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SAGOAnO-r%Zs%T

From prehistoric days
to the present, the indians have
depended on this giant cactus
for food, water and building
material. the liquid from the
saguaro is made into delicious
preserves, jams and candy by
the desert indians.

When the white men
migrated westward through
the desert and ran out of life-
saving water, it was this majes
tic plant that offered liquid
to thirst-ravaged men.

In THE DRY, WIND-SWEPT
DESERTS OF SOUTHERN ARIZONA
GROWS THE GIANT SAGUARO CACTUS.

FORESTS OF THESE HUGE TREE
CACTI TOWER THIRTY TO FORTY
FEET ABOVE LESSER MEMBERS OF

'

THE CACTUS FAMILY. THESE GIANTS

ACT AS A RESERVOIR FOR WATER
DUE TO THEIR MOISTURE ABSORB-
ING ABILITY.
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SO MOTHER'S DARLING
REALLY CAN LOSE HIS
TEMPERf YOU'LL PAY
TEN TIMES OVER FOR

THAT, LITTLE
BROTHIR.



| DEAD? YOU'LLPAY i

1 FOR It, BOY A
PlL LIFEFOR ALIFE' | ^

MB SEte^*^w
y

* /





NlGHT FOLLOWS THE BURNING OAT... AND
ANOTHER TORTURING DAY FOLLOWS NIGHT! ONLY
ADAM LAREY'S SUPERB YOUTH AND STRENGTH
COULD HAVE HELD ONTO LIFE THIS LONG ..

.

WITHOUT WATER/





---AND THIS DESERT IS BIG AND FREE,
ENOUGH FOR ANY WANDERER' I'LL BE
BIG, AND CLEAN. TO MATCH IT

NO! I HAVE MORE
MONEY THAN I'LL

NEED NOW! LET
AY YOU!



On the morning
of the second
day.wansfell
-raises" his
last land-
MARK...

For two miles, wansfell
tramps along the mountain's base
without finding a thing to burn-„,





I HAVE WATER— AND A ROOF TO KEEP
OFF THE SUN— AND MY KNIFE 'BUT I MUST t

MAKE WEAPONS TO KILL GAME FOR FOOD—
IF THERE IS ANT SAME

I GUESS THESE THINGS ARE MY ONLY ADVANTAGE
OVER A STONE AGE SAVAGE A WALLET
WRAPPED IN A RUBBER BAND; A POCKET KNIFE-
A HANDKERCHIEF; A WATCH! AND I LACK A
SAVAGE'S SKILL AND KNOWLEOGE OF THE
WASTELAND.



1 USED TO BE GOOD \
WITH A SLINGSHOT!
AND THIS RUBBER
BAND FROM AROUND
MY WALLET IS

PRETTY STRONG

Weak with hunger.the boy
stalks a covey of desert quail ..

knowing that he must not miss'

Days pass uncounted, seemingly endless,
ruled by hunger and the quest
FOR FOOD...



One morning,
as wansfeu. /" %.
KNEELS TO / 4 ftMM- \
DRINK... Kttfittti.'

J



After a few convulsive
movements, the boy lies still..

hisstng angrily, the rattle-
snake crawls away.



Rapidly responding to the indi an url's
-care.wansfell gains strength ..

CHARLEY JIM, YOU HAVE
SAID I COULD STAY WITH
YOUR PEOPLE— BUT1
NEED SOME THINGS FROM
TOWN ARIFLE.
CLOTHES -



TH1S*1FLEISF0R
YOU, CHIEF! I

SENT FOR TWO
OFTHEMf



Ten YEARS HAVE.

PASSED ...

WANSFELL .THE
WANDERER, BEARS
LITTLE RESEM-
BLANCE TO THE
DESPERATE BOY,
ADAM LAREY.
WHO FLED INTO
THE DESERT WITH
HIS BROTHER'S
BLOOD ON HIS
HANDS... ASHE
PROMISED
DISMUKES.HEHAS
GROWN BIG AND
CALM AND CLEAN-
A TRUE SON OF
THE WASTELAND?

DEATH VALLEY— THE HOTTEST
HOLE ONTHE CONTINENT' BUT
IT'S ONE OF DISMUKES' FAVORITE
STAMPING GROUNDS ON HIS
EVERLASTING



1HEAH VOICES— UP THE
LEFT FORK OF THIS GULLY!
AND THE GRINDING OF AN
ARRASTRAf I'LL TAKE
THE RIGHT FORK-

GOOD GRIEF' IT IS OISMUKES
THAT THE!" CAUGHT? THE

MUST HAVE BEEN



f
PARDNER! I NEVER SAW ANYTH1NB LIKE IT— )

s-, 1
\THE WAY YOU FIGHT!
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MANf YOU'VE GROWN
EVEN IN THE LAST COUPLE
OF YEARS' GROWN BIGGER
INSIDE AS WELLASOUTf
] DON'T WONDER THAT
YOU'RE A LEGEND
AMONG DESERT MEN!

WAIT TILL I'VE WET MY J
WHISTLE AND
WASHED OFF
THE SWEAT
AND GRIME

|

FROM THAT
ARRASTRA'
THEN WE'LL ,

TALK. MY

. ! ENVY YOU, WANSFELLf I'VE SPENT MY
1 LIFE DIGGING IN THE DIRT FOR GOLD.
5 YOU'VE SPENT THE PAST TEN YEARS
V HELPING FOLK IN NEED, RIGHTING WRONGS,
v DEALING OUT JUSTICE TO EVILMEN— IF THE
" CAMPFIRE STORIES I'VE HEARD ARE TRUE!

THE

EXAGGERATED!
IF A TENTH OF THEM
ARE TRUE, YOU'RE EVEN
A BIGGER MAN INSIDE
THAN YOU ARE TO LOOK

J WE WON'T ARGUE ABOyTIT.PARDNER?
INSTEAD, I WANT TO SHOW YOU WHAT I

1

HERE IT IS— THE RICHEST VEIN I EVER
STRUCK— FORTY PERCENT PURE OOLOf
JUST WHAT YOU SEE IN THIS CHUNK OF OREf
AND I'M GIVING IT ALL TO YOU NOW, WANSFELL
LOCK, STOCK AND BARR'L* IT'S SMALL THANKS
FOR SAVING MY LIFE!





Strangely disturbed, wansfell watches the
party disappear into the sunset, .

.

HUMPH' 1 DON'T LIKE THE LOOKS OF
THOSE FELLOWS' THEY SAID, NO WATER
ATTHECOTTONWOODSr NO WATER WHEN
THE MOUNTAIN IS WHITE WITH SNOW
LIED— BUT WHY*

HEY

WHO— ? IT'S THE ,

&BIQ FELLA! ^A YOU FOLLOWED^*
US' WHADDYUH^K

TO HELP,H
MAYBE f^H
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I
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y
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FATHER DIED--- OF CONSUMPTION— TWO
YEARS AGO. . . MOTHER COUGHS LIKE HE DID—
AND WE HAVEN'T HAD ENOUGH FOOD LATELY.

MOST NOBODY EVER COMES BY THE
COTTONWOODS AND WE HAVE NO

( TO GET SUPPLIES

/HERE'S WHERE WE LIVEf^^^r VERY WELL^V
/ WE WON'T TELL MOTHER GENIE— JUST t^
1 ABOUT THE BAD MEN, ^L AS YOU WISH. M
\ WILLWE. WANSFELL? IT ^«^^^^ _^BA WOULD ONLY SCARE HER' «H^B| to ^Hf.
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TwO WEEKS PASS...WANSFELL TAKES OVER THE
SIMPLE CHORES.THECOOKING.THEROLEOF
DOCTOR AND FAMtLY FRIEND...



The NEXT DAY, GENIE'S MOTHER DIED AND
WAS BURIED BESIOE HER HUSBAND. . .



fOH.OH.OHf ITS LOVELY!
\^ aUT IT DOESN'T LOOK/
>>-> M0T 'j—-vr^Sj^
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f WANNYf I'M HOT A
CHILOf MY HEAD IS

ALMOST UP TO YOUR
SHOULDER—AND YOU
ARE THE BIGGEST MAN



WELL* YOU'VE GOT
COMPANY, GENIE'

HELLO,

OH,WANNYf CHARLEY JIM HAS JUST TOLD ME--
HE FOUND THE—THE BONES OF MY UNCLE,
JOHN SHAVER.AT THE FOOT OF A CLIFF?

1 WANSF LL IS BOY NO LONGER? KETCH-UM
WHITE HAIR HERE! '.

,\ *f

'MANY YEARS HAVE \|J
PASSED, CHARLEY JIM- ) J

. TELL ME TELL IjJ^ ME OFOELLAf,/?'

W/\ m. TfV'iF^ \

L,2

r OELLA DEAD!
WHEN YOU GO
AWAY A
HEART ^k\
break' jmji
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WANNY?OH,WANNY— WHAT T I'VE-- -I'VE SEEN A
DID. CHARLEY JIM MEAN, / VISION.GENIE? A
ABOUT OELLA? WHY DO / WARNING FROM THE
YOU LOOK SO STRANGE?^ PAST OF WHAT MIGHT
'"^^ ^^^^^F M*P,,EH AGAINf TO-

T~\ t ^LW MORROW, GENIE, WE'RE^H PACKINS---FOR THE J
^^ LONG TRAIL? J

^HkL. -*i

finite J^v



GOOD EVENING, MA'AM? W1LLTOU
LET US CAMP UNDER YOUR TREES
TONIGHT? MY NAME IS WANSfELL--
ANO THE G">(, WITH ME IS GENIE
INWOOD WE'RE rnnM nil nf :.i R r



Before many days agquainiance ripens in

friendship and genie, in 'girl's clothes-
loses her shyness.. .

'



1 CAN NEVER.NEVER YIELD <
MYSELF TO THOSE THINGS

LE 1 HAVE MY BROTHER'S
BLOOD ON MY HANDS, AND A PRICE
ON MY HEAD! BUT 1 AM THROUGH
WITH RUNNING AWAY' I'

BACK TO PICACHO IN A FEW DAYS
FROM NOW,
AND GIVE
MYSELF UP-

A DAY/ COMES WHEN WANSFELL STRIDES AGAIN DOWN THE
STREET OF PICACHO TOWN, NOW AGEING AND HALF
QESERTED...

THE GRAVE OF MY
BROTHER— GUERD

* LAREY! AND THEN I
' WANT TO TURN MY-

f SELF OVER TO THE LAW...

I SHOT MY BROTHER IN
. THIS TOWN. TWELVE

YEARS AGOf

WHA-AT? YOU'RE GUERD LAREY'S BROTHER,
ADAM? THOUGHT YOU'D DIED IN THE
DESERT. BUT YOUR BROTHER A'

—
GOT ANY GRAVE, YOUNG F
GUERD LAREY-

THANK GOODNESS. AT LAST MY HANDS
ARE CLEANSED OF MY BROTHER'S
BLOOD. NOW I CAN GO BACK TO THE
DESERT A FREE MAN. THANKS, STRANGER
THANKS FOR YOUR HELP!

„



The Cowboy's Lament

As I walked out in ihe streets of Laredo

As I walked out in Laredo one day,

I spied a poor cowboy wrapped up in white linen.

Wrapped up in white linen ond cold as the day,

"Oh, beat the drum slowly ond play the Fife lowly,

Play the Dead March as you carry me along;

Take me to trie green valley, there lay the sod o'er me,

For I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done wrong.

"I see by your outfit that you are cowboy,"

These words he did say as I boldly stepped by,

"Come sit down beside me ond hear my sad story;

I was shot in the breast and I know I must die.

"Let sixteen gomblers come handle my coffin.

Let sixteen cowboys come sing me o song.

Take me to the graveyard and lay the sod o'er me,

For I'm a poor cowboy and I know I've done wrong.

"My friends and relations they live in the Nation

They know not where their boy ha s gone.

He first con e to Texas and hired 1 3 a ronehman

Oh, I'm a y Dung cowboy ond I know I've done w

"Go write a letter to my gray-haired mother,

And carry the word to my sister so dear;

But not a word of this sholl you mention

When o crowd gathers round you my story to hear.

'Then beat your drum slowly and play your fife lowly.

Beat the Dead March as you carry me along;

We oil love our cowboys so young and so handsome,

We all love our cowboys although they've done wrong.

"Go gather around you a crowd of young co

And tell them the story of this my sad fate;

Tell one and the other before they go furthei

To stop their wild roving before 'tis too late

"Get s

Put bunches of ri

jolly cowboys la carry my coffin,-

pretty maidens to bear up my poll.

PUl r the

1 coffin,

s they

"Then swing your rope slowly and rattle your spurs lowly,

And give a wild whoop as you carry me along;

And in the grave throw the sod o'er me,

For I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done wrong.



"Go bring me cup, a cup of cold water,

To cool my parched lips," the cowboy raid;

Before I turned, the spirit hod left him

And gone to its Giver-the cowboy was dead.

We beat the drum slowly and played the fife lowly,

And bitterly wept as we bore him olong,-

For we all loved our comrade, so brave, young, ond hondso

We all loved our comrade although he'd done wrong.


