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PLEASE.HOSTEENNEZHT YOUR GRANDSON
WON'T DIE UNTILI BRING A DOCTOR THAT

_. IS, IF HE'S KEPT WARM AND DRY. . . ^ -"
j i
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BUT IF YOU LEAVE BILLY
OUT HERE INTHF. RAI
HE'LL DIE SURELY
GOT PNEUMONIA,
OH, PLEASE r-

ME? OH, JUST A \ 0H,IT3 JUSTTHEIR
YOUNG COWPOKE SUPERSTITIOUS FEAR
TRYING TO SET S"THAT IF ANYBODY
ALONG... BUT WHAT'S\DIES IN A HOUSE,'
THE NAVAJO'S REASONJ THE EVIL SPIRIT

,
FOR TREATING A fA THAT ENTERS THE
KIDTHISWAY? / CORPSE WILLS—-. - j . • 1 HARM THE LIVING.

HMMMf THE KID'S BURNING J I- -I'M HELEN DAY,-
UP WJTH FEVER.

. . HOW'DID I DOING MISSION WORK
YOU COMETO FIND OUT 1/ AMONG THESE fJAVAJ05._
ABOUT HIM, MAAM? f] AND HELPING' WHEREVER

I CAN. .. THEr'NEED
ABOUT EVERYTHINGif



I M GOING TO RIDE FOR A
DOCTOR ANYWAYf THERE
MIGHT STILL 8E A CHANCE-^

1 WAIT.MISS DAYf WHERE'S
[THE KID'S MOTHER 7^—

Hf«T*V-T7^.
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ME JOE JERRY, . . ASK HER IFI CAN
ME BILLY'S FATHER,' TAKE BILLY TO THE
BILLY'S MOTHER, DOCTOR—IN MY ARMS
BAH TAM.'SI'CK

—

IN HOGAN..

WHITE MAN .SURE HE WlLLf AND WELL-
TAKE-UM J BRING THE DOCTOR BACK
BILLY... S T° SEEYOU.TOO.BAH TAM.
MAYBE WHITE
DOCTOR
HELP-UM.

YOU CAN CALL ME HELEN,
OR ETNASHOTI YAZHI.BUT
NOT "MISS DAYf" ,

—

'

w^ 1

ALL RIGHT-
CALL ME
ROYr BUT
WHAT DOES
ETNASHOTI
YAZHI
MEAN"

ETNASHOTI MEANS
"BLACK COAT"
THE FIRST
MISSIONARIES
HERE WORE





COMING OUT? I
THOUGHT THE INDIANS
TOOK THEIR SHEEP
INTO THE CANYONS
FOR BETTER
PASTURE AT THIS
TIME OF THE

YEAR.

THEYDO.ROY...
HOSTEEN NEZH
TOOK HIS FAMILY

AND FLOCKS IN,

THREE WEEKS
AGO

BUT THEY GOT
SCARED BY SOMETHING
...HOSTEENNEZHSAYS
IT WAS THE SPIRITS
OF THE "OLD PEOPLE"
COME BACK TO HAUNT
THE CANYON..

"'

"OLD PEOPLE"THEY
MEAN THE CLIFF
DWELLERS T

/HERE'S THE STATE HIGHW
^ JUST A COUPLE OF MILE

AY ALREADY, ROY? THE TOWN IS

^8s
—-Sk.

i^^^tt
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THE LITTLE FELLOW IS BREATHING OH.IHOPE SO
SETTER r THERE'SA GOOD CHANCE AND.DOCTOR-
THAT HE'LL PULL THROUGH ALL

LOOKf YOU AND
mr. rogers will
have to eat
before you. •

ride back...
Ill meet you

. at the long-
horn restaurant.

. . .SO THESE NAVAJOS LEFT THEIR SHEEP AND
WAGONS AND MOST OF THEIR GEAR AND RAN
BECAUSE THEY SAW SPOOKS .' YOU DON'T /—

—

BELIEVE THAT, MISS DAY?

AT LEAST, HOSTEEN NEZH AND HIS PEOPLE
SAW QUEER LIGHTS ABOVE THE OLD CLIFF
DWELLINGS.AND FIGURES OF PEOPLE OR
SOMETHING THAT THEY THOUGHT WERE
SPOOKS



GOOD NEWS.HOSTEENNEZHf LiTTLE BILLY IS BETTER-
AND I'VE BROUGHT THE WHITE DOCTOR.

MEB8EYOUSEE- UM—
MEBBEYOU DIEFlRSTf
MEBBE YOU KETCH-UM
SICK LIKE BILLY AND
BAH TAM

"

WAIT A MINUTE— WHAT ABOUT THOSE SPOOK
LIGHTS YOU SAW? WHAT
DID THEY LOOK LIKE ?

THE OLD BOY IS SCARED,
ALL RIGHT—ANDANAVAJO
ISN'T AFRAID OF ANY-
THING THAT'S GOT REAL
FLESH AND BLOOD





I ALWAYS THOUGHT
NAVAJOS WERE MEN

1 AND YOU'RE ACTING
LIKEASCAREDKID,
FELLOW r THE
WHITE GIRL IS

STAYING— IS

SHE BRAVER
THAN YOU

YOU RIGHT,
ROY ROGERS T

IF ETNASHOTI
YAZHI STAY,
JOE JERRY
STAY TOO. >

I



*"€... THESHEEPTHAT
A^YCJU JOE'S PEOPLE LEFT
*££,:££ HERE— FOR ONE
-£°^L\ THING. .. SEE YOU
T° L°°KjHEREAT
FOR,ROY?j SUPPERTIME

SPOOKY? WELL,SOME
OFTHEM ARE. ..I'VE
SEEN AWHOLE VILLAGE
BUILT IN A SHALLOW
CAVE- -STONE HOUSES
THAT NOBODY HAS
LIVED IN FOR PER-
HAPS A THOUSAND

YEARS



FIGURE IT OUT YOURSELF, JOE..
IF A BUNCH OF OUTLAW WHITE
MEN WANTED TO OPERATE IN

THESE CANYONS WITHOUT
ANYBODY ELSE KNOWING IT—

-

WHAT WOULD THEY DO ?/"""

PLENTY MORE CANYONS
WHERE NO INJUNS LIVE..

WHY WHITE OUTLAW -

^WANT-UMTHISONE?^

\ THAT'S SOMETHING >
J I A1MTO LEARN

—

)
< IFI LIVE LONG ^C ENOUGH, JOE, --£

sfs

Kjfe''-^-<f
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HIGH ON THE CLIFFS
ABOVE,SUNUGHT GLINTS
BRIEFLY ON POLISHED



WE'VE GOT TO GETABOVE THE
•BENCH" JOE—SO WE CAN
LOOK AROUND BEFORE PUTTING
OURFEETINATR,

LET'S GET AS NEAR
AS WE CAN-- AND
HEAR WHAT THEY'RE J
TALKING ABOUT./

HE WON'T GET MIXED UP--NOT
AFTER WE SET OUT THE LANDING 1

FLARES... LISTEN f THAT'S HIS ,

MOTOR NOW.'



CHOCK THE WHEELS )



REACH—MISTER ALIEN-
RUNNERT YOU'RE THE
ONES THAT'RE GOING
TO DISAPPEAR FROM
THE SCENE,! RECKON.



KOYf \
iS THAT /
YOU OR ta
YOUR

~
GHOST? j

HELEN r DOC—AREYOU OKAY?
I'LL HAVE THOSE ROPES OFF J
| YOU IN A JIFFY.. .y-^^^M

^r

hi

m
WE WALKED—OR CLIMBED
RIGHT INTO THE GUNS OF
SOME MEN WHO ARE
SMUGGLING ALIENS ACROSS

, THE BORDER, ROY.







Roy's man,though
down, is fast and
dangerous







Minutes laterthe smugglers' plane comes
down at careytovws small landing field.

THE GOVERNMENT MEN
KNEW THAT A LOT OF
ALIENS WERE COMING
IN THROUGH THE DESERT
TOWNS—BUT THEIR
LANDING POINT WAS

' A MYSTERY.

I LEFT MY FRIENDS AND
MY HORSE IN THE CANYON,
SHERIFF— SO I'D LIKE
TO FLY BACK WITH YOU,
INTHE MORNING. ..JUST^,
CALL ME AT THE t

HOTEL.





THANKS,ROY ROGERS, FROM MY/
HEART— FOR EVERYTHING? J , _--/ THAT'S MUTUAL,*.

/HELEN r YOU PLAYED
/ A MAN'S PART WITH
I US— IN A TIGHT,-'
vS-j PINCHf _J

ex
we'd better go looking for our
horses--all four of them.. .1 guess
that's the last you'll see of your
etnashot! yazh1 for a while .

I MEAN, SHE'LL BE GETTING MARRIED AND j
HAVING A FAMILY OF HER OWN TO TEND. .

YOU'LL LOSE YOUR LITTLE MISSIONARY.



PIONEERS OF
THE OLD WEIT

JED- SMITH -
MOUNTAIN

Where the blue waters of Lake Mead
back up behind Hoover Dom, two
wilderness rivers used to meet. Flowing
from the north, the Virgin joined its

fierce, current to the Colorado. Near
here, the water ran smoothly enough
to allow a boat or a raft to get across.

The two dozen mountain men who
stood at this spot in the fall of 1826
had no boat. To get across with their

packs they would need to build rafts

—

but that was no. trouble for those

rugged pioneers of the West.
Trappers, traders—Indian fighters,

as a matter of course! They were also

explorers of an almost unknown
country. Great rivers, whose every turn

is now mapped, were scarcely yet

named.
Jed Smith, the leader of the party,

knew more of the Southwest wilderness

than anybody. He had been this way
once!

Years before he was old enough
to vote, this voung New England

Methodist hod heard the call of
adventure. At the age 23 he was
already a noted trapper and guide. His
companions were William Sublette and
Thomas Fitzpatrick—names famous
through the west of 100 years ago.

Now, at 26, jed' Smith was at the
height of his career. Only two months
before, he had completed an extensive
piece of exploration—across the high
Sierras westward through the unknown
Nevada and Utah deserts. That was a
two-way trip. It. makes the more
famous Fremont's explorations look
tame.

But Jed was not .thinking of what
the history books would say about him.
He was 1 'considering how quickly he
could get his party of traders across
the river—without losing their packs
or their scalps.

The Mojave Indians were always
looking for a,; chance to ' lift a white
man's hair. Twere might be a big war
party of the red men within rifleshot at

that very minute. They wouldn't show
themselves unless'they could catch the

mountain men at'a disadvantage.
Jed, as leader, had to make plans for

his whole company. For instance, how
many rafts should they build?

It would be safer, in a way, to make
just one trip across, keeping the twen-

ty-odd men together. In case of Indian

attack, 20 rifles couid rout almost any
enemy armed with bows.

But rafts for one crossing would take
too long to build. Jed decided on half

the number. He^-gove the. orders; the

men fell to work.
With rawhide strips, driftwood and

green wood. were bound together. The
little rafts were' floated, loaded, shoved
off by their crews. Poles served for both
pushing and ' paddling. They would
have to make two trips.



Jed went with the first party. As
they fought the current, their cranky
craft turning around and around, the
dread war whoop echoed through the
canyon.
A few rifles banged, on the shore

—

TOO FEW! Ten men had been left

there. Already the surprise attack had
taken heavy toll.

The Mojaves swarmed down upon
those still alive. Arrows 'and toma-
hawks completed the massacre. The
savages' knives turned red.

The men with the rafts fired their

rifles—but they were helpless" to do
more. There was nobody left to rescue.

To return would be only to throw away
their own lives. /

With bitter words, they reloaded.
The Mojaves would be crossing the
river after them. They would be hard
put to it to save their hair. Their packs
held many things 'that the savages
would risk their lives to get.

It was up to Jed Smith to get his sur-

viving mountain men out—and in the
end, he did it. He knew the trail to the
San Gabriel Mission. There were the
Spanish padres, and safety.

A refuge—but hardly o welcome!
The Spanish did not want the moun-
tain men or their trade. They feared
'and detested the Anglo-Saxon's law-
less energy; his fearless, reckless will;

his wild humor.
Because Jed Smith was a different

sort, who reverenced both God and
humaakind, the Spaniards let his party
come, and go. Jed had been there be-
fore. Son Gabriel respected him.

Smith led his rough-and-ready crew
north to his camp on the Stanislaus
River. A number of other traders and

trappers were already there. It was the
best substitute for home that these
homeless men could find. But not even
a camp could hold Jed's restless spirit

for long.

From Stanislaus he pushed his ex-
plorations northward through Califor-

nia. He led his buckskin clad compan-
ions through the giont redwood aisles.

There the sun shot slender spears of

light between dim, tremendous tree

trunks. Stepping behind o single red-

wood a dozen men would be lost to

sight.

Jed Smith wasted no time in mere
wonderment. He must always find out
what lay beyond. . .

.

Beyond the redwoods lay the Wil-
lamette watershed^—and death for all

but three of Jed Smith's band. The
Umpqua Indians reaped a rich harvest
of scalps, and furs from the trappers'

packs. But they missed Jed Smith..

Five years later, Jed lay on his stom-
ach, his parched lips in the warmish
water of the Cimarron River. He drank
carefully, slowly, for he had been days
without o good drink. When he had
soaked up oil the life-giving fluid that
he could, he would fill his water bottle
and hurry back to the wagon train.

At last he stood up, wonderfully re-

freshed. He turned—to confront a
band of painted savages.

At once the horrid Comanche war
whoop rang out. Jed Smith must hove
known that this was the trail's end for

him.
Jedediah Strong Smith died as he

had lived—on the brink of high adven-
ture. One of the first explorers of the
Old West, he blazed, the trails for a
greater America.
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/Charley, what happened to a
[brownie. the beak cu3 you '

*>told us about
awhile ago—
i mean, after

j^p-a

^B*^i
J^HARRUMPHP
7 WEL1 UH...

*i^V%%X YOU'LL PROMISE ,

TO BE C-OOD TILL
DINNER'S READY Jy//\\^s^^ AND THE BOY5 A
\RIDE IN ..-j^\

' ss^55w*\

WHEN BROWNIE CAMEtOUT OP HIS DEN
THE SPEINS THAT HE WAS THREE
YEARS OLD, HE HAD NO INTENTION
OF LIVING ON JUST S5DOTS AND
RABBITS.

HE REMEMBEEED THE LADY CAMPEB
WHO HAD FED- HIM ON BREAD AND
JAM... IF HE COULDN'T FIND HER,
HE'D LOCATE SOME OTHEB HUMAN
TO SPONGE ON.

IT WASNT LONG BEFORE
HIS NOSE LED HIM TO A
LOGGING CAMP.



THE CLOSEG HE GOT TO
THE BUNKHOUSE , THE MORE
HIS MOUTH WATERED.

'THE COOK, 5HORTY BURKE,
WAS JU5T PUTTING A PAN

OF" POCK AND BEANS INTO THE
OVEN WHEN BROWNlE WALKED IN...
THE^g WAS NOBODY ELSE AROUND.

"AND BROWNIE STARTED
G03SUNG UP THE
SPILLED BEANS.

"WHEN HE'D FINISHED EVERY" LAST BEAN,
HE LAY DOWN BESIDE THE STOVE...

WHEN HE
SURE THE BEAR'
WAS ASLEEP,
SHORTY BURKE
BEACHED DOWN
AND SOT THE
RIFLE-THAT STOOD
AGAINST THE WALL.



'JUST AS SHORTY WAS FIXING
TO PUILTHE TRIGGER,
BROWNIE OPENED ONE EYE

,

AND STUCK OUT HI5 TONGUE
LIKE A FRIENDLY DOG.

HE GOT DOWN FROM
THE BUNK AND TIP-
TOED CLOSE FOS A
BRAIN 5HOT.

THEN HE ROLLED OVER- TO
HAVE HIS STOMACH SCRATCHED...
THAT WAS TOO MUCH FOG
SHORrry burke.

.SHORTY HAD THE BEAR COVERED UP.

•WHEN HE PULLED THE BLANKET
OFF HIM, THE PUN COMMENCED.



'me told the lumberjacks that
browne was really as tame a5 a
kitten, and he aimed to teach
him a lot op tr1ck5.

IT PIDNT
TAKE LONG
FCf? BROWNIE
TO MAKE
FRIENDS. WITH
EVERYBODY WHO
WOULP FEED
AND FU5S
OVER HIM.

"WHEN THE ICE BROKE
UP AND THE LOGS
STARTED DOWN -

SIVEf?,

AS THE BOSS STARTED OFF TO GET
HIS RIFLE, SHORTY COLLARED HIM,,,
SHORTY WAS FIGHTING MAD.



' SHORTY KNEW RIGHT THEN THAT HE'D
BETTER NOT WAIT UNTIL THE SOSS WOKE UP.

SO ^ = TCCK AC...
GRUB INSTEAD OF THE SIX MONTHS
PAY THAT WAS DUE HIM...AND HEAPED
UPSTREAM WITH 0ROWNIE

.

AFTER THEY'P
CARRIEP THEIR.
PUFFEL APOUND
THAT...



SHORTY GOT PRETTY
WELL BANGED UP ON
SOME MOPE ROCKS
UNDER THE WATER.

WHEN HE CAME UP, HE HAD
JU5T ENOUGH STRENGTH TO
GRAB BROWNIE'S FUR AND
HANG ON...

"UNTIL HIS FOUR-FOOTED
PARTNER TOWED HIM
ASHORE

.

THAT SETTLED MATTERS, SHORTV
BURKE TOLD BROWNIE ...THEY'D
BUILD A LOG CABIN RIGHT- THERE
WHERE THEY STOOD.

WE-ELL, THAT'SiN
WHAT YOU MIGHT
CALL ANOTHER
STOR'.r. PAT... I'LL

TELL IT TO YOU,
ME3BE, ANOTHER

TIME





Roy Ros<»s, starring in Republic Pic!


