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Hie same to you. .. and many of em

Three -flavored fun :f; from Mars' sunlit

kitchens—the best-liked chocolate-covered

candy bar in all the world . . . Milky Way.

1 . Rick milk chocolate

<k J 2. Golden caramel

I. Creamy chocolate

malted milk nougat



faj Rogers
KING OF THE
COWBOYS

I RECKON HE'S STILL AfiOUND, ROY
THESE BIGHORN SHEEP HAVENT BEEN'
HUNTED- -EXCEPT MAYBE ONCE OR
TWICE BY "SKUNK EYE," OR PERHAPS
SOME OTHER OUTLAW IN THIS BACK

*" OF BEYOND!







NO SLIM, YOU WON'T CHANGE MY MIND! YOU VE GIVEN

ME A SWELL HUNTING TRIP. . .1 WONT HAVE A THING TO

DO WITH YOUR MINE, BUT TO NAME IT-- -THE
BIGHORN LODE!
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i / GLIMPSING SKUNK EYE'S ^
: / HAT, JUST PEEKING OVER
f THE TOP, ROY FIRES . . .
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WITH A LAST
ROLL, THE OUTLAW
DROPS INTO A
CREVICE, OUT OF
BULLET RANGE.



BUT HE WOULDNT DARE
STAKE A CLAIM TO it-—
OR RECORD IT ANYWHERE,
ROY! AND BEFORE HE
COULD GET ANYBODY ELSE
TO JUMP MY CLAIM, tU.
BE BACK HERE WITH ,

BARTON HALL! ,

...AND THIS 1* BERYL'..

FATHER, BARTON HALL!
HE WANTS A LOOK AT
THE BIGHORN LODE,
ROY

SORRY, MR. HALL! THE
SHERIFF'S AWAY, AND I DONT
FEEL I OUGHT TO LEAVE
THE OFFICE..I MIGHT GET
UP TO THE LOCATION TOMOR-
ROW, IF YOU'RE STAYING

THAT LONG,





MEANWHILE, AT BIGHORN SPRING, MR.

HALL HAS SEEN THE TUNGSTEN LODE AND
IS ABOUT TO CONCLUDE A BUSINESS
ARRANGEMENT WITH SLIM.

FOR A GOLD MINE! 1 MAVEN'T
ACTUALLY DISCOVERED IT YET,

BUT YOU'RE GOIN' TO BUY IT NOW,

OR ELSE---! YOU THREE
CAN COME UP HERE, NOW— BUT
LEAVE YOUR WEAPONS, IF ANY,

BEHIND YOU, SEE

LISTEN, -YOU BUTTINSKY! MAYBE
I'D LIKE TO PUT A SLUG THROUGH
YOU BUT I DON'T AIM TO GET
A MURDER CHARGE HUNG ON ME
IF IT CAN BE AVOIDED! AND TO
PROVE MY GOOD INTENTIONS



OKAY! TAKE A LOOK DOWN THAT OLD MINE SHAFT I IT
ISNT MUCH MOREN A PROSPECT HOLE--- 'BOUT,
TWENTY FEET DEEP.

.

iVE GOT GRUB AND WATER CACHED
DOWN THERE- --ENOUGH TO LAST
YOU THREE FOR A WEEK, IF YOU'RE
CAREFUL! THAT WEEK WILL GIVE ME
TIME TO CASH YOUR CHECK ANlj r—
FADE. ,



BUT, REMEMBER THE, GREASE BALL- - -NONE OP

US LOOK 'ZACKLY LIKE PILLARS Of SOCIETY,

AND THE BIGGER THE CHECK WE TRY TO PASS,

THE MORE SUSPICIOUS THE BANK WILL BE OF,
US! REMEMBER THAT! ,



ah nam trmt Mm—
TO/RE SURE WO ABE STILL
m SUM'S TRAIL, BULLET?
WHY WOULD HE GO H
BBHSTON-..
THE VfUHOr



THE BOYS HAVE VOTED
THAT IT'S BEST FDR YOU
ALL TO GET KILLED FALLING

OVER A CLIFF! NO BULLET
HOLES! AND WE CAN TAKE
THE ROPES OFF YOUR . M
WRISTS- - - AFTERWARDSff



ROY! MY
ARE FREE.UH—
WHAT---?

HANDS

bullet! J
WATCH , C
out—! y
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A1 ROT'S 5 JDDEN SHOUT"-^

--A FOUR-FOOTED
SHADOW DROPS THE
COILED Ron
CARRYING AND DODGES
BEHIND A BUSH.



A "NORTHER" HAS SEEN SWEEPING THE
"SADDLE" COUNTRY WITH SNOW AND
BATTERING WIND5...LATE IN THE DAY, TWO
STRANGERS RIDE INTO PRONGHORN

S

MAIN STREET, AND STOP.
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NAWJ THEY'LL SLEEP TILL
WE'RE OUT OF TOWN---AND
THE SNOW WILL COVER OUR
TRACKS, PRONTO!

HARD CASES!
JUST RODE INTO 1 ONE'S GOT A

J CROOKED NOSE-
'EM, MILT!

Zg

other a crooked
mouth i they
took every cent

> — mmmmh! ^
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ROY! YOUU. NEVER B£ ABLE \ TWO MINUTES FROM
TO TRACK EM IN THIS \ NOW I'LL BE RIDING'
STORM' FIVE MINUTES W SO LONG! ILL CATCH
FROM NOW THEIR TRACKS H 'EM, ON TRIGGER-- '

WILL BE FILLED FULL--- '



BUT WE'VE LOST SK3HT OF THOSE OWLHOOTS?
IT WILL BE PURE LUCK IF WE CAN KEEP re^

THEIR TRAIL WITH THE SNOW ^— r*V
BLOWING HARDER





YEAH I HES OUT ON THE RANGE—WITH A

BROKEN LEG AND A BULLET IN HIS BRAIN:

NOT THAT IT'D MATTER TO A MTTLEMEN S

SHERIFF 1 IVE GOT SOME COWS. OUT THERE

lYOU CAN FILL A COUPLE OF FEED

BAGS WITH HAY, IF YOU WANT
•in AND BED DOWN IN MY ATTIC

I'D DO THAT MUCH FOR A -

TWO-LEGGED SKUNK!

ONE ROOM DOWN THERE-
FOR SANDERS AND HIS

WIFE AND LITTLE DAUGH-

TER! AND NOT MUCH
COVER- --ON A NIGHT-

LIKE THIS! NO WONDER
HE'S GOT A GRUDGE
AGAINST THE WORLD

THAT NIGHT—TOO COLD TO

SLEEP MUCH—ROY DOES

SOME THINKING

!











WOWf 1 RECKON HE'LL
GOOD NOW, ROY ! PA'S

GOT THE OTHER ONE!

8E 1 / THEN--- &M
J

f
111 JUST---
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THEY^RE THE ONES! HERE IS M1LT5 STACK OF
TWENTIES* AND THOSE TWO FACES FIT A
COUPLE OF WANTED DODGERS IN THE SHER-
IFF^ OFFICE! FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS
REWARD ON EACH OftM.





HOLD ON, BINS'
SETTER LET ME
RIDE OUT TO
DERBY'S alone!
IF YOU RE RIGHT
ABOUT THE
COMANCHES,
THERE WILL BE
OTHER REPORTS-.





HELLO. DEPUTY.1
I SON

TOUR DUST! CHASING
COW THIEVES—

f







f
QUIET, BOY! I SEE THEM NOT/--- STEAL-
ING UP THE GULCH LIKE SHADOWS!

THEY'VE LEFT THEIR
HORSES SOMEWHERE... --..-<. Kc,
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IN THE MOONLIGHT, THE
INDIANS' SILENT ADVANCE HAS
AN ALMOST GHOSTLY QUALITY
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WESTERN PRINTING

Gary Train looked down through the win-

dow of the passenger plane at the sunburned

rocks of the Funeral Range—ond wondered

at their naked ugliness. Now the heat-tortured

floor of Death Valley unrolled below—with

the plane's shadow on it, like a flitting ghost,

Ahead loomed the barren folds ond ridges of

the Panamints. But in a moment, thought Gary,

these would pass, ond green slopes would

roll on toward the Pacific—toward Los An-

geles, where his Dad would meet him. Mom
would be there, too-or perhaps waiting at

their new home. . . .

"But I'm glad I stayed East to finish the

school term," Gary mused. "After the holi-

days—"

A sudden dip of the plane broke his reverie.

A puff of smoke slipped post the window.

Another lurch, and—
"Safety belts!" The voice of the stewardess

cut through the startled murmur of passengers.

"Fasten your belts—emergency landing! Don't

be alarmed—"

Gary's fingers obeyed automatically. Being

a boy who always thought things out, he had

practiced doing thot, in his mind— just in CASE

of an emergency. Other passengers were

much slower, or loo scared to do any-

thing. . . .

The nose of the plane came up a bit, and

then-

A stunning, splintering shock! And another

—and another—

Gary shook some of the fog out of his head,

and looked out upon bore rocks—through the

broken side of the fuselage. He felt as If o

giant hand had shaken and bruised him. But

he was alive!

So were others. Alive enough to make

noises, anyhow—tight moans and broken

whimperings—some words of prayer!

"Gary! You're not hurt? Help me—"
It was Dora Kent, the stewardess, who

spoke. She was trying to get her feet under

her, though one arm and shoulder hung

limp.

"Help me, Gary! We have to get—these

injured people— out! Before there's a fire!"

Gary unfastened his belt and helped Dora

to stand in the tilted aisle. She couldn't do

much herself, but she gave him directions.

How to grasp ond pull some passenger whose

bones might be broken . . . How to stop

a bleeding cul . . . Which ones to drag out-

side first! Gary was strong for his thirteen

years—ond the need for it made him still

stronger. Soon all the living were out of the

broken plane-

There was, luckily, no fire. That is, no ac-

tual flames. But the desert sun at midday was

like a white-hot furnace hanging in the sky.

It made the rocks too hot to touch. It made

one thirsty—dreadfully thirsty! Especially the

injured folks!



I
"Gary," said Dora, as they huddled in the

I scanty shadow of the tail assembly—"Gory,

I you've done a MAN'S job! I'm proud of you!

But none of our lives are saved yet. The engine

which caught fire in the air was torn away

i when we struck, There's no column of smoke

-thank Heaven! But that means, no one

knows we crashed! No one will come for

us! Unless-"

"-unless I go for help? That's so, Dora!

I'm the only one who isn't too hurt to walk!

All right-"

Gary stood up—feeling for the first time

the pain of his wrenched and bruised muscles.

And the fierce heat of the sun on his hatiess

"Find a hat—and wear it, Gary!" the girl

told him. "And you'd better take the pilot's

pistol. You might get near enough some place

to signal with it. 1 can't give you any water—

the injured need what little is left in the

tank . . So long, and-WE'RE COUNTING
ON YOU, GARY!"

It was hours later when Gary Train saw

the coyote. Just how many hours the sun

had been burning down on him, he could

only guess. It was long enough to dry his

tongue and blur his eyesight. He had sunk

down in the shade of a rock to rest, with the

pilot's pistol on his knees, . . ,

The coyote popped silently out of a gull/

-with a ripe peach in its mouth. It couldn't

be real—but Gary took aim and fired. And

missed! The coyote took off, but HE DROPPED

THE PEACH!

It was a real peach, a juicy, delicious peach.

Gory ate the skin, too, and sucked the stone.

Refreshed, he could think more clearly. One
big fact stood out: The peach MUST have

come from nearby! And peaches do not grow

wild in a desert!

Gary dropped into the gully. He followed

it down lo a small canyon. And there was a

trail! Gary was almost running now. He

rounded a bend—and there, below him,

lay a tiny canyon 'farm! A fruit orchard-

green grass—a house and corral—!

The Indian who owned the tiny fruit ranch

met him at the door—with a smile and a dip-

per of cool water! Soon Gary was blurting

out the story of the plane crash—between sips

of cold goat's milk. When he had ended, the

Indian led him to the corral.

"I have three horses," he told Gory. "You

will take one— ride to the Ranger Station, ten

miles down the rood. I will take water and

blankets and food on a pack horse lo the

plane. Will follow your back track!"

He paused, catch-rope in hand, at the cor-

ral's gate.

"How you find my place?" he asked Gary.

"A coyote had stolen a peach," the boy

answered. "1 saw him—shot at him -got the

-peach . . . Ther 1 went looking for the

tree!"

A rare smile c eased the Indian's leather-

brown features.

"You make good in desert," he declared.

"Like Injun! Like old-time pioneers!"



SAY,

CHARLEY i.

THOSE BEANS
MUST BE
DONE-
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NMMMf THIS HCkt TAIL. WAl
SWINGING BEHIND A UVE COW,
ONLY YESTERDAY* THAT MEANS
THE BEEF RUtUEfiS HAVf
STARTED OPERATiNO AOAM
ON THIS RAN8E
WILL HAVE TO
ATRAPRMt

"--ADOPTED ME BY THE SIMPLE TRICK OF
WAGGING HIS TAIL AND LOOKING CUTE AND
HELPLESS! AFTER THAT, 1 JUST COULDN'T
SEEM TO GET RID OF HIM' I

CALLED HIM 'WIG-WAG'*...

*— BUT THAT WASN'T WHAT THE NEIGHBORS
CALLED HIM—WHEN THEY CAUGHT WM KILLING
THEIR KENS, AND TOLD ME I HAD TO PAY UP! AFTER
PAYING FOR A DOZEN OR SO HIGH- PRICED HENS,

.

I KNEW I HAS ElTHEJt TO WOOT WB-WAO.OR---



-KEEP HIM TIED UP NIGHT ANO DAY!" ONE NIGHT, WHEN THE PUP HAD GOT ME I

FOR A WALK—

"— A
BUCKBOARD

CAME
TEARING
DOWN THE
STREET
WITH TWO
PEOPLE
ON THE
SEAT-
ONE OF'EM
A WOMAN
WITH A
8ANDAGE
ON HER
HEAD!

"IT WAS SILAS BOLLES'S OUTFIT WITH GEORGE
8ALLARO DRIVING.... THEY PULLED UP AT
DOC TOWNSEND'S.JUSTAS

I CROSSED THE

-BALLARD HELPED THE WOMAN INTO
DOC'S HOUSE "



AND CAME BACK OUT TO THE WAGON, '

1 KNOW IT.CHARLEYr HE
BREATHED HIS LAST AS
I LOADED HiMONf BUT
ICOULON'T GET NERVE
ENOUGH TO TELL HER'

WELL, DOC TOWNSEND IS

THE CORONER? WE'LL
CARRY SIlAS INSIDE..

THEN YOU CAN TELL ME
WHO KILLED HIM

'DOCS BACK ROOM WAS HIS UNDERTAKING
ESTABLISHMENT WHEN WE'D CARRIED
THE CORPSE IN THERE "

6UT.CHARLEV, 1 TELL YOU 1 DON'T KNOW WHO SHOT SI

BOLLES! I'D RIDDEN OVER THERE TO BORROW SOME
COaLOIL.AND I SAW THIS CHUNKY, WHITE-FACED

GENT JUMPOUT OFA DOWN-
STAIRS WINDOW

THE JIGGER DODGED AROUND THE
HOUSE TO WHERE HE hAD A HORSE
TIED* I HtARD HIM RIDE OFF. ..THEN
t HOLLERED FOR SILAS.' WHEN I

DIDN '1 GET ANT ANSWER I WENT IN

AND FOUND HIM SHOT AND
HER HURT TOO
MUCH TO
TALKf

"I LET HIM RATTLE ON UNTIL DOC
TOWNSEND CAME IN TO LOOK AT SILAS."

I RECKON THE MURDERER
AFTER POOR SI LAS's MONE
BOX! EVERYBODY KNOWS H
NEVER PUT HIS SAVINGS
IN THE BANK— Uri.'v^^ DOC? ^4

WAS HELLO. 11
i JL BOrSJ^B

^B ? ^*~ il

m-~M
ill lift

MRS.BOLLES IS RESTING— UNDER A
SEDATIVE! DIDN'T TELL HER THAT YOU'D
BROUGHT SILAS IN HERE* HMMMT SHOT IN

THE HEAD...BULLET STILL
THERE..



CHARLEY, I CAN T LEAVE MY PATI ENT.NOW
SUPPOSING YOU GO BACK TO BOLLES'S PLACE
WITH BALLARD, AND CHECK THE SCENE OF
THE CRIME BETTER WRITE DOWN
BALLARD'S STORY, TOO... XV LL DO

THAT, DOC:

-— BUT AFTER SUPPER I RODE OUT TO GEORGE
BALLARD'S BACHELOR SPREAD TO SEE WHY ME
HADN'T SHOWED UP f THE HOUSE WAS DARK
WHEN I GOT THERE."



HUHf LOOKS
LIKE NOBODY
.HOME

JONSIOERING WHAT HAD HAPPENED TO THI

80LLESES, I THOUGHT I'D BETTER LOOK
AROUNO INSIDE.' WIG'WAG.MY PUP.CAME
IN.TOO. *

•THINGS WERE UPSET AND SMASHED, LIKE
THERE HAD BEEN A FIGHT AND
A TRAIL OF FRESH BLOODIED STRAIGHT
TO THE OPEN SACK DOOR.*

'£ WENT THROUGH THE MAIN ROOM TO THE
KITCHEN. AND THERE I SAW A MESS THAT

BROUGHT ME UP SHORTf

'

1

1 1 1 'C?^™s^i\y hey: °oggone ,t
>

Hli-TAisBr GEORGE'S BODY

Mr / jfc^ ,sflJ
'

T urJDER THERE
WJLjw^£~r~\ YOU'VE LOST THE

WMm" hTlH
TPA " ALREADY.

m\it rl*. NY0U FOOL PUP!
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Uee-yuh^
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"I HEADED FOR THAT LIGHT AS FAST AS MY
HORSE COULD COVER GROUND-- WITH
ALL KINDS OF I DEAS BOl LING IN MY 8RAIN.

1 AS I LEFT MY SADDLE I HEARD A PISTOL
SHOT FROM SOMEWHERE INSIDE THE
HOUSE."



M EASED IN THROUGH THE BACKDOOR,
QUI?* AND QUtE-ff THE LIGHTWAS tNTHE
BEDROOM, AND I COULD HEAR SOMEONE
MUTTERING, LIKE A MAN IN A BLIND
RAGE .

"

- THERE SAT iALLARD H1WSELF
WITH AN EMPTY TIM UONE* 90* <M ONE
HAND.AND H»S PISTOL IN THEWHERr
HE'D SHOT THE LOCK OFF "

- BUT BALLARD WAS T00 MAD TO AIM STRAIGHT'

I SHO* ^"E GUN OUT OF mis HAND ... .

AND ARRESTED MIM FOR THE MURDER OF
SILAS ROLLES* MS WAS THE PHANTOM
ULLER''

8UT— BUT.CHARLEYr
MONET BOX WAS
EMPTYr WHAT HAD
BECOME OF SILAS
BOLLESS SAVINGS, IF

BALLARD WON'T

^ STEAL THEM--*j

THE
]

WELL.THAT ^
/ WAS WHAT
MADE BALLARD

MAOOER THAN EVER
WHEN THE TRUTH .

CAME (2S^^
OUT V^S

WHC-5J

A^"y^S
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rents!
Solve your Christmas gill

problem easily — inexpensively

JUST FILL OUT AND MAIL
THIS HANDY COUPON TODAYI

4 !

Mail to: Dell Publishing Company, Inc., 10 W. 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y.

IMPORTANT NOTE:
Plsaw f/i'ile (who., (ndi-
tolotJi COMIC (m „mbol,)
and nUmbur ol YEARS d.,
llr.d. Alls (h«k wh.ih.,

NEW FUNNIES Nf
LITTLE LUlU ,...„.. U
TOM 1 JERRY TJ

BOY ROGER! _„_ RR
URIAH _...„ T
LOME RANGER IR
BENE AUTRY GA
100NEY TUNIS and
MERRIE MELODIH LT

CHRISTMAS GIFT SUBSCRIPTION FORM
Pliuit inui my e'dir loi I'll follswing

lhar tach o'dir ll Is include FREE

I. OSlewl M.mbarsfc.p Ctit.Bwl* to Id. D.ll Con

Udiitd Jlor.i lot**, 1 Yr. [12 iuuii) (l , J Iff

Canadian Rolti: I Yr. [11 luutlj II. 10; I Yd.

Cemltl flatten Of!»r: Fin 1 Yr. lubtmpiiom I

4 liiuti) ll.t); ITfl. [36 iuni| }I,7I

t Iron) M.Otjj 1 In. |3» Ixue.) JJ.00

only 14.50, cxJiiiiiom.il anoi 90( I
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(
uj. „nW.l W numi,,, „f /#„,

PlIASI PRINT ALL INFORMATION CLEARLY

1

SEND 1 SUBSCRIPTION foi

"© city WZonTW~

NUMBER OR RURAL ROUTE:

STREET AND NUMBER OR SURAL ROUTE:

.-iASE CHECK II,

SUBSCRIPTION

P1EASE CHECK II

HEW RENEWAL

SUBSCRIPTION
< GIFT CARD fROM

R RURAL ROUTE: PLEASE CHECK II

D NEW HHEWJlt

SUBSCRIPTION

T WRITE IN THIS S

D NUMBER OR RURAL ROUTE:

'** city V zone 'V' i
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DO NOT WRITE IN THIS SPACE
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| NO, | PLEASE CHECK IF:

Q HEW RENEWAL

SUBSCRIPTION



GIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS*
The perfect gift for children of all ages . .

because Dell

Comics are the comics parents approve and children love. 9 out

of 10 children buy at leotf one Deli Comic every month/

A Hull Comic Christmas gift subscription lasts the whole year -

12 tun-packed issues of any one of these famous Dell Comics

for the lucky child of your choice.

With each subscription we send a beautiful gift cord signer!

with your name, plus a membership card in the Dell Comics

Club. And, as a special gift, each recipient will receive this

welting Dell Comics Club Lucky Penny Pocket Piece. There is

nothing you can give for only $1 that a child will love more.

Hurry! Clip the coupon on the opposite page

CHRISTMAS WIU SOON BE MERE I

&A&1

WWW Si 50
5oneYear Niy



INDIAN WORDS
Many English words that ore used today stem directly from Indian expres-
sions. O. K., or "okay" Is a Choctaw word -"o-keh," with the same meaning
we give it in English today.

Here ore a few other words quite common in the English language,
and their'lndian sources:

"Ke-bek" was a cry of warning used by Algonquin

Indians when shooting rapids in a canoe French-

men, hearing this cry from the Indians ,on the

river below their fort, named it Quebec.

The Seneca Indians, unable to pronounce the word
"English," called It "Yongis." So our term "Yankee" ^
•imply means "English."

The city of New York gets its name, Manhattan,

from the Indians of the same name. The word
means "the hill island."

A "powwow" is a magician or a "medicine man "

White men thought the name of the medicine man k
was that of rhe demonstration. The resull was our r
present misuse of the term powwow

'£quaw" is merely the English corruption of the

Narragansett word "squaws," which means ony

A "woman." Il is not a proper designation for an

Indian woman unless you are speaking Narragan-
sett. which is an obsolete language.

.r'l VI IONO
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u'll be the happiest guy in the world when you

t your own new sweet-shootin' Daisy off your

Christmas Tree! As a new Daisy Owner you'll have

re fun and really be somebody! So— pick the Daisy

u want— at your dealer's— write down its model

number and give it to your parents. Better hurry,

though, before dealer sells his limited Daisy

supply! Meanwhile, send for free daisy

SATALOG. It tells how Daisy Owners can now

receive BB Rifle Marksmanship Training as junior

members of the National Rifle Association, or as

Boy Scouts qualify for their Marksmanship Merif

Badge. See Dealer— send for Catalog!

DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY . DEPT. 2314. PLYMOUTH, MICH., U.5.A




