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About This Amazing

Gift Offer...

e “This Christmas | can save you
$1.00 on GENE AUTRY Comics. And
with each subscription | will send
every youngster on your list 2
LOVELY FREE GIFTS!"

e Stop wondering what to give
the youngsters this Christmas.
Give them subscriptions to
GENE AUTRY Comics. This two-
fisted cowboy is the American
symbol of bravery, justice and
truth. His adventures are
thrilling and wholesome. ..
12 Big, fully colored issues
—$1.00...AND 5 subscrip-
tions for only $4.00! We
will include gift card bear-
ing your name as donor.
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An exceptio ne gift f.or g;::sﬁc
; ctive
_Made of afir@
0“‘; bzﬁ-p\med. Grand for ke'y;et:l L
:" s?: mail box, gy™ locker —1
ouse, _
dals, knife @
:: c(:\c'\n will last for years:
Makes @ lovely pocket piece.
ith every sV
FC‘::&I::\‘\‘J:RY COMICS. Rush your

subscription
youngsters happY

s now, an
Christmas day-

GENE AUTRY COMICS, Vol. 1, No. 58, December, 1951, Published monthly by Dell Publishing Co., Inc., 261 Fifth Ave., New York
16, N.Y.; George T. Delacorte, Jr., President; Helen Meyer, Vice-President; Albert P. Delacorte, Vice-President. Re-entered as second-class
matter December 23, 1947 at the Post Office at New York, N. Y. under the Act of March 3, 1879, Subscriptions in U, S. A., $1.00 per year;
single copies, 10 cents; foreign subscriptions, $2.00 per year; Canadian subscriptions $1.20 per year. Copyright, 1951, by Gene Autry. Printed
in U. S. A. Designed and produced by Western Printing & Lithographing Co. Except those who have authorized the use of their names
herein, the stories, names, characters, incidents, and institutions mentioned or portrayed in this periodical are entirely imaginary and ficti-
tious, and no identification with actual persons, living or dead, is intended or should be inferred.

CHANGES OF ADDRESS should reach us five weeks in advance of the next issue date. Give both
your old and new address enclosing if possible your old address label.
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THERE HE GOES! NO USE
TRYIN' TO CATLH HIM

IN THESE MOUNTAINS !
I WONDER —

;\ND L THOWGHT INDIAN FIGHTIN'
WAS ALL OVER /

M [ AN APACHE ARROW/! BUT APACHES
HAVEN'T BEEN IN THIS TERRITORY
: FOR YEARS /!
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(LATER , IN THE TOWN OF PINTO... | | |

HOWDY, STRANGER/ I'M
DAN BIRTON, EDITOR OF
. THE GAZETTE HERE— 2%

= X

s

rDO YOU KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT A ¥
BAND OF APACHES AROUND HERE 7

I HAD THIS ARROW SHOT AT ME i
ALONEG THE TRAIL/ =

' ANOTHER ONE/

1 COULDN'T - WELL, IT STARTED ABOUT TWO WEEKS AGO! TWO
DID woU SEE IDENTIFY HIM/ BUT “HILL RATS " WERE FOUND DEAD/ THEIR CABIN |
H ANY INDIANS 2/ WHAT'S ITALL ABOUT? WAS BURNED AN’ s i
e : y A ARROWS WERE w N j
STICKIN' IN THE \3
BODIES/ i
p
| L |
i | (S
. { { i
\ \
| S e B e -]
csav a2 Tt & - 2

IF You ASK ME, THE ONLY &00D
INDIAN'S A DEAD ONE/ T'M WRITIN'
EDITORIALS FOR A 600D OLD-
FASHIONED MASSAERE/ v

‘FRAID I DON'T AGREE, MISTERJQ?
1 KNEW APACHES PRETTY WELL,
ONE TIME — EVEN THEIR LINZO!
THEY PLAY PRETTY STRAIGHT—
WHEN WHITE MEN DOJ s




FRACAS, SOMEWHERE /
AND SEE/ COME ON, CHAMP/

CAND T'LL BET WHITE MEN'RE MIXED LP IN THIS
MAYBE T'LL STICK AROUND

BUT HOW IS IT \ MOST OF ‘EM DID/ ALL
‘THERE 'RE STILL
APACHES ‘ROUND
HERE ? T THOUGHT
THEY MOVED UP

NOE’T’H<

YEARS
~4 AGO/

ANOTHER ONE/ AND THAT WAS  TOO CLOSE
4 FOR COMFORT. -

r

REASON/ THEY LIVE ‘WAY
BACK IN TH' MOUNTAINS ,
KEEP TO THEM<ELVE< 4
HARDLY EVEE 4

I WOULDN'T, IF T WERE You,
AUTRY ! TH!S TOWN'S TOO SMALL
FOR TURNCOAT INDIAN-LOVERS/

OUTA RANGE ALREADY.

(F T COULD JUST SET MY

SIGHTS ON THAT HOMBRE
. JUST ONCE /S




VNOPE—ALWAYS RESPECTED
'EM, TILL NOW/ BUT NOW=
WE GOT A MURDER
CASE ON OUR HANDS/

WHAT HAPPENS
NEXT THEN?

A

GLESS DAN BIRTON'S RIGHT!

rWELL, I GOT A POSSE ROUNDED UP— WE 'RE

GOING OUT TOMORROW AND &ET THEM
REDSKINSS DEAD OR ALIVE /!

-

I RECKON WE'D BEST 6ET

ONLY GOOD INDIANS 'RE
DEAD INDIANS/

SAY, AIN'T YUH TH' STRANGER

......

DAN BIRTON WAS TALKIN' ABOUT? | PROBABLY!

THAT LOOSE SHOE FIXED
RIGHT NOW, FELLA!

et 0’

o




['WHT, YUH DIRTY SAGEBRUSHER/ WE DON'T WANT
NO MEALY-MOUTHED INDIAN=-LOVERS

AROUND HERE !

HOW ABOUT BACKIN'
THAT LP WITH ONLY
. YYOUR FISTS ¢

WHY, YUH SADDLE BUM,
I'LL TEAR YUH APART !

START TEARIN) MISTER, IF You
THINK YOU ‘RE

B e THAT'S TH'LAST

TIME YOU'LL EVER—

DROP IT/ BEFORE I HANG I'M WARNIN' YUH—

\ UP YOUR ORNERY HIDE! WE DON'T LIKE * \T DON'T TAKE KINDLY

INDIAN-LOVERS HERE! ) TO WARNIN'S, MISTER!
YUH BETTER &IT OUT L

OF TOWN = FAST/!




/’“_- . :
IT'M LEAVIN', FOR
A WHILE! BUT

TI'LL BE BACK/ ¢

ATE THAT AFTERNOON... |

NOW, IF T JUST HAVEN'T FORGOTTEN
HOW TO SEND UP A SMOKE SIGNAL—,

‘ "\\i\f 1"e' s

e =« -

THE APACHES'LL KNOW
I COME AS A FRIEND!

NOTHIN' TO DO NOW BUT WAIT/
MIBGHT AS WELL 6ET SOME
; SHUT-EYE !




WHEN SOMEONE MENTIONED SMOKE

SIGNALS OUT HERE, T DIDN'T WAIT FOR |
THE SHERIFF? ROUNDED UP SOME
VIGILANTES OF MY OWN— TO ¢ATCH
ME SOME REDSKINS!

WHA—? WHAT'S. W
GOIN'~ BIRTON?

I ¢CAME OUT HERE
TO SEE WHAT THIS
IS ALL ABOUT !
THOSE SIGNALS —

T KNOW WHAT THOSE SIGNALS
WERE FOR — YOUl WERE WAENIN'
TH' INDIANS SO THEY couLD
AMBLEH TH' POSSE COMIN'

AFTER 'EM !

WAIT! IF WE HANG
HIM HERE ,WE'LL

; ALL BE IN TEROUBLE /

DIRTY WHITE \a ] LET'S TAKE MHIM

TRAITOR ! - : | | BACK TO TOWN!
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IN TOWN, ANY JURY
WILL HANG HIM,
QUICK! NICE AND
LEGAL-LIKE, TOO! 4

BESIDES, IT'LL MAKE A 600D LESSON FOR
OTHER APACHE-LOVERS! GRABR HIM, AND
LET'S GET BACK TO TOWN !

SOMETHIN'S GOIN' ON OUT IN
THE OFFICE!

THOUGHT I HEARD A NOISE
OuT THERE! GUESS IT'S
JUST WISHFUL —

T DON'T KNOW WHETHER YOU'RE
ASKIN'= OR TELLIN' ME/ ANYHOW,
IT'S BETTER'N THAT CELL/!




TO APACHE CAMP!

50 wOU NO SEE TRAIL

WELL, T SUPPOSE I'M NO
WORSE OFF THAN T WAS

IN JAIL/

WHAT IN BLAZES?
WHAT'S &OIN' ON?

INDIANS /! THEY
TOOK AUTRY
WITH ‘EM/

rAND. T THINK T LIKED
AUTRY.! SHORE HAD HIM
WERONG ! HE'S NOTHIN'

MORE'N A RENEGADE?

3

HE KNCWS ABOUT OUR
POSSE RAID TODAY!/

HE'LL TELL THEM
APACHES !

AND THEY'LL AMBUSH
US UNLESS —




UNLESS WE CALL OFF OUR RAID
TODAY /! THAT'S T! WE'LL RAID
TOMORROW/ AN' CATCH 'EM
OFF GUARD

“EANWH!LE, AT THE APACHE HIDE-OUT..

SO YOU SAW MY SMODKE
SIGNALS YESTERDAY =2

S

YES! THEN SCOUT SEE WHITE MEN
CAPTURE YOU LAST NIGHT! ME
SEND BRAVES TAKE
FROAM JAIL !

BUT WHY DID
YOU BRING

. WHEN WHOLE

TOWN THIRSTY
FOR APACHE BLOOD,
ME WANT SEE WHITE
MAN WHO SIGNALS [
HIM FRIEND!

F= WANTED TO FIND OUT WHY
JOU 'RE ON THE WARPATH !
WHY YOU KILLED THOSE
PROSPECTORS , WHY ~OU
SHOOT AT STRANGERS, WAY Al

YOU ATTACKED ME™— ‘

APACHES NOT 'SHOOT
AT STRANGERS /!
APACHES NOT
ATTACK YOU !

THEN WHAT ABOUT THOSE
PROSPECTORS WHO —




ALL BRAVES HUNTING, FAR '‘WAY, TILL THEN WHY
YESTERDAY ! WE KNOW NOTHING HAVEN'T You-
OF MURDER! THEN TRAPPER TELL
US — TELL LS WHOLE TOWN WANT

You KNOW, NO USE/ WE
&0 TOWN, \E/VHITE /\a/EN
/ KILL US BEFORE WE sAY

ONE WORD/! THEY NO

BUT NOW ALL ARKOWS
GONE/SOMEONE" STEAL'

KEEP MANY OLD
ARROWS IN CAVE —

SO'THAT'S IT/! SOMEONE
MURDERED THOSE PROSPECTORS
IN COLD BLOOD — AND USED
ARROWS TO MAKE IT LOOK

LIKE YOou APACHES DID T/




WE KEEP HONORABLE PEACE —
TILL NOW! BUT IF WHITE MAN
COMES — AND MAYRE WE
NOT WAIT FOR WHITE
MAN TO COME/

TWENTY-FOUR
HOURS BEFORE “YoU
DO ANYTHING!

>

YOU BRAVE MAN! AND MAYRE YOLI SAVE
MUCH BLOOD, YOUR PEOPLE AND MINE/

LITTLE HILLS OUTSIDE
TOWN !

NOW, |F THE

AUTRY.! WHAT
IN THUNDER 7




o

SORRY TO DO IT THIS WAY, SHERIFF) BUT You'VE
GOT TO LISTEN TO MY WHOLE STORY/

S0 WE'VE GOT TO FIND
THE REAL MURDERERS —
AND FAST/

YOU CAN PUT AWAY THAT GUN

NOW, AUTRY — I'M WITH You ! GLAD YOU BELIEVE

ME, SHERIFF/BUT
WE HAVEN'T
MUCH TIME/

T KNOW! IF ONLY T
COULD CALL OFF THAT
EAID TOMOREOW.

r‘r‘O'.J MUST CALL IT BUT FOLKS 'RE TOO > |
OFF! OR A LOT OF \ WORKED UP’/ THEY WON'T
INNOCENT PEOPLE, \STOP, EVEN FOR ME —
INDIANS AND WHITE, |UNLESS WE CAN SHOW
ARE GOIN' TO DIE! THEM THE REAL
MURDERERS/

|

AND THAT &IVES LIS LESS'N
TWENTY-FOUR HOURS/

T .

j{.. 1 ..




IF ANYONE SEES wou | WE'LL JUST HAVE TO
IN TOWN— AND ME TAKE THAT CHANCE/

WITH You—

BUT WHERE'LL V-
WE START Z / WELL, FIRST OF
ALL, I WANT TO

< | | T oON'T—
| GET cHAMP,

—— THEN —

..“'

S

[ MAYBE You cOULD
. FIGURE OUT PLACES
WHERE THOSE ARROWS
MIGHT BE H\DDEN !

SHHH/ T JUST HEARD SOMEONE
MENTION INDIANS/ THAT a
WINDOW OVER THERE /

R

g

1 [ T kNOW THERE'S
i Il GoLD THERE? I
AIN'T READY TO —

7

i

l: BUT HANK! HOW DO

P teLLing YUH, SLIM! T WAS THERE
WITH TH’ BOSS , WHEN WE HIT THAT
STORM AN’ ASKED. THEM OLD >

PROSPECTORS T'PUT LS UP FOR
TH! NIGHT !




AND THIS YWAL, THEY THOUGHT WE WAS
CAVE ? ASLEEP! AN’ THEY WAS TALKIN'
'BOUT THIS INDIAN BURIAL CAVE
THEY 'D STUMBLED ‘CROSS ONE
DAY WHEN TH' REDSKINS WAS
AWAY HUNTIN' /

VBUT TH'6OLD! | T TOLD YUH/ THEY
WHAT ABOUT /SAID THEY SNUCK IN,
THAT GOLD 7 / AN’ FOUND Bi6 THICK
VEINS OF IT 'WAY BACK
IN TH'CAVE —

THEY TALKED 'BROUT HOW
THEY ONLY GOT A QUICK.
LOOK — BUT, SLIM, THEAA
OL' CEEZERS FIGGERED
THAT GOLD'D BE WORTH
‘LEAST HALF-A-MILLION !

IT.PITS,

BUC L STILL
DON'T

SEE v

AUTRY!

BUZZARDS AFORE
YUH BUSHWHACKED
o =, e

Véo Y'GOT TH' LOCATION] TH' BOSS'S A rEsuT HOW'S COME ¥' STOLE f
O' THIS-HERE CcAVE PLENTY SMART THEM APACHE ARROWS T
OUTA THEM OLD HOMBRE / AN' WENT BACK AN' _/SLIM! T JIST

SHOT THEM [T
PROSPECTORS Iw
WITH '‘EM 7 :

TOLD YUH! TH'
BOSS'S PLENTY
SMART/




L
/THEM ARROWS, AN' TH' ONES WE Wien We LETS TH' SHERIFF'S ) =~
BEEN SHOOTIN' AT STRANGERS/ POSSE KILL 'EM OFF FOR
THEY ALL MAKE IT LOOK LIKE TH’ S, AN’ WE CAN DIG OUT | SOLINDS MIGHTY
APACHES 1S ON TH' WARPATH/SEE S/ | THAT SOLD ANY OL' TIME [ “SLICK! BUT—

AFTER THAT /|

st R R OA,

THIS AIN'T NO WAIT! MAYBE
TIME FOR THEY'LL SAY
CHIN music/ SOMETHIN' MORE
T'M TAKIN/ ‘BOUT THEIR BOSS!

THESE TWO i

) S
" :" b G N

/S0 THAT'S WHY THEY WANT
THE APACHES OUT OF THE
WAY. AND THAT'S WHY —

PWHAT'QE WE
WAITIN' FOR?
LET'S GET
THEM NO-
Go0D gATS‘.’

THEY MUST 'VE HEARD
US OUT HERE AND
SKEEDADDLED/

ALL RIGHT, YOU POLECATS, )
REACH / AUTRY! THEY 'RE
_ GONE !

YOI WAIT HERE/
AIN'T SAFE FOR YoUu
OUT ON TH' STREET!
T'LL TAKE A LOOK

. |ROUND FRONT!

B\




YWE'LL GET 'EM LATER!
RIGHT NOW,WE BETTER

TO THAT CHIEF —
BEFORE HE STARTS
SOME EA]DC OF H)S

[ﬂ SHORT TIME AFTERWARD ... 1

DON!'T BE SURPRISED (F INDIAN
SCOUTS STOP US, SHERIFF! THEY'LL
INSIST ON BLINDFOLDIN' US,BEFORE
THEY'LL TAKE US TO THEIR HIDE-OUT/,

vy
:"“

AND' THAT'S THE
Pkl WHOLE STORY, CHIEF/

W i 7 'bk

N

o ——

g

L1
._.“}‘_o’-:._'v s ,;PV 5

il “- &g

AN' WHITE MAN'S JUSTICE'LL TAKE
CARE OF THESE VARMINTS, CHIEF!
T PROMISE YOU THAT!/

WY Ll
¢ (ﬂ u\ VMMI/kf //’J//’/

KW'«"J’//J L - ~

!/'//z//,z

@
«’I\

- P
.14' A -

\ "’:‘r- ,I|""» /f‘
L (2 'A'»W

. v [ Goop! MUCH BLOOD
SAVED! NOW YOU JOIN
CHIEF AND APACHES
IN GREAT FEAST TO—

e S

-—

Wiz . ;

-
[ Sha.




DARE BUST IN ON THE CHIEF'S
POWWOW LIKE THIS /!

SCOUT SAY SIX WHITE MEN COMING
IN MOUNTAINS! FAST—~ TOWARD
APACHE SACRED CAVE! WE &0

TO CAVE /! THEN —

BAD NEWS, SHERIFF! HE WOULDN'T

WONDER WHAT

IT'S ALL ABOVLT?Z / WE'LL FIND OUT,

_{ SOON ENOUGH!

VAN AMBUSH ! CHIEF, HOW ABOUT LETTIN' US
COME ALONG 7 MAYRE THAT &ANG'LL
LISTEN TO THE SHERIFF HERE — AND

GIVE UP WITHOUT A FIGHT!

o S pp—
) it w g

e ) [PREsENTLYL BT N
" ME NOT THINK SO! BUT WE TRY ~ » il sE
WHITE MAN'S WAY FIRST/ COME / LOOK AT ‘EM TAKE g e

COVER! YOU'D THINK
THERE WASN'T ONE
INDIAN HERE /

WE BETTER

GET HIDPEN,
TOO, HOW 'EOUT
OVER THERE.
WITH TH' CHIEF 7

‘




IS, AUTRY ? ME, I THINK IT'S DAN—

"WHO D'YOU SUPPOSE TH' RINGLEADER )

BIRTON T

WHITE MEN cOME!!

GENE.! THAT. HOMBRE IN \
THE LEAD LOOKS LIKE SCHMIDT! .5,

\

IT 1S5 SCHMIDT .

T ST WANT T' MAKE SURE THEM
PROSPECTORS WAS RIGHT 'BOUT
THIS cOoLD!




REACH FOR THE SKY! YOU'RE
SURROUNDED ,, SCHMIDT! DON'T
— -TRY TO —

INTO THE CAVE, MEN!WE
CAN HOLD ‘EM OFF FROM

u"’ 9.

TSR

/ LOOK ! MOLINTAIN
COME DOWN.’

GUNFIRE MUST'VE
STARTED (T!




FOLLOW THE INDIANS /
THEY KNOW WERE TO 60! ) €

'

THEY 'RE HEADIN' FOR
THAT SLANTIN' CLIFF!

¢ FASTER! \T'S ALMOST
ON US/




SHERIFF/ CHIEF/
WHERE ARE YOU7?

H-HERE/ ARE
YOoU ALL RIGHT?Z

WHEW! THAT Y IT'S OVER NOW./
WAS CLOSE! | SAY — WHAT
1 NEVER HAPPENED TO
THOUGHT THE CHIEF AND
WE'_IQIMAKE ,

T .

BUT — SCHMIDT! COME ON! LET'S
GO GET THEM BEFORE THEY— A




AND THE CAVE! T's
COVERED COMPLETELY!

THE WHOLE MOUNTAIN WELL,IT WAS
MUST'VE CAVED IN_/QUICK, ANYWAY/
ON SCHMIDT AND. [ AN' IT SAVED TH'
THE OTHERS / LAW A LOT OF

) TROUBLE !

JUSTICE OF GREAT SPIRIT! SACRED
BURIAL CAVE WHICH OUR FATHERS
SWEAR TO GUARD FOREVER, NOW
HIDDEN FOR ALL TIME/

i NOW WE CAN &0 NORTH,
JOIN APACHE BROTHERS .

BECAUSE OF YOU,FRIEND OF ALL
PEOPLE, WE GO TN PEACE — NO
BLOOD ON HAND !




BUT—~ OTHER MEN MAY BE BACK
LOOKIN/ FOR THAT &OLD!

NO MAN FIND (T Now/ UNDER
WHOLE MOULNTAIN! AND THRAT
‘GOLD” WORTHLESS!

WHAT ‘WHITE MEN. CALL
Y POOL'S GoLD™/!

WELL, SHERIFF, I'VE BEEN IN
ONE PLACE TOO LONG. RECKON

LOOK WHO'S
I'D BETTER COMIN IN/

BE MOVIN'!

WHY, IT'S
DAN BIRTON!

STIRRED UP
TROUBLE !

STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, AND CIR-
CULATION REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS OF
Al ST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY THE ACTS OF MARCH 3,
195%, AND JU[.Y 2, 1946 (Ve 39, United States Code, Section £33)
of Gene Autry Comics published monthly at New York, N. Y., tor
October 1, 1951,

1. . The names and addresses of the publisher, editor, managing
editor, and business managers are: Publisher, George T Delacorte, |r.,
261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. ¥.; Editor, Helen Meyer, 261 Filth
Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.; Managing editor, None, Business manager,
Helen Meyer, 261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y

2. The owner is: Dell Publishing Company, Inc., 261 Fifth Avenue,
New York 16, N. Y.; George T. Delacorte, Jr., 261 Filth Avenue New
York 16, N. Y., Margarita Delacorte, 261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16,

"3  The known bondholders, morigagees and other security holders

AUTRY, T WANT TO APOLOGIZE
FOR ACCUSING Yo AN’ TH'

APACHES / I SHOULD HAVE LET
TH’ LAW HANDLE IT AND NOT

NO HARD FEELINGS, BIRTON/
BUT I HOPE YOU'LL NOT ACCUSE
ANYONE AGAIN BEFORE YOL)
KNOW WHETHER THEY'RE GUILTY
- OR NOT/

owning or hoiding | percent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages,
or ather securities are. None .

4. Paragraphs 2 and 8 include, in cases where the stockholder or
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Because of his weight and his years,
Sheriff Tom Barlow believed whole-
heartedly in the Mexican idea of a sies-
ta. Now, with the door locked, his feet
balanced on the desk, his ponderous
body fitted into the chair, and his hat
tilted down over his face, he was ready
for the usual afternoon sleep. He closed
his eyes with a happy sigh. . .

“SHERIFF!” The urgent voice crash-

.ed into his dream, and he awakened to

hear the door rattling noisily with im-
patient pounding. “Tom? Tom, | know
you're in there—WAKE UP!”

Peering over at the door through
sleepy eyelids, Tom finally pulled his
feet from the desk. Then, struggling to
lift his 270-pound body out of the chair,
he got to his feet and unlocked the
door. :

“Tom Barlow, you're worse than a hi-
bernatin’ bear! Been poundin’ here at

“least ten minutes!” The tall, weary-

faced man grinned and stuck out his
hand. “But it's good to see you, Tom!"
“You, too, Marshal. How be you?" .
JAfter they had shaken hands, the
Sheriff motioned his visitor to a chair.
“But I'm only congenial in the morn-
in’ and evenin’,” he grumbled: “NOT
afternoons. And you haven’t made a
three-day ride just to come here and
wake me up and say ‘Howdy'!”
He looked up sharply. “You're here
on official business, Marshal—what is

e

“Plenty! Tom, we've got a killer on
the loose—and he’s supposed to be right

here in Coltville!”

A flicker of interest pulled the fat

man’s eyelids open wider. “Know who
he is?"

“Uh, huh. He's called Dude Fallon, or
“The Dude.’ Killed seven men so far.”
“This is a fair-sized town, Marshal.

And we get a lot of loose cowpokes,
headin’ South. But if you've got a
description, we'll pick him up for you.”
The Sheriff smiled. “Tonight, of course
—after | finish my sleep!”

The Marshal shook his head. “It's
not that easy, Tom. We know who he is,
all right. But we haven't d description.”

“Any leads?”

“Not really, except that he’s here in
Coltville, playin’ ‘possum for a while.”

The Sheriff pursed his lips. * ‘Dude,’
eh? Must be a dapper varmint.”

“But Fallon’s no dude now, from all |
can learn.” The Marshal stood up to les-
sen his nervous tension, “He’s just like
the rest of the cowpunchers in this part
of the country. He's smart. And we don’t
know what he looks like.”

Watching the Marshal pacing back
and forth, Tom tried another approach,
“Has he got any-dude habits?"’

"You might call ‘em that.” The Mar-
shal stopped pacing.

“One,” he said, ticking off a finger,
“Fallon’s supposed to shave every day,
normally.” Then, ignoring the Sheriff's
disgusted snort, he continued. “Always
has his duds laundered regularly. Keeps
his gun sparklin’. Wears a neat little
mustache. Always carries a clean hand-
kerchief. Smokes those long, thin
stogies. Seasons his food with lots of
salt. Uses a perfumed hair tonic. He al-
ways—"’

“Should be simple!” the Sheriff inter-
rupted.

“We'll get the bartenders to look for
a man with clean fingernails. If he's a



" real dude, we'll find—"

This time, the Marshal interrupted.
“| told you, he dropped those habits!”
" Obviously irritated, he began raising
his voice. “We did check the fingernail
angle. We talked to washer-women. We
“studied mustaches. We interviewed
storekeepers about cigar sales, even
about salt sales. We've sniffed at the
hair of a hundred men in every town
within five hundred miles of here!”

The Marshal reined himself in. “It's
a box canyon so far, Tom,” he said more
quietly. “Just thought you might have
run across such an hombre recently.”
Then, looking at the Sheriff, seemingly
asleep, he shouted, “But | guess you've
been sleepin’ for the past fifteen years!”

Tom's feet slid off the desk. “Mar-
shal,” he said softly, “I’'m a fat man.
Really fat. Always have been, So, in-
stead of legs, I've had to use this!” He
tapped his head.

“What're you drivin’ at, Tom?”

The Sheriff leaned forward, a smile
spreading through his jowls. “You fel-
lers get an idea, and what do you do?
You run right out to your horse and ride
all over the West before you find out
whether you're right or wrong! Me, |
stretch out right here and find out—
without travelin‘!”

“Se?" The Marshal’s impatience re-
turned, “We've spent five weeks track-
in’ the meanest, slickest killer in the
Southwest, and you think you can lasso
him by combin’ your brain, without mov-
in’ off that chair?”

Tom's face quivered with a slight
chuckle. “You keep on, your way. I'll
stick to mine. But, Marshal—drop by
here this time next week, will you? After
sundown, that is!"

His face a bright strawberry red, the
Marsha!l walked quickly to the door.
Then, he turned around. “Tom Barlow,
if you can even find out what this Dude
Fallon LOOKS LIKE, I‘ll eat my right
boot—sole, heel and all!”. . .

Three days later, the Sheriff opened
his eyes reluctantly as a figure punched
his shoulder vigorously and none too
gently. “Oh, it's you, Marshal," he mum-
bled drowsily, looking up.

“Your deputy said you had some in-
formation on Dude Fallon?

“Dang-nab thgt deputy!” Tom growl-
ed. “I told him not to tell you till after
I’d had my siesta!”

“Tom, what about Fallon? Did he
deave town? What is it? Did you get a
tip on where he is?”

The Sheriff yawned. "This ‘Dude’. . .
what's his last name? Fallon? Anyways,
he's back thereysin a cell.”

Staring open-mouthed, the Marshal
stood stock-still for @ moment. Then he
rushed back to the cell block. By the
time he came back to the office, the
Sheriff'geyes were closed.

“Tom, it IS him! Tom, wake up! It's
him, | said—it's Dude Fallon!"

“That's what | just told you,” the
Sheriff murmured.

“But, HOW? How did you find him?"

Grumbling, the Sheriff pushed back
his hat and looked up. “You fellers al-
ways make things so complicated, with
your clues and all. Me, | slept and fig-
ured, and figured and slept. And, final-
ly, | came up with the answer.”

“Which was what?"’

“Well, | figured the Dude could cure
himself of most of those habits you men-
tioned. But, he’s human, and he's got to
eat, and it's hard to change eatin’ hab-
its. So—I concentrated on the salt.”

“But we checked that, too! | inter-
viewed both storekeepers in town.”

The Sheriff’'s face was wreathed in
smiles. “A bachelor,” he pointed out,
"doesn't cook his own grub when he’s in
town. No, Marshal, he boards. And since
we've only got three roomin’ houses
here, | got the cooks to forget to put
salt shakers on the tables.

“And,” he added, “when they told me
which hombre kept complainin‘—well,
| sent my deputy over to pick up your
Dude Fallon.” Le grinned -impishly.
“Not very excitin’, is it, Marshal? That's
why 1'd rather sleep!” ]

Puffing at the exertion, the Sheriff
reached down in his desk drawer. “Some-
thin’ for you, Marshal.”

“A knife and a fork!” The Marshal’s
face wrinkled in bewilderment. “What
are these for?" .

“That boot of yours!” the Sheriff
chuckled. “Reckon you'll need the
knife, ‘specially—when you start eatin’
the heel!”
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- RANGEL

S,
Through the years, cowboys have developed
in their working vocabulary words, terms, and
expressions as vivid and colorful as the lives
they lead and the country they live in. Expres-
sions which have no meaning to the outsider
immediately bring to mind a definite word-
picture to the Westerner.

To the cowboy, the term ‘‘ridge-runner’

means a wild horse, usually a stallion, which
keeps to high ridges and rimrocks, watching
for danger threatening his band. Horses in the
stallion’s band are called '“range horses.”
They have not been touched by human hands
since they were branded as colts. "'Slicks"’ is
the word applied to unbranded wild horses.
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