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It is a elose call for Zorro when his money-
hungry enemies give wild chase to turn him
in for the handsome reward of a bar of gold.

Sergeant Garcia also has a secret plan and
hopes to collect the reward for himself and
to revel in the glory of Zorro'a capture.

THE WELL

Garcia's lancers refuse to pay for refresh-
ments consumed during a siesta .. ."Small
payment for our protection," they scoff.

But it is a different matter when Zorro face.,

the gratis-takers and uses an unusual method
to persuade them to pay their debts.
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LET ZORRO 9ETWE
JUDGE OF THAT,
PtPRO i I AW
CERTAIN HE WILL
HELP
you.' , .
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THE' ONE GUAM? RE/MIINtNe BY THE CELLS
IS SOOti SU8QUBD



As zoiwo mm ju«w re/icu rut top of the



MOUNT UP, LANCERS.' SEARCH THE
COUNTffYSlOE ' WE MUST FIND THE

PRISONER .'



YOU WILL g£ SAFE HEBE...
ASIDE fROW VOU? BBffTHER.
PEDRO, YOU ABE TO TALK TO
NO ONE... SEE NO ONE
UNTIL WE GET PURTHER

INSTRUCTIONS.'





V(JU ABE EXCUSED THISTLE, SAttClA...
BECAUSE 1 HAVE COWE OM ^RE IMPORTANT
MATTERS.' WE WILL PISCUS5 THIS IN
YOUR OFFICE

AS ACTING COAAANDANTE, IT IS YOUR \
RESPONSIBILITY TO SEE THAT THINGS J

ARE PONE WGHT HERE, \$ THAT J
NOT SO »

r ,
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I SEE «>U GOT IM ^^
MESSAGE, SEHOCE6: WE 1

HAVE MUCH TO TALK ASOUT .'







But as the/ approach the tarts...

STOP THERE, PEDRO .' I

TAKE OVER NOW .' THE CAPlTAW IS

IN CONFERENCE. ..HE CANNOT BE
DISTURBED BY ANYONE BUT ME /

YOU SHALL SET YOUR
REWARD/ I WILLTELL
THE CAPlTAN HOW
HEROIC YOU ARE i GO
HOME NOW AND VOU
WILL HEAR fROM ME .'

I PROMISE YOU
'

OHO.' SO GARCIA i

WOULD PRETEND \
TO BE MY J
CAPTOR, EH I J

i HAVE
DONE IT,

CAPlTAN! I HAVE
PERSONALLY CAPTURED
SEffoR 20RRO-' IT TOOK
GREAT COURAGE

YOU ARE INDEED A
HERO, SERGEANT
GARCIA ! HOW DID

I YOU MANAGE IT 1

HEISAKGRY, CAPlTAN ...ALLTPE WAY HERE HE
WAS BEEN THREATENING To SAY SOMEONE ELSE
CAPTURED HIM.' IT p — ^--'
IS ONLY BECAUSE HE [ p E°B0 JIM1NEZ ^N.

~>YOU 1





i
IT WILL HAVE TO BE
RETURNED.. .THIS ISA
FRAUD .' 1 WILL NOT

f
ALLOW IT i AND, 8ESI0E5,
the reward was onlv if

~u were captured'

FROW PEPRD JIMIHEZ...1T IS PROOF
THAT HE CAPTURED WE .' I COULD NOT
HAVE THIS IF GARCIA WERE TELLING

yoU THE TRUTH
'



Gramps was hardly out of sight before Ben
was down at the corral, leaning on Ihe fence,

watching Midnight wilh a calculating gleam
in his eye, Ten-year-old lody felt his stomach
tighten at the sight of the foreman and the

horse. lody didn't like Ben. He didn't trust

him. Ben was too heavyhanded with the

horses, and he had an ugly way of look-

ing right past Gramps when Gramps was
speaking to him.

Jody walked to the corral and stood next

to Ben. The foreman glanced down at the

boy and smiled. "Think it's about time that

horse was broke," he said. It wasn't a gues-

tion. It was a statement.

"Gramps will be back in three days," Jody
protested. "Midnight's his horse. He wouldn't

like anyone foolin' with his horse when he
isn't here."

A flash of anger showed on Ben's face.

"Your Gxamps left me in charge here, Jody,"

he reminded the boy evenly. "I think he'd

be right pleased to-coma back and find that

wild horse saddle broke and ready for him."

Jody argued, but it did no good. Gramps
had left Ben in charge, and Jody could see

that the foreman was determined to break

Midnight. Jody realized that it was the fight

Ben wanted— a fight with the horse. Ben
wanted to beat Midnight down, and he'd

decided to do it when Gramps wasn't around
to watch.

The next hour was a nightmare. Ben roped
the horse around the neck, cutting off his

wind, throwing him into a plunging panic.

Then, while one of the ranch hands held

Midnight by the ears. Ben saddled the horse

and climbed aboard. Midnight was turned

loose and the battle began. Midnight tried

every trick. He bucked and reared, but he
couldn't dislodge Ben. Jody saw that Ben
meant to stick to the horse until Midnight
was exhausted. This wasn't Ihe right way.
The right way, Jody knew, took time and
lots of patience.

"He'll ruin Midnight," Jody thought. "I've

got to do something. But what can I do?"
It seemed hopeless.

When Midnight came to a standstill at last,

he was trembling and covered with sweat.

Flecks of blood showed on his flanks. Ben

slid down from the saddle with a self-satis-

fied grin. "Couple more days with him, and
he won't give me any trouble," Ben said

smugly, as he sauntered off toward the

ranchhouse.

Jody waited that night until after every-

one else was asleep. When he heard the

clock in the hall strike eleven, he slipped

out of bed and stole to the kitchen. Without

striking a Jight he found the sugar bowl and
fumbled in it. Then he eased the kitchen door

open and scurried, barefoot, across the yard
to the corral.

It took lime to coax Midnight near, even
with the lump of sugar Jody held out as bait.

Finally the horse came, took the sugar from

Jody's palm and nuzzled the boy's shoulder.

"You've got to go," Jody whispered. "Get
away from here and stay away till Gramps
gets back. You understand?"

Midnight whinnied, and Jody heard a stir

in the bunkhouse. Quickly he opened the

corral gate. "Git!" he said, and he slapped

the horse sharply on the rump.

By Ihe time Ben and the others came
running, Midnight was gone,

"You won't be able to catch him. Ben,"

Jody said. "He'll be smart enough to keep
out of your way— at least for a while."

When Gramps came home three days later,

he listened while both Jody and Ben told

their stories. Then he sent Jody out of the

room and talked to Ben alone. Jody never
found out what Gramps said to Ben, but the

foreman packed and left the ranch that after-

.
noon. Jody didn't have much time to wonder
about it. He was too busy helping Gramps
find Midnight to bring him back so that he
could be trained — the right way,
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THE 0OUNPARIE5 OF EARLY CALIFORNIA
CAWCHOS WERE OFTEN MARKEP BY
STREAMS , GROVES OF TREES , OR PI LE5
OF STONES. ONE PAY, ON THE RANCHO

OF PON ESTEBAN MURILLQ

JT WAS TRUE. THE STREAM THAT MARKEP THE BOUNDARY OF PON ESTEBAN'S LAMP I

HAP SUDDENLY SWiPTEP. r ——
THOSE ARE THE CATTLE OP OUR NEIGHBOR PON
THEY SHOULP NOT BE GRAZING ON MY LANp J .



FOR DOES NOT THE LANP GRANT
SAY THAT THE BOUNDARY BETWEEN
YOUR ACRES AND MINE IS THE

RIO PEL NORTE 1



VERY WELL, FATHER! THEN J WILL \
NOT ACCUSE HIAM IFVOU WILL \
EXCUSE ME , I WILL RIPE BACK TO
THE HACIENPA LATER. ..THERE ARE
SOMETHlNSS I WISH TO SEX FATHER

LEAVN6 HIS FATHER, RUFO RETURNS TO
THE CUdRTEL, WHERE HE HAS A BRIEF TALK

WITH THE COMANPANTE.



Twa MC mnSMK/N &ST A3 QUICKC.. ..

iUFO RETURN? TO MIS FATHER'S KANCHCL.

RUFOJ IT IS A MIRACLE I WONDERFUL ta-

NEWSi THE RIO PEL NORTE HAS RETURNEP

J"0 ITS ORIGINAL COUR5E i WE HAVE OUR
LAMP ONCE AGAIN

I KNOW, FATHER i PON PEPRO HAP BUILT A
PAPA TO PIVERT THE STREAfA ANP MAKE IT
FLOW FURTHER TO THE SOUTH L ?UT Ij
PYNAMITEP ITj .

FROM THE COMANPANTE! I TOLP HIM.
WE NEEP5P IT TO CLEAR OUT SOME
STUMPS.. -I MERELY PIP NOT MENTION
THAT THE STUMPS HAP BEEN POT THERE
...THAT THEV HAP NOT S#OW/V THERE I











VJEARE DEFENDERS OF YOUR RIGHTS. ..WE
PROTECT YOU FROM OUTLAWS LIKE ZORHO '

AND YOU DARE TO ASK

Sf.' IT 16 Y you SHOULD BE JOYFUL THftT
,

THE ONLY \ IN SOME SMALL WAY YOU CAN
WAY 1 CAW SHOW YOUfc APPRECIATION TOR
MAKE A k. AIL TUAT WE DO .'

LIVING..



Si t SUT WHAT CAN 1 00, SENOB ZORBO 1 I AM
ONLY ONE WAN... I CANNOT FIGHT THE SOLDIERS.'
AND YET, IF IT HAPPENS AIL THE TIME, I MIGHT f*~

1 AS WELL GO OUT OP BUSINESS '

' YOU HAVE HELPED WE TODAY...! WILL REPAY
YOU COR YOUR KINDNESS... BE PATIENT, MY
FRIEND . . . I SHALL COME SACK A6AIN SOON

'

\"M"f£WNIGNTS LffTEP... I SILENCE, GARCIA.;
U-— r-, * ONE SOUND AND
(WHAT ? ?5) ( THIS SWORD WILL PEAL WITH YOU !





f AH, MY PLAN IS WOBWNG.1 I KNEW "\

1 SERGEANT GARtlfc WOULD FOLLOW W.E .' J
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SEPNflRDO TELLS PON DIE60 WHAT HE i

MS ME/JRO..

TO PARENTS

Tfte De// Trademark is, and always
has been, a positive guarantee that:

the comic magazine hearing it c
tains only clean and wholesome
entertainment. The Dell code elimi-

nates entirely, rather than regulates,

objectionable material. Thai's why
when your child buys a Veil Comic
you can be sure it contains only good
fun. "dell comics a«e good comics"
is our only credo and constant goal.

DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS



There were few doctors and no drugstores in early California, but the
Spanish women were skilled in preparing "unusual" home remedies and
treatments in this do-it-yourself era. Some of them were a bit strange.

For example, the treatment for a toothache
was to carry in one's mouth an eye-tooth
of a black dog. Sometimes the dog objected

;

then, the poor sufferer was out of luck.

Ladies got rid of wrinkles by washing their
faces in a lotion made of red wine and rose-

mary. This treatment probably worked best

only when the ladies were young and pretty.

A dull-witted student could learn much
more rapidly if he occasionally sniffed a
bit of sifted, powdered mustard seed . . .

provided, of course, he could stop sneezing.

Fortunately, Californians ate simple food
and led active outdoor lives. Most of them
were healthy enough to survive their own
medicines and live on to a ripe old age.



Jqr&o
DON FELIPE'S

BUST NIBBT

I HE INDIANS WHO
WORKED ON THE
RANCHES IN EARLY

CALIFORNIA WERE
USUALLY ViELL TREATED.
BUT OCCASIONALLY ONE
OF THE SPANISH LAND -

OWNERS was CRUEL . .

.

SUCH a MAN WAS VON
FELIPE.

HURRY UP.' WE HAVEH'T ALU YEAR TO BUILD THAT \
WALL.' THE NEXT WAN WHO LAGS 6E.HIN.0 WILL

TAST6 THE WUAP '

WE IS A Pif f£EENT MAN,
PON PIE60 i H£ HA5 EVEN
GIVEN MIS INDIAN LABORERS
A THREE -PAY HOLIDAY .' WHAT
HAS HAPPENED To 'HIM'1


