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A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS 

the big, new 144-page book 

CAL SMITH on 
MODEL BUILDING 

Original TESTED designs for 

1253 

All veteran model builders know 
Cal Smith as one of the country's 
leading authorities on model building. 
As a writer, designer, illustrator and 
winning contestant, Cal Smith packs over 
fifteen years of expert modeling into the 
most complete book of its type ever published. 
His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to all 
beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 
approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 
book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures and 
hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 
in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING .. .today! 

at your local newsstand 754 

If your news dealer cannot supply you, order by mail. Send tp 
FAWCETT BOOKS, Dept. C-5, Greenwich, Connecticut. Order number 139 
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Now You Can Get ROD CAMERON WESTERN Every Other Month, By Mail 
(Please print your name clearly in pencil) 

FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
SUBSCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
GREENWICH. CONN. 

YES, send me ROD CAMERON 
WESTERN every other month. 
1 am enclosing $._.in full payment. 

CIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR 
YOUR FRIENDS 

FAWCETT PUBLICATIONS INC. 
DESCRIPTION DEPARTMENT 
GREENWICH, CONN. 

Send ROD CAMERON WESTERN every 

Ctty.Zone ... State. 
Address ... 
City ... Zone State 

Subscription Rates for U V and Possessions □ 12 issues □ 24 issues □ 36 issues 

(CHECK ONE) 
□ 12 Issues for $1.20 
□ 24 Issues for $2.25 
□ 36 Issues for $3.00 

Sorry, no subscriptions sent to Canada 

Address .;. 
City.Zone ... State./ 
□ 12 issues □ 24 issues □ 36 issues V ~ 

My gift card should read. 

1 enclose $.for the above orders. 



ROD CAMERON WESTERN 

ABOUTS LATELY. THAT'S-- - - 
LOOSENED BOULDERS ATOP THE GULCH . 

EVEN NED HAWKINS WON'T RIDE THA 
MEMBER WHEN HE WOULD HAVE . NED WA 
CRITTERS WHO THOUGHT IT WAS SMART TO T, 
SOMETHING W‘--—".“ " 

other“folk&7'trutETw 
THOUGHT HIM A BIG F< 

WELL, rr LOOKS AS IF I't 
.L HERE AGAIN REAL SOON AND LOOKING FORWARD 
•IN UP IN TOUR RANGE AGAIN , SADDLE MATES, 
I'T TAKE FOOLISH CHANCES OR YOU'LL END UP REAL 



' HEY/FALSE START^J 

rIT'S THE BIGGEST PENNY, 
\VALUE IN THE WORLD.') 

[FLEER'S DU8BLEBUBBLE IS )/EVERY PACKAGE HAS')-N 
\THE MOST GUM FUN OF ALL! X. FUNNIES. FORTUNES i FACTS jj 

IHf WHAT'S 
^ occasion? 

(GASP) WHAf/ TI'M 
BUT THAT'S MOT ) My, 

_»POSSIBLEl <r~— 
HOW COULD A 

NEWBORN INFANT A 
WEIGH SO MUCH?J 

THE PRODP J REALLY/ ^~^(fORTy-6/X 
PPA OF A ^CONGRATULATIONS/ ] POi/f/PS' 
W SON/ ^ HOW MUCH POES J ■* 

_J*r'7 the baby , 
( WEIGH? 





ROD CAMERON WESTERN 
shouted angrily. “We’re not babies, believing 
in silly fairy tales.” 

“It’s no fairy tale,” whispered Trapper Joe. 
“I saw the critter yesterday, plain as day. 
He’s ten feet high with fur all over like a giant 
bear, but his head has big horns or antlers 
on it like a moose. I’m telling you it’s a night¬ 
mare. Listen! You can hear him roaring now, 
off in the distance!” 

“That’s just the wind, you faker,” Grabby 
snapped. “And I’ll fix you. You ain’t gonna 
gabble on all day and night about that phony 
monster. Get out!” 

“But I’ll die out there!” gasped the trapper. 
“I’ll get lost in the snow, and freeze!” 

-“That’s exactly the "idea, pard,” grunted 
Grabby heartlessly, pointing his gun. “Now 
get out of sight. That’s what you get for pull¬ 
ing that loco monster story oii us.” 

The trapper stumbled off into the snow. But 
he turned once and yelled back, ominously, 
“The-monster will get me. Then he’ll come to 
get you, too!” With that final warning, he 
vanished in the swirling white flakes. 

Back in'the cabin, Sly Cy was trembling all 
over, but not with cold. “Wh-what if there is 
a monster, G-Grabby?” h'e moaned. 

“Shaddap!” roared Grabby. “It’s a lie, I tell 
you! Prehistoric monster—pah! If the'snow 
lets up tomorrow we’ll pack up the furs and 
go. Let’s get a good night’s sleep.” 

But neither of the two badmen slept very 
well that night. Several times a screeching 
roar was heard over the howling winds. The 
next day, nerves unstrung, they paced the 
cabin like two caged animals, as the snow kept 
falling. But at dark it stopped and the moon 
came out clear and bright. 

“Pack up the dog-sled with the furs,” said 
Grabby nervously. “We won’t spend another 
night here. We can travel by moonlight.” 

It was while they were outside stacking up 
the stolen furs that a shrill bellow froze them 
in fright. In the moonlight, a vague form 
loomed hugely out of the shadows and lum¬ 
bered toward them. 

“The monster!” shrieked Sly Cy. 
The two men stared in paralyzed panic. It 

was a nightmare out of the past, ten feet high. 
| Its furred body was an ugly misshapen bulg¬ 

ing mass of hairiness of all shades and hues. 
And on top, most ghastly of tall, reposed a 
moose-like head with great horns curving out. 

“Fire!” yelled Grabby, finally breaking out 
of his trance. Both badmen fired again and 
again, emptying their guns. How could they 
miss the huge shape? And yet the^beast kept 
coming as if the shots had only been the 
annoying stings of a hornet. 

Flinging away their empty guns, the two 
badmen tried to make off with the dog-sled, 
but the monster was already there, blocking 
the way. The yelping dogs, also frightened, 
swerved and the sled overturned, spilling the 
two badmen helplessly in the snow at the feet 
of the nameless horror. Grabby Gunderson and 
Sly Cy Ames waited for clawing death. 

But amazingly, a laugh now sounded from 
the monster—a human laugh. A slit in the 
furry bulk opened up and Trapper Joe stepped 
out, grinning. He held a gun at the over¬ 
whelmed, bewildered badmen. 

“A fake all the time!” groaned Grabby. 

URE,” said Joe. “Long ago I figured 
out this system of preventing the rob¬ 

bery of my furs. I sewed together a bunch 
of patchwork furs and cached it in a cave 
nearby. A moose’s head was easy to get. A 
framework of wood inside, on my shoulders, 
propped the whole thing up ten feet high. 
When you guys showed up, I harped away at 
the monster story till your nerves got raw. 
I took a chance on being shot dead instead 
of being kicked out, but my gamble paid off 
Instead of freezing, I was plenty warm all 

^ night in those furs. The rest was easy.” 
“But those bullets!” gasped Grabby, still 

dazed. “We fired point-blank at you, inside 
the fake monster. And you haven’t got a 
scratch! How did you work that?” 

“Simple enough,” drawled the trapper. “You 
know how sandbags can slow down and stbp 
bullets, even though a sand bag is soft? It’s 
the same with furs. I sewed layers of a dozen 
furs in the front of the monster“suit, for pro¬ 
tection. No bullet can work through that many 

“We were tricked like Rabies,” groaned 
Grabby. 

“Trapped is the word,” said Joe. “After all, 1 -that’s my business—trapping.” 

THE END 
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ROB THESE MEN 
SECRET SERVICE 
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Vanning a gun against overwhelming odds 
*or using his mighty strength, generally is 
the right combination for the Knight of 
the Saddle-Hod Cameron/ But this 
time it takes much more to keep Rod 

. one step ahead of Boot Hill/ ^ 

LOOKING 

v PLENTY 
\ OP , ] THEM'j 

A BUNDLE OF THE STUFF.' / SUT 
HE'S PART OF THE THAT 

v GANG, ALL RIGHT.' MONEY 4 
Xx IS STILL , 

•■5^=3 L_JcirculatingJ 





ROD CAMERON WESTERN 



ROD CAMERON WESTERN 

k BUNDLE OF 
MONEY.' 

' BEEN USING 1 
. YOUR BANK TO y 
> PASS THOSE < 
fCOUNTERFEIT > 
l BILLS? PRETTY 
> CLEVER. V 
/ DILLON- \ 
(BUT YOU'RE 1 

NOT GETTING I 
lAWAY WITH J 

HAT DERRINGER.' A«gg, < 



ROD CAMERON WESTERN 



ROD CAMERON WESTERN 



ROD CAMERON WESTERN 

^WH^lftTgR^PEWsHQUOVV... | I 



ROD CAMERON WESTERN 

E ALLVOUR MEN . 
ELK, X CHALLENGE 

' A FIGHT TD THE WITHOUT WARNING ■ 

Though weakened 



ROD CAMERON WESTERN 



ROD CAMERON WESTERN 





GIV£* 
PIUS 4 FREE TRIPS TO 

MY RED RYDER RANCH! 
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ORIGINAL MOTION PICTURE SOUNDTRACK 
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