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Pﬂ"d Wear the jeans of cowboy champions—

“BLUE BELL WRANGLERS

says JIM SHOULDERS, the New World's Champion All-Around Cowboy

IT SURE WAS.
AND SPEAKING
OF ROUGH RIDING
THESE WRANGLERS
SURE CAN TAKE IT!
THEY'RE TOUGH.FIT
GOOD, TOO

CONGRATULATIONS,

TO BECOME A RODEO CHAMPION! JIM! THAT WAS A
JIM SHOULDERS' SP€C/A TY MIGHTY ROUGH
RIDING WILD Bv-.s RIDE!

RIDE EM

IT TAKES REAL SKILL AND COUR069

" au

[/~ MOM LIKES ‘em ... AND
‘CAUSE THEY'RE THEY'RE FULLY
SANFORIZED. SAYS | GUARANTEED,

THEY'RE S0 EASY To0!_

TO WASH.

[ 4 S

" SURE DO *
EVERYBODY IN JUST LIKE

OUR FAMILY WEARS | COWBOYS!

WRANGLERS, THEY
COME IN SO MANY

Around cowboys prefer

wi Vorid's Ch

Blue Bell Wrung er jeans, jockets and shirts

v I .\
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BUCK RUTHERFORD HARRY TOMPKINS BILL LINDERMAN TODD WHATLEY  GERALD ROBERTS
1954 1952 1853 1947 1948

Ask your mom to get you Wrangler jeans at her

favorite store! Boys' sizes in regular or faded blue
denim: 4-12, $2.98; 13-16, $3.49; Girls' Wrangler
Jeans or Frontier Pants, sizes 7-14, $2.98
Al Blue Bell Wranglers carry our
famous Qualitag --your wacon-
N ditional guarantee of satisfaction.
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PANCHO, IT'S GETTING OH,CISCO,NO!
( DARK, HOW ABOUT POR FAV'OR r.
MAKING CAMP 2 ;

WE HAVE FEW FOODS | / HOKAY, AMIGO.WE'LL BEHOLD, AMIGO! AVILLAGE = - =

AND PANCHO IS SO PUSH ON! - Foop? w
HUNGRY | COULD e A ’
EAT TWO DOZEN T
STRANGLED i A

EGGS!?

Y
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OH,NO! [ AM SO HUNGRY I COULD
EAT A HOUSE! WHY SHOULD
PANCHO WAIT?

BECAUSE THATIS A
GHOST TOWN!
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GHOST TOWN? YOU MEAN THAT PLACE IS
FULL OF SPOOKERS ?

NO,CHICO. T ONLY
MEAN THAT...

AND PERCHED ON A DEAD TREE IN COURTHOUSE

SQUARE, AN OWL MAKES A MOURNFUL .
SOUND. - /

Hooooooor
HO0000/

AMIGO! WAIT! THERE ARE
NO GHOSTS ---ONLY AN OWL
AND A COYOTE! WAIT!

D\ MID THE NEGLECTED, TUMBLE - DOWN BUILDINGS

VAMOS! THE
SPOOKERS ARE
AFTER US!

HEH,HEH! LUCKY THEY TURNED ASIDE OR THERE'D
BE TWO MORE TO ADD TO THIS DEAD TOWN!
—— HEH-HEHW!




SCARED? ME? POOF! I
THOUGHT I SAW A GHOSTER
HEADING THIS WAY AND

I WAS CHASING H/M*

PANCHO,DON'T
BE SCARED.

BUENAS TARDES, SENOR. WE HAVE BEEN
IN THE SADDLE AND MY AMIGO IS VERY
HUNGRY. e -

COME IN! COME IN?
1 GOT PLENTY OF
GRUB--<NOT FANCY,
BUT FILLIN"!

AN'NO NEED TO CALL ME “SENOR ™. I'M JUST
PLAIN FRED WILLIAMS — — —

I DOUBTIT.
BUT WE'LL

BEHOLD! MAYBE THAT'S STOP ANY-

A RESTAURANT! WAY!

NOW DON'T BE
INSULTIN'? I'M
GLAD OF YOUR

COMPANY.

THIS IS MY SHOP. 1 WAS WORKING ON THIS
HERE SADDLE WHEN YOU KNOCKED.

IT IS HANDSOME,

FRED, YOU DO
THE TOOLING
YOURSELF?




THANKS. YEP, 1'M DOIN' THIS MYSELF. '"COURSE,
I'VE GOT SIX HELPERS HERE IN THE SHOP DAY-

YEARS AGO A WILD BRONC

THAT WAS BAD
THREW ME AND CRUSHED MY
TIMES.NOTA BIG BUSINESS,BUTWE ALLMAKE [ | LEG. 1 KNEW MY COWPUNCH-
A LIVIN'.

COULD BE WORSE. MIGHT'VE KILT ME? ANYWAY

LUCK, SENOR

NSEEN BY CISCO AND FRED, A
I LEARNED MYSELF HOW TO MAKE THINGS OUT APPEARS AT THE WINDOW,
OF RAWHIDE AND LEATHER AND IF BUSINESS

KEEPS GOOD FOR ANOTHER MONTH 1'LL HAVE
ALL MY DEBTS

. PAID UP,FREE
AND CLEAR!

HOW ABOUT IT, CA THERE'S A COUPLE OF
DO WE MOVE IN? . GENTS IN THERE
WITH HIM. WE'LL

WAIT'TILL THEY
LEAVE?’

ONLY TWO? WE
CAN HANDLE




MAYBE,BUT WE'LL TAKE NO CHANCES. ONE ALITTLE LATER. .. AND GRACIAS FOR THE
OF THOSE GENTS IS THE CISCOKID? FINE FEEDINGS WHICH

KEEPS PANCHO FROM
BEING A BEAN POLE!

-GO0D FELLOWS,CISCO AND PANC
HUM ! RECKON IT'S
TIME TO HIT THE

I'M THE CISCOKID, SENOR. I FORGOT
SOMETHING !

NICE SURPRISE,
EH, FRED?




GET OUT! THE BE NICE --ORWE'LL — PLEASE BE
SHOP'S CLOSED! PUT YOU TO BED, N\ SEATED!

1 WAS JUST PERMANENT!
GOING TO BED'

YOU...YOU PAYROLL \{# YOUR WHAT? WHY MY PAYROLL'S
ROBBER! WHAT DO ¥ [ PAYROLL- ONLY CHICKEN FEED FOR YOU,
YOU WANT HERE? e e BESIDES---ITAIN'T

HERE. IT'S INTHE

|/ LET ME WORK SURE, GRIZZY.
BELIEVE IN BANKS. WHERE , HIM OVER,CASS. GO AHEAD!
1S IT? FIND IT, HE'LL TALK?




GO0 AHEA D' PUNCH A
CRIPPLED MAN,YOU
YELLOW WEASEL!

FRIEND FRED IS REAL
PROUD OF HIS ART~
WORK--AND | RECKON
HE'S BEEN TOOLING
THIS SADDLE FOR
SOME MIGHTY
IMPORTANT
CUSTOMER,

IF I RIP THIS THING UP IT'LL
HURT HIM WORSE THAN IF
I SLASHED HIS OWN SKIN,

“DON'T”! YOU SAY? YOU'RE NOT IN A GOOD
POSITION TO GIVE ORDERS, MISTER!

PLEASE,DON'TY!
DON'T DESTROY

VERY WELL. YOU TELL US WHERE YOU'VE HID
THE PA'YROLL AND THE REST OF THE GOLD-~~
ORWE LL SLASH UP EVERYTHING IN THE PLACE!

]

AMIGO! WHATIS IT?

Yi11r HELP?
WAKE UP!

CALL THE
SHERIFFS’
YIS HELPS




OM-000! PANCHO DREAMS THAT | AMONE OF MADRE MIA! [ HAVE TOLD MY DREAM .
SENOR FRED'S SADDLES , AND SOME HOMBRE

BEFORE BREAKFAST. THAT MEANS ¢£25uil
STICKS ME WITH A KNIFE!

SHE WIL L COME TRUE!

PANCHO,PANCHO! WILLYOU NEVER
LEARN THAT EATING TOO MUCH
CAUSES NIGHTMARES ?

PANCHO'S GONE
--- AND HERE'S

POOR PANCHO! HE IS TOO SUPERSTITIOUS
ABOUT HIS NIGHTMARES!




SENOR FRED' CASS RANKIN--TOOK
WHO DID MY SAVINGS .
T RUINED MY SHOP[
SAID HE WAS GETTIN'
REVENGE ON ME
'CAUSE 1 REFUSED TO
MAKE HIM A SADDLE
ON CREDIT!
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SENOR FRED SAYS
THE OWLHOOTS
WON'T BE HERE.
HE HEARD THEM
MENTION ANOTHER
PAYROLL JOB.

THEY MUST HAVE THOUGHT
{ WAS DEAD... 1 PLAYED
POSSUM--~ AND I

HEARD THEM MENTION
THEIR HIDEOUT!

1 CAN'TRIDE A HORSE
ON ACCOUNT OF MY LEG
---0OR I'D BE AFTER
THOSE VARMINTS !

PANCHO
CAN RIDE?!
PANCHO WILL
GO!

l ﬂﬂ“ﬁﬂ[
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=1 C1SCO SAYS. THERE'S NOTHING HIDDEN DOWN
NO SUCH THING AS HERE. MAYBE UPSTAIRS.
SPOOKS. | H-HOPE |

I HE'S R-RIGHT!
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HE'S T0O BIG TO

BUDGE. I'LL

HIDE HIM UNDER
THIS !

UH-OH! BETTER
NOT LETGRAM
CATCH ME IN

DAVEY,
WHERE ARE

Y NOW I'LL SET MY SPOOK
I} UP AGAIN AND BE READY
B FOR THE NEXT ONE.

FETCH ME
SOME WATER,

WHAT YOU WANT,
_ GRAM?




SHAKE A LEG?! CASS AN' THE BOYS'LL BE COMIN'
IN FROM THE JOB RIGHT SOON. THEY'LL WANT
FOOD AND COFFEE.

GOLLY, IF 1 DON'T GET BACK TO THAT
FELLOW I CAUGHT HE'S LIABLE TO
SMOTHER!

RELEASED FROM HIS CHORES,DAVEY SCURRIES
AWAY, 3

GOSH,HE'S AWFUL
QUIET, I=-=-1
DION'T MEAN TO
SMOTHER HIM!

HERE'S THE WATER, PLAY ? NO,MISTER! NOW

GRAM. NOW CAN YOU'VE GOT TO FETCH

1 GO PLAY? FIRE WOOD. AND
PLENTY OF IT?

CAN I HAVE
A COOKIE,
GRAM?

NOZ NOW GET OUT FROM
UNDER FOOT!




‘l--- BUT NOT FAR.\
N ;

HEY ! WHO ARE I AM CALLED THE
YOou? CISCO KID?!
<N
11 S
\ -~

YOU ARE? THE ROBIN HOOD
OF THE WEST? e

SOME CALL ME THAT.AND WHO ARE YOU? AND
WHY DO YOU PLAY TRICKS ON MY GOOD PANCHO?
I FOLLOWED HiM HERE AND FOUND HIM TIED UP!

YOU MEAN HE'S A GOOD
GUY? I THOUGHT HE
WAS A BAD GUY. ONLY
BAD GUYS EVER COME

jHA,PANCHO ! YOU DO
LOOK,LIKE A BANDIDO
<WHEN YOU GLOWER
THAT WAY !

WHO WOULD NOT
GLOWER WHEN [
AM ALMOST
BREAKING MY
BACKBONES?

1'M SORRY, PANCHOZ... BUT SAY, \F YOU'RE
REALLY GOOD GUYS, MAYBE YOU LL HELP ME
CATCH CASS RANKIN AND HIS GANG!




YOU PLAN TO CAP-
TURE THE GANG ?

YEH! I FIXED UP A LOTOF
BOOBY TRAPS LIKE |
CAUGHT PANCHO WITH.
BUT 1 CAN USE
SOME HELP!

WE'LL HELP,CHICO. BU"
WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE
IN THE FIRST PLACE?

1 DON'T LIKE IT HERE BUT
SHE SAID IF 1 EVER RAN

AWAY, SHE'D CAST AN EVIL
SPELL ON ME. SHE'S
A WITCH?

1 LIVE HERE
WITH GRAM
TUCKER . SHE
FIXED UP A
HIDEOUT FOR
THEM AND THEY
ALWAYS PAY HER
PART OF THE
LOOT!

POOF! THERE

IS NO SUCH

THING AS A
WITCH!

PANCHO'S RIGHT, DAVEY.

SO LET'S CONCENTRATE

ON SETTING A/TRAP FOR
THE BANDIDOS®

BOYS, THIS RAILROAD

PAYROLL SETS US UP FOR

LIFE. LET'S HEAD FOR
THE CHOW!

WELL,CASS!
HOW'D YOU
MAKE OUT?

FINE. AND DON'T
WORRY, YOUOLD
HAG! YOU'LLGET
YOUR CUT?,

HEY? 1 JUST SAW A
FELLOW SNOOPING
IN THE OLD CAFE!

U
CACHED! COME
ON,BOYS!




P’ NO. LOOK! :
FRESH FOOTPRINT

THEY'RE COMINGIN. SHOULD
WE SHOOT?
e NO --~-WAIT 'TILL
: WE SEE HOW DAVEY'S
REMMES. IN THE DUST!

BOOBY TRAPS

AN
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THAT BRAT, DAVEY ! HE'S TRYING

TO WRECK US! NEVER TRUSTED - oy
THAT KID ! - .
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UH-OH! GOT TO SAVE
MY PARDS!

.| LOOKUP THERE?
TWO GUYS!
| P
‘

HA’ | SAW THAT' SO YOU'RE
WORKING AGAINST US,EH? )

7N

= \
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HOMBRE! LET THE R - | SANTOS? HE'LL
BOY GO ) X GET AWAY! DON'T WORRY,
N - ' AMIGO. PANCHO
WILL SPOOK HIM?

‘ré' & 1{_..;;.‘,




BIEN’ HE DOES NOT SEE ME.
HE'S WATCHING CISCO,

THANKS TO PANCHO'S NIGHT-
MARE . .. AND YOU PLAYING
POSSUM... AND DAVEY'S INVENTIONS
-=~THE WHOLE CASS RANKIN GA
IS IN THE CALABOZO!

BANDIDOS, RAISE YOUR HANDS! PANCHO - -~
DAVEY---TIE THEM UP!

| R N
RITIA

-THERE GOES
THE ROBIN
HOOD OF THE

CI1SCO, YOU'RE TOO MODEST. YOU DID MOST. WITH
THAT REWARD 1'LLGET FOR TIPPING OFF THE
HIDEOUT, I CAN PUT MY SHOP BACK TOGETHER,
s GOOD AS NEW. AND DAVEY,
HERE, WILL BE MY NEW
ASSISTANT!

FRIEND WHEN YOU'RE
IN TROUBLE!

s
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Pete Calhoun stumbled through the
sticky heat of the scrub land near the bor-
der desert. Everything had gone wrong
during this prospecting trip. He had lost
his horse to a rattler back in the hills. On
the trek back, a mountain cat had sneaked
away his last supply of jerked beef one
night. The next night he had used up all his
bullets, except one, to drive away a pack
of hungry coyotes that were stalking him.

On top of it all, Pete had found no
gold. He would be lucky to get back to
Mesquite Junction alive . . . if he didn't
starve first. The few berries he found
barely sustained life. ' :

""One bullet left," thought Pete bitterly.
"Only thing between me and starvation.
Got to bag some game to eat.”

But for three days he had found noth-
ing within range, not even an iguana. Hun-
ger pains gnawed within, growing hourly.
Suddenly, Pete's heart leaped as he heard
the whinny of a horse coming around a
boulder. Had he stumbled on a rider,
who could feed him and ride him to town?

Pete's heart sank, as he saw the un-
saddled horse that came limping into
sight, whinnying in terror. A shaggy
coyote was slinking behind it, waiting for
the kill. A-stray horse, lost from some
ranch. And limping too badly to ever carry
a rider,

Pete groaned. Bad luck again.

Suddenly the coyote leaped for the ex-
hausted horse. Pete whipped out his gun

but hesitated, thoughts whirling. Why
waste his  single bullet? The wounded
horse was yseless to him. Let the coyote
finish him off, what did it matter?

But Pete had always been a lover of
horses. His pity aroused, he fired at the
coyote, missing but kicking sand in its eyes.
Howling, the varmint scuttled away.

The horse sank exhausted. Pete checked
his leg. A bad sprain. It would never bear
a man's weight for days. Pete shared the
last of his canteen water with the animal,
then built a fire for the night to ward off
varmint attacks.

“l waste my last bullet to save him,"
muttered Pete in disgust at his soft-heart-
edness. “Then | ‘split my last water with
him—ijust to make sure I'll die—of thirst
or starvation!"

Waking at dawn, weak with hunger
and thirst, Pete wondered if he would last
the day. Suddenly, he squinted at the
horse's hooves as it lay on its side. Bright
yellow flecks-were embedded in the bot-
tom of one hoof.

Gold! Somewhere, the pinto had
walked through a stream loaded Wwith
gold dust and just waiting to be panned!
And that meant water tool

Excitedly, Pete back-tracked the trail
made by the horse yesterday. The animal
got up and limped along, as Pete followed
the trail through an arroyo, and finally to
a shallow stream. As Pete flung himself
down to drink greedily, he saw the gold
dust gleaming in the river bed.

A gold strike! But then Pete groaned.
Unable to ride the limping horse, he'd
never reach town to stake. his claim. It
was the most ironic bad luck @ man could
have.

Suddenly, the pinto raised its head, lis-
tening, then whinnied eagerly. In the dis-
tance, Pete heard drumbeat galloping.
Two men came riding up:-“'Look, there's
Star, the prize horse of our ranch. Been
trailing him for days. Who are yoy,
stranger?" :

“Justa...uh... friend of the horse,"”
mumbled Pete thankfully. “’And glad of it.
He brought me rescue and a gold strike,
all for the price of one lead bullet . . .
and some kindness." S



$1000! THATIS
A LOT OF
MONEY !

4 ITAIN'T HAY?
IF IT WAS,I'D GO
AFTER THAT OUTLAW
MYSELF! ;

JUST ABOUT
FINISHED!

‘ MEANWHILE IN TOWN ~ — ~

/ PERHAPS 1 WILL
TRY TO COLLECT
THAT REWARD =~~~
AFTER | AM

RESTED -~~~
22222222/

SOME JOB?
HOPE THE
SHERIFF LIKES

“LJ---.-




THEY FAINTED!?
THAT /S A NICE
COMPLIMENT
TO MY ART !

... AN SHE SEZ, 1A Yl
YEEEEE!

SEZ SHE— ~ -

LATER, OUTSIDE OF TOWN. . .

HOW COME THE HE AIMS TO GIVE HIS
SHERIFF ORDERED GREEN-HORN DEPUTIES
THIS THING? SOME TARGET PRACTICE.

WONDER WHAT THAT THING

IS? WELL, NO MATTER.

IT'S THE ONLY SHADE
FOR MILES!

NOTA BAD
PLACE FORA
.SNOOZ-Z22ZZ~-~




T WHEN THE TOWN CUT THEIR
\ PAY.NOW 'S YOUR CHANCE TO
A BECOME REAL LAWMEN.

READY. AIM?
FIRE?

—
7. 8ANG! - gancr TANGS

MEN, AS YOU KNOW, MY REGULAR DEPUTIES QUIT

I KNOW YOU BOYS HAVEN'T HAD MUCH SHOOTING
PRACTICE SO { HAD YONDER TARGET PAINTED,
[—] SPECIAL---IT'S
| THE OUTLAW

’ YOU'RE MOST
LIKELY TOHAVE
TO SHOOT AT!

SOMEBODY IS

GUNNING FOR ME?
WELL, ! WON'T GIVE
UP WITHOUT A

HEY, WAIT! LAWMEN
SHOULDN'T RUN
AWAY?! —— —

IT SHOT BACK AT
uUs--- LET'S
GET OUT OF HERE!




THE STORY GETS AROUND
FAST. . .

GOOCH, THE SHERIFF
SET UP A PICTURE OFYOU
FOR TARGET PRACTICE~~~
BUT IT LOOKED SO FIERCE
IT SCARED HIS DEPUTIES
AWAY!

; HE'LLBE FITTO

f‘A BE TIED !

})

SO IT WAS YOU,PEDRO! YOU, WHO
SHOT AT MY DEPUTIES ,WRECKED
MY TARGET!

S1, BUT YOU
WON'T NEED THIS
TARGET ANYMORE
LOOK UNDER IT!

WHEN THE SHERIFF
HEARS I GOT THIS,|&

THAT MUST BE SOME FINE PICTURE
OF ME’ I'M GOING TO SWIPE IT

}._{ GREEN-EYED GOOCH!
P\ OUuT cOLD! ;

Si. 1'LL 8E
IN FOR THE
REWARD=~~
SOONAS |
FINISH MY
NAP--- 222!
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COME ON, BLACKIE DAWSON,
ITS YOUR TURN WITH THE

T MUCH OF A

WEAPON BUT AT LEAST

IT'S SMALL ENOUGH FOR
ME TO HIDE?
M BLEEDING TO DEATH
-—=WHERE THAT
TOOTH GOT PULLED

=
<
2
I
-

P S N

et
- <

COUPLE

poc.

OF LOOSE

FILLINGS
=  OR
e SOME THING.

S Lo R

WELL, YOUNG MAN..
"GOTA TOOTHACHE?

PSS
R - g T [ Ak S LR

THE TELL-TALE TEETH

IN TERRITORY PRISON

THAT NIGHT — ——




L RAISE YOUR HANDS OR YOU BE A GOOD
WHA=--2 § § GET THIS JABBER RIGHT BOY. KEEP
THROUGH THE HEART! QUIET AND | ‘
: : MAY LET YOU
‘ -“Qb‘r i "
> 1.
e ' ‘t
3

UNLOCK! . 2 oo i
S
QUICK? _ | £ >
‘.,rf-'v' ’ L
."p-‘ - 3
| q% v\
|
N/ [* 7=
THERE!

NOW I'M SURE
YOU'LL KEEP
QUIET!

YEARS LATER. .. | _

CISCO,BEHOLDY FOR WHY WOULD SOMEBODY
PUT UP AN ADVERTISEMENTS THAT DO NOT

LET'S TAKE
A CLOSER

NLOOK!




SEE,PANCHO, IT'S AWANTAD" BUTIT'S
BEEN HERE SO LONG IT HAS ALMOST
FADED AWAY,

ING

> \"-

\o W ar

AND BLACKIE DAWSON FADED
AWAY, TOO. NOBODY EVER

\COL LECTED THAT REWARD. IF PANCHO

.

N\ TEETH'

HAD THAT REWARD
I WOULD BUYME A
WHOLE SET OF

:

AMIGO! A YOUNG
HOMBRE LIKE YOU
WANTS STORE

TEETH, WHY?

BECAUSE [ HAVE
HEARD THAT THEY
NEVER ACHE!

IF YOUR TEETH HURT, AMIGO, YOU
1 MUST HAVE THEM FIXED. PERHAPS
-\ WE'LLFIND THAT ITINERANT DENTIST]
N, IN THE TOWN YONDER.

/— ’
CISCO'S GUESS IS GOOD. . , RECKON TIS

YEY?

IS THAT SO ABOUT N AR

“NO PAIN "?

NOBODY'S SQUAWKED

./ [ THAT DOC KNOWS
W HIS BUSINESS!
i ., \
s -
\\‘3
Sy AN'HE DON'T
. \====3 i CHARGE TOO
'\\\ R = MUCH ,EITHER!
N
ey /v
”'5_#‘ B N,



HURT AGAINY

THERE YOU ARE, SONNY. THAT SHOULDN'T ’

DOCTOR, YOU'VE
TREATED ALL MY
CHILDREN. HOW MUCH

GOSH,YOUAREA
SWELL TOOTH-DOC!

KIDS FOR FREE!

THERE'S NO CHARGE, I ALWAYS DO

2l i\

DON'T SEE HOW YOU
MAKE A LIVING,DOC!
IF YOU TREATALL
KIDS FREE*

EMBARRASSED. SHE

YOUNGSTERS!

\
I{c
} -

1 JUST TOLD HER THAT
SO SHE WOULDN'T BE

SA
ROOR WIDOW. IT'S ALL ./
SHE CAN DO TO FEED
AND CLOTHE THOSE

~2
’ .
I\ L_“(

=S 3
—

WHAT SEEMS TO BE —J &
YOUR TROUBLE, (@,
MISTER === UH--?

B ¥

MY NAME'S
STEVE POTTER.
BUSTED OFF A FILL-
ING OR SOMETHING
BACK THERE !

0N




MR, POTVER,
1'VE DONE SOME
WORK FOR YOU

BEFORE,HAVEN'T
1?

YOUR NAME'S NOT FAMILIAR, BUT

1 COULD SWEAR I'VE SEEN
THOSE TEETH BEFORE.

BLAST THE LUCK ==~
THIS IS THE SAME YANKER WHO
WORKED ON ME IN JAIL!

HERE COMES THE DENTIST,
AMIGO. WHILE HE FIXES YOUR
TOOTH, I'LL TAKE THE
HORSES ON IN TO THE
¥BLACKSM|TH .

WHA.. .?
IS THIS A
STICKUP?

NAH! WE DON'T WANT
CASH. WE WANT Yours

OH,WE 'RE
GOING

TO KILL
YOU!

WHAT DO YOU WANT
WITH ME?




GAG EM SO THEY CAN'T
YELL. THEN MIDE 'EM
UNDER THE CANVAS.

IF WE-RUN THIS WAGON OFF THE ROAD
INTO DEAD MAN'S GORGE, EVERYBODY 'LL J
THINK 1T WAS AN ACCIDENT. 1

THE BOSS IS ONLY
PAYING US TOGET
RID OF THE DOC.

WHAT ABOUT
FATSO?

WE THROW HIM IN
FREE ---SO HE
WON'T TALK

PANCHO SHOULD FEEL
BETTER WITHOUT THAT
TOOTH. .. SANTOS !
WHERE'D THEY
60?

HOOFPRINTS. .. THREE RIDERS STOPPED HERE..
THEN THEY RODE OFF IN THE WAGON. 1 DON'T
LIKE IT,DIABLO!

DIG,DIABLO! WE'VE GOT TO FIND PANCHO
AND THE DENTIST--- BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE?




‘CAUSE THE
DENTIST

RECOGNIZED
HIS TEETH!

WHY DOES THE
BOSS WANT TO
GET RID OF THE
DENTIST?

WHY? WE ALL KNOW THAT STEVE
POTTER IS REALLY BLACKIE
DAWSON. AND THOSE TWO

WON'T EVER LIVE
TO SQUEAL!

WHEN WE GET TO THE HIGHEST SPOT,
YONDER,WE'LL TAP THOSE GENTS
ON THE HEAD, UNTIE THEM AND THEN
SPOOK THE HORSES AND WAGON
OVER THE CLIFF!




TAKE THAT, MISTER )
MEDDLER!

IT'S A LONG WAY DOWN.

YOU'LL HAVE PLENTY NO YOU DON'T,

OF TIME TO SAY YOUR HOMBRE?
PRAYERS!




GRAB THOSE REINS,PRONTO, OR WE'LL ALL BE
DOWN BELOW!

HOLD STEADY,
HOMBRE! AND
NO TRICKS !

THAT'S RIGHT,CISCO. THEY WERE AFRAID I'D
IDENTIFY STEVE POTTER —~- WHO IS REALLY
BLACKIE DAWSON ?

) -

WHOA ! WHOA, YOU ”
RUNAWAY ! WHOAH? BUENO, THEY RE

SLOWING UP!

THEY WANT TO GET RID OF

SENOR NO-PAIN--- AND

PANCHO HAPPENED TO
BE ALONG!

AMIGO, WHY
WERE THEY
DOING THIS

HOMBRE, DRIVE ON.WE WILL

PAY A SURPRISE VISIT TO
YOUR BOSS!




WHAT'S THE IDEA? YEH. BUT WE
I TOLD YOU BOYS

TO DUMP THAT

WANT TO TALK

FIRST,

THOUGHT YOU'D

TO THE DENTIST

WHA...II'VE
BEEN DOUBLE-
CROSSED!

SI. HE IS HERE ,1 AM
HERE AND THIS GUN
IS HERE !

ADIOS, DOC. YOU CAN TURN THEM
OVER TO THE SHERIFF,

SI. AND GET
THE REWARD,

REWARD?
YIP-PEEE!

THANKS,CISCO. I'LL

d I'LLOPENA FREE

CISCO, WHY DOES SENOR
NO-PAIN CALL YOU ¥ THE
ROBIN HOOD OF THE WEST"?
YOU ARE NOT ROBBIN

SURE USE THAT MONEY
FOR A GOOD PURPOSE.

CLINIC FOR THE POOR!
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HERE'S ANOT IGHT ANSWER!
M after every

Chew swell-tasting JUIC
chewing P teeth

meal! The good,
clean. Remind your Mom to bring some home.
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America’s Most Popular ~
Middleweight Bike! B
PG  EASY TERMS AT MOSP
SCHWINN DEALERS

1~ PRICES START
HEe AS LOW AS

/ \ 5 %
| § | - $41.95

-

.
| ' N
Arnold, Schwinn & Company e ™ /

1712 North Kildare Avenue A L e
Chicago 39, Illinois -

Please send me at once:
FREE! The full color Schwinn Bike Folder.

NAME

ADDRESS > ’
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