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There is a madness that sometimes grips
the minds of men who are’confined too long
. together in a small cabin. The mountain men
call it “cabin fever.” Usually cabin fever ex-
pends itself in petty outbursts of anger. But
in the case of two old prospectors, called
Lemon and Blackjack, it caused violence,
death, insanity and a lost fortune in gold.

Old Lemon discovered gold while washing
tin dishes in a stream near the headwaters of
Oldman River, north of the Montana border.
The partners hurriedly built a rude cabin and
mined gold with an eagerness that blinded
them to the steadily falling snow. By the time
they realized they had been overtaken by
winter, and were almost entirely without
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food, they were experiencing the tedious im-
prisonment of the snowbound. The confine-
ment drove them mad.

Lemon killed Blackjack, but the wolves,
circling the cabin, compelled him to live with
his partner occupying a corner of the cabin
for another month.

The aged prospector knew he was losing
his mind, so he struck out for civilization with
a poke of gold. He came out with the gold,
but he was hopelessly insane.

The cabin and Blackjack's remains were
later discovered along with a large quantity
of gold by a trapper named Pasture. But the
mad partner’s rich strike has never been
found.




GENE! I..TVE INHERITED
A GHOST TO : ;

TN

T ME LEE ALLISON, ) HARDLY'! THIS HE SAYS UNCLE BEN DISINHERITED HIS
?rﬁ% 61-2'%"? WEI!I_”ED? OF _“LETTER'S FROM || OTHER NEPHEW AND LEFTME ALL HIS
WESTERN STORIES, IS [ MY LATE UNCLE'S | | WORLDLY GOODS, CONS:%TING OF ON%
STARTING TO BELIEVE LAWYER! GHOST TOWN:« NAMED “LOST CAUSE"!
HISOWN PLOTS ! : = 2

—

LUNCLE BEN BOUGHT UP THE
PROPERTY WHEN THE FIRST
STRIKE WAS MADE! FIGURED
HE'D MAKE A FORTUNE! BUT
WHEN THE &OLD PETERED OUT,
“THE TOWN DIED OVERNIGHT!

71 KNOW THE PLACE! IT'S IN THE DESERT
WEST OF SPUR BEND! SPRANG UP YEARS
AG0O WHEN GOLD WAS DISCOVERED IN
THE HILLS NEARBY'!
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ANY CHANCE OF YOUR YNOT CHET! HE'S NEVER) [ HMMM... COMETO THINK N\ __

COUSIN CONTESTING J DONE ANYTHING LEGAL!| | OF IT, T DO! A COUPLE

“THE WILL 7 BESIDES, WHO'D WANT | | OF WEEKS IN LOST CAUSE SOUNDS LlKE
2 A GHOST TOWN? A | MIGHT GINE ME SOME FUN

: - G00D STORY IDEAS! WHY COULD L\SEA

DON'T YOU 60 WITH MEZ/ VACATION !

WHEN PO WE

Tue SOONER. THE | \FINE! WE'LL TAKE) [You MEAN WE'LL .SVYES! FROM SPUR BEND
BETTER ! HOW ABOUT _\ MY CAR! IT'S &0 ON HORSEBACK?) ON! A CA %
TOMOREOW MORNwe’ RIGGED TO TOW Aaéigyl'l-; Tr}ia gPeH THAT

A HOKSE TRAILER!

i

A“EANWHILE, IN LOST CAUSE..

NOW THAT YOUR LUNCLE'S DEAD...
YOU MIGHT OWN THIS PLACE, CHE T/

NOT A CHANCE, ARTIE! T'M THE BLACK

SHEEP OF THE FAMILY ! HE'D LEAVE
T 10 MY CITY COUSIN' :

- N Te®e




iT'S DARK IN_HERE, ARTIE! |

SAY, WHAT IF YOLUR COUSIN| DON'T WORRY... THE )
PUT UP THE *SHADES !

SHOWS WP HEREZ THAT JONLY USE HE HAS FOR

WOULD BE THE END OF / THE DESERT IS AS A

OUR HIDE-OUT ! BACKGROUND FOR HIS
. STORIES!

Peret! Look HERE! \ MOST LIKELY 175 | [ NOT IN THAT OUTFIT! MAYBE ] TOURISTS TRAVEL
SOMEBODY''S COMIN LOWRY ! - HE'S A TOURIST! oo IN BUNCHES ... |
INTO TOWN! TS, - NOT ALONE:

NOBODY ELSE WOULD /COVERED OUR TRACKS!( | THAT oUY ACTS LIKE HE'S LOOKING

COME HERE WE ‘8%%"»3"%’1‘??5» ; FOR SOMETHING... OR SOMEBODY'

WHAT'RE _“oU
GOING TO DO?




FIND OUT FOR SURE ! el | HowDy, MISTER! LOOKING
: e o B FOR A GHOST?

v
1S=1STHIS A | YEAH! BUT NOT FOR DOUGH ! NO, ARTIE! NOR &LUN!
P2 ) WHAT WE WANT 1S INFORMATION! HUH guTATHA’% DOESN'T
GET INSIDE ! MEAN HE'S NOTA
] LAWMAN !

SAYS YO NO CEOLOGISTY SO QUIT LYING! [N-NOBODY!T- I WORK
WOLLD BE INTERESTED | WHO SENT YOU | INDEPENDENTLY! T 6O
IN THIS FORSAKEN SPOT! A OUT HERE 2 / ALL OVER... LOOKINGFOR

MINERAL DEPOSITS !

UT \TDOES!...T
/%\EANn-’I'M NOT!
I'M PAUL GKEEN..
A GEOLOGIST !




HMMM... COULD BE YOU'RE | B0SS! HERE
TELLING THE TRUTH!

| THEN AGAIN ...

[ H,CHET! BETTER GET SET O
,f,o,f‘ﬁﬁ é,%ﬁ%é : 7N WELCOME YOLR cousw !

WHAT ARE YOU
TALKING ABOUT=

/ THE GENERAL STORE IN SPUR BEND coT N [/ MAYEE HE INHERITED (THAT'S WHAT
A WIRE ORDERIN' TWO WEEKS' SUPPLIES “THE PLACE ... HEY!WHOS ] I'M TRYING
FOR A DESERT TRIP! I T WAS SIGNED BY

THE TENDERFOOT.? ¢ TO F!ND ouT:
SLEE ALLISON”! O'COURSE, IT MIGHT BE / !
| ANOTHER LEE ALLISON,! - ;

THAT'S NOT LIKELY! T .WONDER
WHY HE'S COMING HERE?

ARTIE! TIE THAT HOMBRE UP! THEN LOWRY! YOU 60 BACK. TO SPUR BEND!
GET HIS HORSE OUT OF SIGHT! T'LL KEEP YOUR EYES AND EARS OPEN!
QUESTION HIM SOME MORE AS SOON WHEN LEE GETS THERE , TRY TO FIND
AS T FINISH WITH LOWRY!

OUT WHAT HIS PLANS ARE! A
M




HPHE NEXT MORNING IN SPUR BEND...
THIS 15 JUST LIKE WALKING BACK

HOLD 1T, LEE! X
THROUGH THE YEARS,6ENE! INTO. _“\THOSE DAYS ARE |

E ! ' /) LONG GONE...
OLD WEST ! ROMANCE ADVENTL.I.EE o2

SOUR STORES!

=
- &

NEXT TWO WEEKS,\HOLDUPS,YOU'LL BE ~

PLEASE! NO SHOPOKAY! BUT IF YOUEXPECT Y ¢ TR
(TLEASELND SNOP KA BT I YOURXPECT Y Come ON wELL Pk U
\.u—

CHET'S SURE TO
BE INTERESTED

I'M LEE ALLISON, \MIGHTY DISAPPOINTED!
ROVING COW-POKE! : =
NOT WRITER !

ﬁ%@?ﬁg’#@ ygg \OF PAYS IF T CAN HELP IT!

PLANNIN' TO STAT S .
A COUPLE O" WEEKS!

|

GREEN OVER THEKRE CONVINCED
ME HE 1S A GEOLOGIST! SATS HE
THINKS THIS LAND IS LOAPED
WITH COPPER ! _




'50 1I'M MAKING PLANS TO GE

IT FROM COUSIN LEE FOR PEANUT

WE'LL MAKE IT SO 'UNCOMFORTABLE
FOR HIM, HE'LL NOTONLY BE
GLAD TO CLEAR OUT BUT TO
SELL THE WORKS DH?T CHEAP

OKAY! T'LL BRING
UP SOME MORE AMMO,

WE'LL OPERATE FROM
THE CAVE WHERE WE

KEEP THE LOOT! FILL [T0O! 1T MIGHT COME
[ IN HANDY !

THOSE SADDLEBASS
WITH GRUB! ,

WE'LL PUT HIM ON HIS
HORSE AND TAKE HIM
INTO THE DESERT,
WHERE THE SAND WiLL
TAKE CARE OF THE
< EVIDENCE 1

M FEW MINUTES LATER...

THAT DOES IT, ARTIE !
NOBODY couLD TELL

IV THERE'S NOTHING |
LIKE SAND TO
' WIDE PRINTS!

>

ANYBODY'S BEEN
HERE IN YEARS! 4

‘FHIS WIND WILL BLOW ENOUGH SAND
AROUND TO COVER UP OUR HOOF PQINK
LET'S GO! LEE'S APT TO SHOW UP
ANY MINIJTE'




(WELL, LEE! LOOKS LIKE WE'RE o [ruL um LEE! T HEAR HoOFBEATS!
IN FOR A SANDSTORM ! A < HOPE IT HOLDS OFF THREE OR FOUR RIDERS! H&Dl
T e L WE REACH “AWAY FROM LOST CAUSE!

LOST CAUSE’ T CANT FEAR A :
. { THING BUT THIS
BLASTED WIND !

oL 60 ONTO THE TOWN! IF THOSE RIDERS \ [ T'LL TRY TO OVERTAKE AND WARN )

AREN'T WEST-WISE, THEY WON'T REALIZE THEM! IF THE STORM CATCHES THEM
A SANDSTORM'S BREWING ! IN THE OPEN, 'THEY%E GONERS

s O THERE THEYARE'ST!ZETCH
RPT B e YOUR LEGS, CHAMP!




THAT HOMBRE DELIBERATELY
SPOOKED THAT HORSE...AND
HIS RIDER'S TIED UP!

A GRS TR

P A

THAT WAS A MIGHTY
ROUGH FALL!...

YoU'LL BE OKAY, MISTER !
JUST A BAD BUMP ON
THE HEAD!




A uTnE LATER ..

LEE! GIVE ME
HAND !

[ GooD GRIEF! WHO‘S ‘THAT’
AND WHERE DID YOU FIND. HIM?Z|

FIRST THINGS FIRST, LEE! AND THAT
MEANS GETTING CHAMP UNDER

COVER WHILE You TAKE THIS:
CHAP INSIDE! G0 EASY.
HE'S BEEN HURT!

AND THE MULE IN
THE BUILDINGN
. DoOR

HE'S S‘TILL UNCONSCIoys, \T'LL TELL You ABOUT
| GENE! WHAT HAPPENED?)IT WHILE I FIX THAT

CUTON HIS HEAD !

= THIS BIRD IS NO | HE'S PROBABLY A

| WESTERNER! | TOURIST WHO RAN
LOOK AT HIS AFOUL OF SOME
\ CLOTHES! _ EANDITS i

(B
’-\k.\- L,L. fu' S

THAT WoULD MOST LIKELY BE THE
THIS STORY! BUT T'LL g!v\fE”JDED,}
THIS YARN WON'T “READ “THAT
—\ WAY WHEN -

O000OH!

OH-OH! HE'S COMING TO! NOW

MAYBE WE'LL LEARN WHAT
THIS IS ALL AROUT !




R e

UNFORTUNA‘TELY, I LEFT /AY IDENTIFICATION

# YOTHER CLOTHES IN TOWN!BUT I DID
ALLY CONVINCE THE HEAD MAN TWAS

A 6EOLOGIST.+ NOT A POLICEMAN !

DID YOU OVERHEAR ¥ N-NQO - EXCEPT...
ANYTHING THAT | WELL, THE ONE
MIGHT HELP US JCALLED *CHET” WAS
T0 IDENTIFY A UPSET BECALSE
THOSE MEN 7 {|- SOMEBODY NAMED
. SALLISON"” WAS /.
COMIN&e HERE!

"

CHET? THATCOULD BE MY COUSIN - ‘ WELL, THERE'S NOTHING WE CAN PO
STEELE! IF IT IS, WHATEVER | H ABOUT IT T0Nl6H7§ SO LET'S HIT
| $ ‘- b THE HAY'! KEEP YOUR 6UN
. HANDY, LEE, JUST IN CASE!

CHET
HE'S DOING HERE IS NOT ON THE

: ““ -':cwov» '

QAEANTIME , IN A HILLSIDE CAVE... §
§/ GOSH,CHET! T HOPE THE
HORSES ARE OKAY.'

WHY SHOULDN'T THEY BE Z THEY'RE
WELL SHELTERED AT THE SIDE OF
s\ THE HILL!




THIS STORM'S SURE A LUCKY BREAK! | FORGET HIM! WE'VE GOT TO FIGURE
T RECKON &REEN'S UNDER A THICK ) OUT HOW WE'RE GOING TO MAKE
BLANKET O'SAND BY NOW ! MY COUSIN SELL LOSTCAUSE TO YO

TS B N

T'LL BET HE MAYBE ! ... ARTIE, WHEN THE
DOESN'T! IF HE \STORM LETS LF, YOU 60O BACK
DID, HE'D HAVE _ \ 0 TOWN! TRY TO FIND OUT
BEEN A LOT MORE | HOW MUCH LEE KNOWS W|TH-
EXCITED ABOUT OUT GIVING “TOURSEI
THE TRIP! R AWAY/

YEAH! HE'D NEVER LET

ME HAVE IT AT ANY PRICE!

7| NOR ANYBODY ELSE, IF

A HE KNOWS ABOUT e
\ THE COPPER! /o=

P AN' WHILE YOU'RE THERE , GET SOME
MQRE COFFEE OUTO' THE CELLAR! I
FORGOT 1T AN' THIS CAN'S ALMOST EMPTY!

IF T DON'T FIND ANYTHING IN HERE
4 |7 I'LL HAVE TO ADMIT MY HUNCH WA
'\ WRONG, AND THOSE HOMBRES

: STAYING HERE
IN TOWN !




| DOESN'T LOOK AS IF ANYBODY HAD
REEN STAYING... UH-OH! THAT
BUELAP AT THE WINDOWS!

IT HASN'T BEEN HANéINé HERE TOO
LONG / NO SiGN OF ROT

WAXED PAPER! FROM A
OF BREAD:AND FRESHLY TORN'

SELIE S SRt

MAYBE I WASN' T ENTIRELY
OFF THE BEAM




THAT'S WHY THEY TRIED TO PO
AWAY WITH eREEN! THEY
WERE AFRAID HE'D GET

WISE TO THEM!

CANNED 600DS! GROCERJES!
THIS PLACE HAS BEEN
USED AS A HIDE-OUT !

RAEANWHILE ... |

|

RS
oF TH
BANDS AND SACKS !

TO0...FROM THE
ESE MONEY

THEY'RE IN HERE!
I CAN HEAR THEM

g :*-:“’*}J

i | §. 2 [ 1

TALKING!

™

B2 d o & ”»-$

o

T THINK IT IS, ALLISON, YYoLl CAN /.

HE COPPER FIELD IS HALF AS RICH
SELL THIS LAND FOR PLENTY'!

/

50 ALLISON'S PAL IS A GEOLOGIST, )
TO0! AND THEY BOTH KNOW ABOUT
THE COPPER! CHET WON'T BE

HAPPY TO HEAR THAT!




HERE'S HOPING THEY
STAY INSIDE ‘T!LLI GET
“THAT COFFEE

OH-OH! FOOTSTEP.S UPSTAIRS !
CAN'T BE LEE! ME'D CA,I‘-'1 'er

% R V192 anywa®om

'Eomssovv's FOUND THE TRAP DOOR‘
BUT ALLISON AND HIS PAL ARE IN THE

B ARTE STEALS TO THE OPEN TRAP DOOR, ‘
HOTEL ! WHO IN BLAZES IS DOWN THERE? g

6ENE DUcks 70 ONE SIDE...

I HEARD “OU DOWN

THERE! COME UP!
AND FAST!




GENE GIVES ITA MI

OO0OMPH! _

IWIRMLY &RASPING THE END OF THE LADDER..

GHTY SHOVE UPWARDS...

THIS IS THE ONLY WAY
T0 GET TOPSIDE FAST!

Gittsyyy,

}

SNOOPER! IT'LL RUB
You opT BUT FAST!




»( NOT TODAY! ) [ T'LLTE HIM BEFORE HE COMES
: TO! MAYBE HE'LL TALK'

VARE YOoUu &O0ING TO T'LL SEE THAT You 3

LEAVE ME TIED UP |\ GET BOTH! AND SOON!
HEREZ WITHOUT : S
FOOD AND WATER? o ] ;

[ FEW MINUTES LATER..

7 T'VE GOT NOTHING | OKAY! IF THAT'S"
TO SAY, T TELL | THE WAY YOU
You! NOTHING ! WANT (T!

rI'VE GOT AN IDEA FOR
NARBING HIM AND THE
OTHER ONE! BUT,

T'LL NEED YOUR
HELRGLEE ! -

TOO BAD CHET'S

FROM YOUR DESCRIPTION,
A\ STILL AT LARGE!

GENE, YOUR PRISONER
IS THE ONE CALLED
“ARTIE”! T SIZED
HIM uPAs A HooD!




{

[ ow po vou {why, THAT:S RieTs 3
EXPECT ME_\T'LL UNTIE YOU!Tf
AND KEEP You ¥

LITTLE LATER...
T'VE BROUGHT YO SOMETHING TO.EAT!

. ~ \ I
sy asorr Twe Y1 1) Y

r'1'HERE MUST BE

SOME WAY T CAN

OUTSMART THIS
-~ BIRD! .

[ CAN'T You UNTIE MY FEET, \ WELL-L-L- T
T00? THEY'RE BEGINNING | GUESS SO!
0 FEEL NUMB! .

NO SHENANIGANS Now! |
1'LL BE WATCHING YOU'! A&

|

LEE! COME ON OUT HERE
FOR A MINUTE!




MAN! 1S HE STUPID! NOT TO EXPECT ME
TO GRAB MY CHANCE TO GET AWAY!

7

/ GENE! T THINK HE SWALLOWED
IT HOOK, LINE , AND SINKER !

R\GHT, LEE! THERE HE 6OES NOW!
WE'LL GIVE HIM A MINUTE TO GET GOING!

THEY MUST'VE DISCOVERED I'M
GONE BY NOW! BUT THEY'LL
NEVER CATCH ME! T'VE &OT

T00 BiéA HEADSTART!

ONE AND...

BRTE RAEs DTRE VeS| N

BOSS!ALLISON'S PAL \ sLOW DOWN, ARTIE,
NABBED ME! BUT T AND TELL ME

PULLED A REAL FAST /] EXACTLY WHAT
HAPPENED! /

\

4




A\s ARTIE FINISHES HIS STORY...

I &OTTA HAND IT Y FOOL. YOU'RE THE STUPID
TO YOUR COUSIN, | ONE! LETTING YOURSELF
BOSS!HE'S ONE / GET. TRICKED INTO
STUPID BOOB! GIVING AWAY THIS

N H|DE OIJT'

WHAT DO

S i T MEAN THEY RIGGED
ou :

IT SO YOou cOULD
ESCAPE AND BE
FOLLOWED HERE!

IN THAT CASE, T'M ) YOU'D NEVER MAKE.

CLEARIN' OUT \T, LOWRY! TWO T0

« PRONTO! ONE, THEY'RE OUT-
| sipE 'RIGAT NOW!

LEE! IF YOUR COUSIN'S EVEN HALF-
SMART, HE'S FIGURED WHAT WE'RE
DOING BY NOW! SO WATCH IT!

4 L‘M n,\r ‘mwm I

=nsx\




'NOT A SOUND FROM -THE CAVE!
EVIDENTLY THEY'RE WAITING
FOR [IS To MAKE THE FIRST MOVE!

“STEELE! THE Ji16'S UP:IYOU
“AND YOUR FALS COME OUT
WITH YOLUR HANDS HIGH!

“THIS GUNFIGHTING'S NOT GOING )
TO GET US ANYPLACE! THEY 'FE

SAFE AS LONG AS THEY STAY
IN THAT CAVE !

WE'VE GOT TO FLUSH
THEM OUT OF THERE!




{EAUTIOUSLY, GENE PUSHES A &ANT TUMBLEWEED

TUMBLEWEEDS !
~ TOWARD THE SIDE OF THE CAVE MOUTH ...

JUST THE THING®

NOW A MATCH!

o
o

THEY'!RE TRYING
TO BURN US OUT!




P HAT'LL NEVER Y NOT ME! T'D RATHER

DO \T1 HELP ME | TAKE MY CHANCES

ROLL IT BACK | OUTSIDE WITH THEM!
OUTSIDE ! -

S

A

HOLD IT! ALL OF YOLI! AND REACH!
K | ) N

HELP! IT'M
ON FIRE!

6OT TO SMOTHER
THOSE FLAMES!

N YOUu'RE OKAY NOW!
ON YOUR FEET!




ik ( DON'T ORDER ME AROLIND!

-
T

FWHEN T SAY “ON YOUR FEET
T MEAN IT/GET UP!
-  / IFARTIE HADN'T

BEEN SO STUPID,
You'D NEVER
HAVE CAU@H'I;
UP. WITH Us -

SOME SCHEME YOUR COUSIN HAD
COOKED UP, LEE ... SCARING YOU
INTO SELLING CHEAP, THEN
CASHING IN ON THE COPPER!

(LOST CAUSE! SOME | T SUGGEST You RENAME IT,
DISMAL PLACIE» LEE! CALL IT SLUCKY HUNCH'
VALL RIGHT! BECAUSE THAT'S WHAT LED
US TO THE CROOKS!

(TM SURE THERE'S A LOT OF
T HERE! T'LL BE GLAD TO
COME BACK AND MAKE A
| THOROUGH SLRVEY !




Crack!

The gunshot jerked Reverend Amos Beedle
back to reality —and the disturbing fact
that two masked men were spurring out of
the trees onto the rutted road.

Except for their hats, the two men looked
as though they had been cut from the same
pattern. Each straddled a bay horse. Each
wore a black shirt, black pants, silver-
studded gun belt, and a black neckerchief
mask. However, one's hat was a dirty tan
color with a sagging brim, while the other
wore a stiff-brimmed black hat.

“Rein up!” barked Tan Hat, flourishing
his six-gun.

The command was unnecessary. Amos had
already pulled the old gray horse to a stop.
Tan Hat barked again..””And- reach for the
sky!” '

“Why should I?" asked Amos in a mild,
unfrightened tone.

Above the mask, Tan Hat's eyes were be-
wildered. “Hanged if I know!"” he admitted.

Amos shifted his glance to Black Hat.
“Do you?”

“Sure!” Amusement laced the bandit's
voice. “If your hands are in the air, you
can't pull a surprise gun.”

“I can't anyway.,” said Amos. "I'm -not
armed.” He #dicated a small object on the
seat -beside* him, adding, "“Except for the
Good Book, of course.”

“The what?" rasped Tan Hat.

“You ignorant galoot,” chuckled Black Hat.
“He means the Bible.” He eased his horse
closer to the buckboard and studied Amos
with curious eyes. “So you're a parson.”

Amos smiled. “Reverend Amos Beedle, of
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Twin Trees. Who are you?”

Tan Hat gasped. West of the Pecos, asking
personal questions was taboo. He tensed,
sure that an explosion of gun or words would
follow. But, to his amazement, it was laughter
that exploded. He stared at his masked
companion, and his amazement mounted as
the other checked his merriment to say,

“My name is Simon Matthew Flagg, but
around here folks call me ‘Dandy’ Flagg.
Ever heard of me?”

Amos nodded. “I regret to say none of
what I've heard has been complimentary.”

“That's not surprising,” said Dandy. “I'm
not what you'd call popular.”

Amos grinned. “That's not surprising,
either, considering your — uh — activities.”
He sobered to turn his eyes on Tan Hat. "I
have also heard of you. I believe the name
is Fred Maxon.”

“That's right,” growled Maxon. “An’ I'm
tired of palaverin’, so fork over your cash
an' —" Dandy's gloved hand firm across his
mouth prevented him from finishing the
sentence. He jerked his head aside — free-
ing his mouth —and glowered at:Dandy.
“Whatsa big idea?"

Dandy's eyes were dark with fury. But
his voice was almost expressionless as he
said, “"What cash the parson’s got, he keeps.
Savvy?”

Maxon fingered his mask as if he were

" pulling at suddenly dry lips under it. “Sure,

Dandy — sure."

- Dandy pulled his reins taut. “Better get
going, Parson, before I change my mind
about your bankroll.” At the smile creasing
Amos’ face, he added, "What's so funny?”



“The idea of me having any money,” re-
plied Amos. “Why, I haven't even got a
church. I hold services in my home which
is next to the general store. It is.small but
80 is my congregation.” He sighed, clucked
to the old gray horse and, as the buckboard
began to move, tossed an awkward salute
Dandy’s way. "So long, Mr. Flagg!”

Dandy waved back. There was a strange
look on his face — as if he had found some-
thing he thought he had lost forever.

The next Sunday morning, Dandy Flagg
and Fred Maxon — minus their masks and
wearing “store clothes” and light-colored
Stetsons — pulled up_their bays in a grove
behind the general store.

“Of all the loco stunts—us goin’ to
church,” growled Maxon as they dismounted.

Dandy grinned. "Itll make the parson
feel good, having two more customers. And
nobody‘ll recognize us without the masks
and black duds.”

Maxon tied both horses to a tree. “That
parson’s no fool.”

“He wouldn't turn us in if he did recog-
nize us,” Dandy confidently declared.

The service was already under way in
the little one-room shack when Dandy and
Maxon took seats in the third and last row
of benches, improvised by placing planks
across packing boxes. Reverend Amos
Beedle gave no outward sign of recognizing
them. However, during the sermon, he did
not once consult his notes as he preached
on the text: “But the greatest of these is
charity.”

Apparently Dandy took the text to heart,
for when the collection plate was passed,
he put a five-dollar gold piece in it before
handing it on to Maxon with a significant
look. At the look, Maxon hastily exchanged
the silver coin he held in readiness for a
gold one.

During the final hymn, Dandy nudged his
partner. “Let's go,” he scowled.

“What's eatin’ you?” asked Maxon when
they reached the street. :

"“That collection!” snapped Dandy. “Ten °

bucks from us and two dollars, six bits from
the rest. Not even a parson can live on that.”
“Quit worryin’,” shrugged Maxon. “You
can‘t do anything about it.”
Dandy smiled. “I not only can —1 willl”

Between this moment and midnight, two
seemingly unrelated events took place. The
first was the robbery of the Eldorado Saloon
in Reata, twenty miles from Twin Trees, in
which the black-masked, black-clad bandits
took only paper money.

The second event was the temporary theft
of Reverend Beedle's only pair of trousers
while that worthy slept. This was easily
accomplished, since the trousers lay across
a chair back near an open window. But it
was not noiselessly done. The belt buckle
clinked against’ the window sill, awakening
Amos and bringing him bolt upright in his
cot. For a rhoment, he stared into the dark-
ness. Then a shadow darkened the lighter
patch of dark that was the windaw.

“Who's there?” called Amos, fumbling for
the matches and a candle.

The shadow vanished. Leaping from the
cot, Amos started for the window but
changed his mind and headed for the dresser
and the candle. As the taper flickered into
light, he gasped. There, on the floor under
the window, lay his trousers —and sticking
out of one pocket was a fat roll of bills.

At that moment, Dandy Flagg was swing-
ing up into his saddle and Maxon was saying,
“I don't savvy. Why didn't you just call the
parson out and hand him that cash?”

“He'd have figured it was stolen and re-
fused it,” replied Dandy. “Let's get moving.”

“Okay — after you tell me what made you
want to give it to him in the first place,”
said Maxon, '

“That same reason I went to his church
today.” There was an oddly wistful note in
Dandy’s voice. “He's the first hombre I've
met in years who isn't afraid of me, and
the only one to call me Mister Flagg!”
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YONDER'S THE ROCKIES, PAW! | [JANEY ! GRAB THE REINS ¢
_ "TWON'T BE LONG NOW SOMETHING'S SNEAKIN'

. AFORE WE'RE-- 'ROUND THAT HUMMOCK
: TO THE RIGHT ¢ COULD

S e

oot e

————

-
e,

COPYRIGHT, 1954, - P N T I\
WESTERN, PRINTING & LITHO. CO. ,,««“ |5

BUT IT ISNT! IT'S

[ weRe PLAYING |/ BUT I'D HEAPS RATHER

'PIONEERS! ' MEAR A STORY,
.| PANHANDLE PETE/
), = \ GOT ONE FOR

us TopAY?

YEP! ABOUT SOME HURRAH. IT'S A LOST WAL, NOT EXACTLY ! NOBODY EVER
PIONEERS WHO WOULDA MINE YARN! ' MINED THIS GOLD! BUT IMm GETTIN'
BEEN MIGHTY RICH IF 3 — s AKEAD O'MY STORY WHICH HAD ITS
THEY'D KNOWN WHAT N BEGINNIN' BACK IN 1845 = -«

PURE GOLD : : :
LOOKED LIKE! :




..W/JEN R PARTY O PIONEERS HEAPED FOR OREGON,
AS 'TWAS FOUR YEARS BEFORE THE CALIFORNY
GOLD RUSH , HOMES TEALIN' WAS ALL THEY HAD

ON THEIR M/NDS' .

”,

”A/E/V THE TRAIN REACHED THE HUMBOLOT RIVER IT
SPLIT UP. SOME WAGONS FOLLOWED THE RIVER.
THE REST HEAPED NORTH ~OVER THE

BLACK ROCK MOUNTAINS

:WGH?'V HCH-ONE . THEY CLMBED UPﬁLL
: 7)75‘)’6'07"70 THE TOP <=-"

M-re0 7 BLACK ROKS, THEY CAME 70 ANOTHER RANGE -

GOLLY, ZACK! OUR LOCK CHAINSLL

NEVER HOLD ON THAT GRADE! -

RIGHT ! SO WE'LL FIX

UP DIFFERENT KIND OF
BRAKES! HEAVY
TIMBERS !

ﬂ@y FELLED SOME BIS TREES AND CHAINED
EM TO THE BACK'S O’ THE WAGONS . AND MALE
THE 6?495' WITH NaARY AN ACCIPENT.

i
I THE CANYON BELOW, THEY MADE CAMP,
AND WHILE GATHERIN'WOOD FOR THE FIRES -- -

HUMPH! SEEMS FUNNY. /F BRASS NOTHING!
TO FIND BRASS IN THOSE ARE JUST
THIS FORSAKEN PLACE! PLAIN ysu.ow




NTHe youns uns FILLED SOME O THE
BUCKETS WITH THE YELLOW PEBBLES "

"GUE NEXT MORNIN' SORROW STRUCK . ZACK'S

WIFE DIED REAL SUDDEN -LIKE .

OH , JOHNNY ! AREN'T YEAH! I'LL SUP
\ THESE STONES PRETTY? A SOME IN MY JEANS!
- 8\ WE CAN PLAY WITH
b\ THEM WHILE
\ WE'RE RIDING!

YOU KNOW, ZACK , IT DOESN'T SEEM
RIGHT NOT TO MARK MARTHA'S
RESTING PLACE SOMEHOW!

J 80 zack markeD 17 |
"TWAS MARTHA'S | -

. weww

V/

GIGUN THE WAGON TRAIN MOVED ON. EVERYTHING WENT .
- SMOOTHLY TILL IT WRS CROSSIN' THE DESCHUTES RIVER .

- -

T - /

L. 7HE YELLOW ROCKS WERE LOST EXCEPTIN.
THOSE THE YOUNG UNS HAD IN THEIR POCKETS.

I'M 6LAD I DIDN'T PUT ALL MY ROCKS
IN ONE OF THOSE BUCKETS !

Vﬁs PIONEERS REACHED NORTHWEST OREGON
WITHOUT ANY MORE TROUBLE , AND SETTLED
DOWN 7O FARMIN'!




7 DOWN' 70 SUTTER'S FORT IN CALIFORNY,
AND MADE AN ASTONISHIN' DISCOVERY ."

WE CAN FIND

OUT FOR SURE !
MY KID'S STILL :
GOT ONE OF 'EM,

ZACK ! REMEMBER THOSE
. YELLOW STONES WE FOUND
"U'COMING WEST P I'LL BET 4
MY SHIRT THEY WE

!

LEXCITEDLY |, THE TWO MEN HEADED FOR

THE ASSAY OFFICE."

THAT'S OUR
BUSINESS! C/MON
JOE ! WE'RE GOING
PROSPECTING.

GENTS! THIS PEBBLE”
IS A PURE GOLD NUGGET!
WHERE 'D YOU FIND IT?

% AND JOE GOT A SIZABLE PARTY TOGETHER AND HEAPED FOR
EASTERN OREGON. BUT ON THE WRY , THE OUTEIT WAS AMBUSHED .

",
@y HaLE. 4 DOZEN MEN ESCAPED, AND ONLY i
ZACK AND JOE LIVED 70 GET BRCK 70 CALIFORNY.

"Dk WRS RIGHT.  JOE WASN'T LONG £

WE SURE WouLD ! \
WE'RE DONE IN !

I'M DR, DRANE ! WOULD

YOU MEN LIKE A RIDE

AS FAR AS YREKA 7 'SPECIALLY JOE !

S — B I'VE GOT A FEELING
e o ad HE'S NOT LONG

b oA W . \_FOR THIS WORLD!

. WORLD, BUT THEN NEITHER WAS HE.

YOU'LL RECOGNIZE
THE CANYON BY THE
PILES OF TIMBERS,
DOC! AND THE

LITTLE BLUE BUCKET
-=*QVER MAE'THA'S




"FHOSE VIERE THE LAST WORDS 24K SPOKE? |
HE'S GONE, POOR

J

IN u/i"

STOCOED WONDERIN' WHEN, SOME TIME
CANADIAN TRAPPER STOPPED
£ FOR SUPPLIES

FELLOW ! ‘T WONDER
HOW MUCH OF HIS
STORY WAS TRUE?

HUMPH ! S0 THAT'S GOLD ! WHY, I
KNOW A CANYON IN EASTERN OREGON
WHERE THERE'S  HUNDREDS OF THOSE

WITTLE YELLOW STONES!

[ 7eacoee's aescrrrion o HE
CIYON WRS IDENTICRL WITH ZAcK'S,
00C GOT SORTAEXCTED,

NOT ALL THE WAY!
EXPENSES , WIiLL ! [ CAN'T SPARE THE
YOU LEAD ME TIME ! BUT ILL TAKE
TO THIS CANYON? /\  YOU TO WHERE YOU
CAN FIND IT EASY!

IF T PAY THE

: EEW WEEKS LATER )
ﬁ VENLS AND ;

THIS 1S WHERE WE PART COMPANY,D0C!
BUT SEE THOSE TWO PEAKS T THE
CANYON'S JUST NORTH O' THE ONE

DOC., WiTH. TWO TRUSTED
) THE TRAPPER , SET OUT 70 LOOK FOR |
WIEN. TUEY ICEGCHED WARNER HILL ==+

ON THE RIGHT.

AND HIS FIIENDS FOUND THE CANYON ALL RIGHT. &UT
A CLOUDBURS T HAD TURNED THE PLACE INTQ A MESS."

/' T'M AFRAID YOU'RE RIGHT,

WELL ! IF THERE'S ANY GOLD AT THE BOTTOM
OF THAT CANYON , WE'LL HAVE TO DIG FROM k=
NOW TiLL DOOMSDAY TO UNCOVER [T,

=

NED! BUT IM NOT GOING
A BACK WITHOUT TRYING
- TO FIND SOME !




e
PBor Days, THEY DUE IV THE

DEER/S ~CHOKED CANYAV .

S NO use ,Doc! EITHER i Im SURE IT

§ THE GOLD'S BURIED TOO
\ DEEP,OR THIS IS THE
B\ weor«s CANYON !

1SN'T! BUT.OF
COURSE, I CAN'T

‘FUey STUCK ITOUT TILL THEIR GRUB WAS mesT
GONE , AND, AS THEY GOT READY 7O LEAVE ===" :

OKAY! T'LL TURN OVER
JUST ONE MORE SHOVEL-
FUL FOR LUCK!

/ COME ON ,D0C !
LET'S GET
MOVING !

; WHEN HE DID , HIS EYES NEQR POPRPED
OUTA HIS HEAD.

NRTURALLY, THEY ALL WANTED TOSTAY ON . BUT
"WITHOUT FOOD THAT WRS /MPOSSIBLE.”

I ONLY HOPE T LIVE LoNe\*

ENOUGH TO COME BACK HERE!

NOT A BAD IDEA, ToMMY!

[ BUT HE DIDN'T! ' NEITHER DID HIS
FRIENDS | YEARS LATER , AN 4
INDIAN AGENT FOUND THE
PILES O' TMBER AND__
THE GRAVE — BUT Y,

BUCKET PLACER!

Y'KNOW, PETE, WHEN T GROW | ;
uUP, MAYBE T'LL GO LOOKING /.
FOR THE LOST BLUE -

SPECKIN''FOR LOST MINES'

IS A REAL INTERESTIN'
; x OCCUPATION !
EH, JUGHEAD 7

R
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DEI.L COMIOS ARE GOOD COMIOS



HERE'S A PEN ANY COWHAND WOULD BE
GLAD TO OWN... THE OFFICIAL DELL
COMICS CLUB BALL POINT PEN/

'SUBSCRIBE TO
GENE AUTRY comics!/

——————————————————— CUT ALONG

DELL PUBLISHING CO., Inc. ® Dept. 10 GA
10 W. 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y.

(Please use this side for YOUR OWN SUBSCRIPTION)

Please enter Subscription to GENE AUTRY Comics. Include
FREE Dell Comics CLUB PEN and Membership Certificate to
the Dell Comics Club.

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: [] 1 year—12 issues $1.00

[J 2 years—24 issues $1.85 [] 3 years—36 issues $2.70
| am enclosing remittance for $.......... in full payment
Name ety o e e e Age i s
Storand N oS 2 e A
Y e S s Zone: v rnaotatesi
CANADA: [ 1 yr. $1.20; [J 2 yrs. $2.00; [] 3 yrs. $3.00

YOU GET IT FREE WHEN YOU

A really good looking pen with
its pocketclip bearing the Dell seal
and the handsome gold lettering
“Official Dell Comics Club Mem-
ber” on a dark green background.

Best of all—it’s so easy for you to
own one! Just clip the coupon be-
low and have Mom or Dad send in
for your full year’s subscription to
Gene Autry Comics— 12 big issues
for only $1.00. With your subscrip-
tion you’ll get free, the Official Dell
Comics Club Pen and your Dell
Comics Club Membership Certifi-
cate.

SEND

/
supscRIPTION TE==

DOTTED LINE

ATNIVId LNI¥d 3SV3ld

40 SOINO0D TTIa
VD140

N YOUR s

DELL PUBLISHING CO., Inc. ° Dept. 10 GA
10 W. 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y.

(Please use this side for GIFT SUBSCRIPTION)
Please enter Subscription to GENE AUTRY Comics. Include
FREE Dell Comics CLUB PEN and Membership Certificate to
the Dell Comics Club.

Name s n e e e e e et Age i inardn
St NN O e e
(S oo o e s oo Zone ooy otates..i cnn

(Please list additional names on separate sheet)
[ 1 year $1.00 [J 2 years $1.85 [J 3 years $2.70
| am enclosing remittance for $ .......... in full payment
ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM:

Donor’s Name
Address



DELICIOUS FOR
FOLKS OF ACTION!

PARDNERS. WEALL
"LOVE BABY RUTH
HERE

GO FOR THESE
TASTY NUTS IN
BABY RUTH

I'M PITCHING

CURTlSS CANDY COMPANY Otto Schnerlng, Founder

II/ makers of Butterfinger, Coconut Grove, Caramel Nougat. Dip candy bats, Saf-T-Pops. Fruit Drops ana Mints




