
L OTHER FREIGHTERS AROUND .

ft^___ HERE1 J^^^s>3g - , ,—7—k—-^

I'M NOT
AFRAID

'OF RAWL J

AND I
DON'T
SCAffE

Veasy'-

^S^J

M-V wMEmMlA ^c*

ili-Mlj
^fe-^l-SwiL^'
&fe-\^"? /^B r

^ HOW
DO VOU

' I STAND FOR LAW AND
ORDER; I ArttPfV RAWL'S
A CROOK , A GUNRUNNER
AND A killer; BUT I
CAN'T PfiOVS IT! I'D
JAIL MlM TOMORROW

IF I COULD



TMS SNEBiFF 4.SAVFS, BUTSWIM S7W$.

.

I'M STARTING SMALL, 5HAWN,
TWO wagons: TWELVE MULES
I NEED A DRIVER FORTHE
SECOND wagon: DO YOU
v KNOW WHERE I CAN

GET ONE?

I'LL COME TO THE POINT,

BECK! I CONTROL ALL
THE FREIGHT BUSINESS
IN THIS TERRITORY
AND I'LLGiVEYOU
TWENTY-FOUR HOURS

TO GET OUT

YOU'RE WRONG ON BOTH.
POINTS, RAWL1 FIRST,
VOU OQM'T CONTROL ALL
THE BUSINESS, BECAUSE
I'VE SIGNED UP FOUR

ft customers: AND,"
|2JH|\ SECOND, I-AM/VW



3»i£ASXTMO&MA/G, SHAWM &DES T«£ G£S£#MT/OK~
BOUA/D WA60M W/TM J£ffQY„.$AWL FOLLOWS'S&/W0...

I'M SORRY TO HAVE
TO DOTHIS,JERRV,
BUT I HAVE ORDERS
TO SEARCH THIS
WAGOW! BEEN

INFORMED VOU'RE
CARRYING GUNS TO
THE INDIANS'.

^NOUR INFORMATION'S WRONG, SHERIFF
BUT GO AHEAD AND SEARCH:

I SUPPOSE vou knotm
GUMRUNNINGISA
FEDERAL OFFENSE,
b*. BECK!



FORGET IT, CAPTAIN! ^

BUT NOW THAT VOU'VE
SEARCHED ,4*/ WAGON,
VOU BETTER TAKE
A LOOK I N RAWL'S

WAGONJO0I AND CHECK
FORAFAL6E BOTTOM!

FALSE \
BOTTOM? J

( LAST NIGHT, SMAWN AMD
I FOUND SOME RIFLES

THAT HAD BEEN
SUPPED INTO OUR
WASON I WE WENT TO

ACCUSE RAWL AND SAW
. HIS MEN LOADING
Vrifles in ttts wagon;

NOU ARE UNDER ARREST, RAWL! WE'VE SUSPECTED VOU
WERE HAULING CONTRABAND TO THE INDIANS , BUT WE

COULDN'T PROVE ITi NOW WE CAN!

LOOKS LIKE YOU'LL BE
LEAVING TOWN INSTEAD

OF ME, RAWL!

K>
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"Whooee! That was the worst coffee I ever

tasted," Ed Ramsey exclaimed, as he tossed

the remains of a cup of coffee onto the camp-

fire where his wrangler partner was stirring

up a batch of sour dough biscuits.

Bill stood up straight. "If you can do bet-

ter, then the job is yours!"

Ed laughed. "No offense. I wasn't com-

plaining. Must have been something I ate

that left a bad taste in my mouth."

"So, now it's my cooking that leaves a

bad taste in your mouth!" Gill yelled as he

slapped a biscuit into the frying pan.

"Not at all, pal," Ed replied. "I've been

chewing on a willow twig, that's all."

The partners let the conversation drop at

that, and they settled down to eat their sup-

per. It had been a hard day in the saddle,

and the stray yearlings were rounded up in a

box canyon across the way. Tomorrow would

be the day they would drive the few strays

to the south pasture to join the big cattle

drive to the railhead.

With supper finished, Bill and Ed bedded
down beside the campfire, unaware that they

were being watched by two men hiding in the

rocks behind them.

"Shh!" whispered one man, as he quietly

crept between the sleeping cowboys and, with

deft hands, removed their guns from their

holsters. Then with a nudge of his foot, he

awoke the wranglers. "Come on in, Dandy,"

he called to the waiting man.
"What do you want?" Bill demanded.
"Just a swap of clothes, friend, and you

better hurry it up!" the gun-pointing man
hissed. "Your pal, too. Off with those duds.

My buddy can use them,"

It was then in the light of the dying

campfire that Bill and Ed noticed that the

strangers were dressed in prison garb. Real-

izing that their visitors were desperate men.

the wranglers quickly removed their outfits

as ordered.

"Don't be nervous, friends," the other

stranger said. "Nobody's gonna be hurt. We
just want your outfits and your horses.

Besides, our duds will fit you just fine."

As the men rode off, Ed tossed a chunk
of wood on the fire and said, "You might as

well brew up a pot of coffee, 1 can't go to

sleep, knowing a posse is looking for men
in duds like these."

"You're right, Ed," Bill agreed. "If a posse

came on us sleeping in these outfits, they'd

shoot 'fore they woke us up."

While Bill was making a pot of coffee, the

posse rode in.

"The men you're after headed that way,"

Ed shouted, as he pointed west.

"You're the men we're after," snarled the

sheriff. "Get those hands up."

"But, sheriff, we're just wranglers. The
men you're after took our clothes and our

horses and headed west," explained Bill.

"Not a likely story," frowned the law-

man. "You're probably taking over this

camp while the wranglers are. changing
shifts and are waiting to hold them up
when they get back. Move! You're coming
with us!"

"No use to hurry back, sheriff, at least

not until we get a cup of this Java under
our belts." a posseman said, as he handed
the sheriff a cup of coffee.

"PTUU!" sputtered the lawman, as he took

a drink of the brew and then poured the

rest of it on the ground. "What's that awful

stuff? Poison?"

"Nope, it's Bill's coffee," laughed Ed.

"Guess it'd' almost be worth going to jail to

get a good cup of Java," he grinned.

"Don't plan on it," the lawman said.

"You're not the men we want after all!"

"They're not?" exclaimed the posseman.

"What makes you so sure?"

The sheriff holstered his gun and with a

gesture of defeat answered, "Because the

two fellows we're after are prison cooks,

and they'd have been hog-tied and whipped
bv their fellow-prisoners if they made coffee

like that."

Ed turned to Bill. "Pour me a cup of that

coffee, partner. I'll never be one to complain

about your poison again!"



I'M LOOKIN' FOR 1 Wfe-
.

A MAN CAU.EP Ji WStl I THINK
LUCAS - H HE '5 OVER1

McCAIN/ WAhotel.'
KNOW
WHEGE I i

i
CAN FINPi

.. HIM? ^ ^>^; "_. -^i>^

Bfeafc KodI

\^i KgS§ r

r

\\\vl R? - ^1I
In the hotel ---
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—
BO

FLETCHER!
WHAT BROUGHT
you OUT OF THE
MOUNTAINS

I COMB TO SEE '

YOU. YOU ORNERY
SOPBUSTER •

"

SICES, I SOT
SOME PELTS

1 SELLJ





i...rLL Firr
you down

IN 102. ..IT'S
AT THE END
OF THE
HALL...



WELL, I -JUST HOPE W IF HeT^
HE WON'T GO TO I £?OB&, *

BKEAKIN' UP THIS - Z
HOTEL WITH HIS ^f\ SENP
YELLIN' ANP A ME THE

STCWPIN' AIZOUKO/



SURE PON'T KNOW
WHY SHE OBJECTS
TO ME SMELLIN'

.IKE A BEAR/ IT
TOOK NEAR A
WHOLE POUNP

OF BEAR

'CAN'T SET THE
HANS OF THIS
PANC1N' ANyWAV.'

it jusr*
TAKES
TIME,
BO..

EMILY, THIS IS BO FLETCHER/
HE'S VISITING NORTH FORK
FOR A FEW
PAYS- --LIVES
UP IN THE
MOUNTAINS/^ - "S PLEASEP

Anp SOON
,
YOU'RE COINS FINE,

' MR. FLETCHER'-'I'M
AWFULLY /5LAP
LUCAS INTROPUCEP
US/ I'M AFRAID I
WOULF HAVE BEEN
7 SITTING THERE •

ALL NISHT..

SURE PON'T
KNOW WHY—
A PRETTY
6IRL LIKE
you

, PON'T TEASE ME,
I MR. FLETCHER— I'M
NOT FKETTY ANP I
KNOW IT/ vJLIST

"GOOD OLP EMILY"...
THAT'S WHAT FOLKS

t AROUNP HERE ,
THINK OF ME/"



HEY, LOOKS S/ SURE IS A
LIKE OLP EMILY'S J HOMELY
GOT HERSELF I COOT,
A BOYFRIEND/ S\ ISN'T HE?

I PON'T MINIP yOU BOYS
IN5ULTIN' ME...BUT you KE6P
WHIR TON6UE WHEN IT COMES
TO MISS EMILY, YOU HEAR.'
SHE'S NOT <Oi£» EMILY..

HE STEPPIN' ON T COME ON,™
YOUR FEET, MISS SO. .PON'T
EMILY?. ..OK ARE / FAY ANY ^M
YOU STEPPIN' /ATTENTION ^M
^ON HIS? HA/ ± TO THEM/^B

Hn^^u
bM^b^

]KeF^%\_1

© UC) -, ok^ii

W^^K)
OH-OH...THP LOOKS LIKE 1l CIVILIZATION J», IS CATCHINS 1

Wtf UP WITH BO -ft FLETCHER/

J

/,Vi~MPwv
*P Hfer^/"TMB

r**Nfc'^^f^^^



IT'S ALL W I'M SOKRY, MISS ^
RIGHT, FOLKS..A EMILY ••JUST 6CTT
THE TROUBLE'S J KINPA CAKRIEP

~'VER... _^ AWAV, I GUESS..



CONGRATULATIONS, a/ I'M 6LAP OF
BO/ AND AS FOR THE \ THAT, LUCAS.'
WEPPlNG, YOU JUST JT 6URE
LEAVE THE PETAJLS / WOULPN'T

TO M£.., , - —<j KNOW WHAT
TO PO.'

The NEXT pay--



I HAVE A FEW THINGS Y I'LL
TO VO FOE EMILY.' YOU BE
MEET ME AT THE J THERE.
CHURCH IN ONE HOUR '

THAT BIG APE MADE A FOOL
OF US, PETE... AN' BEFORE HE
LEAVE5, I'M GONNA SEE HE
LEARNS A LESSON/

In his room, bo is unaware of the
poos opening behinp him-"





GUESS A MOUNTAIN MAN
UON'T HAVE NO BUSINESS
IN THIS CIVILI7.ATION---I
GET ALONG BETTER WITH
THE BEAR& AN' COYOTES
THAN I PO WITH

~~

WE HAVEN'T TIME, SO! IF WE
PON'T GET TO THE CHURCH,
EMILY'S GOING TO THiNIC

yc?U SACKEC7 OUT

'



The Bison (Buffalo) stands six feet at the

shoulder and weighs more than 3000
pounds. Its upward curving horn is sharp.


