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NICE OF YUH TO COME
OVER AND OPEN THEBMK PER ME THIS
TIME OF NIGHT, 8EN

LEAST I CAN DO
I FER M/ LARGEST
DEPOSITOR! BRING
IT RIGHT ON IN ...

J^T 'EM HAVE IT,
"

aiRLV.' BLAST -EM
PQWN...

MEN CANT IDENTIFY
gETl NOBODY' r-

7TWT TAKES CARE OF
BOTH OF 'EM J LET'S <3E
TXAT SOLD AND GET
OUTA HERE, PRONTO'

THOSE SHOTS ARE FROM UP
^STREET. BY TOE BANK,
DUSTY ! LFT'A PFT V

I HEAR MOSSES
COMIN WlLUS l

HURRY UP!
DUSTY .' LET’S SET GOINS

'

TEX RITTER WESTERN

SiTTHE SOUND
OF GUNFIRE

CARRIES TO THE
OFFICE OF THE
PRAIRIE RANGED,
TEA RITTER!
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A MOMENT LATER. THEY'VE GOT TOO

MUCH OF A LEAP
i ON US, TEX'

HURRY UP, DUSTY.'
THEY'RE HEADING FOR
THE WOODS... WE'LL
LOSE THEM IN THE v
..DARK ...v:

WE KILLED TWO MEN
FER THIS GOLD AND

. WE AIN'T GtVIN' IT UP.'

CAN'T HEAR ANY HOOF-BEAI5
EITHER. TEX... RECKON
THEY'VE GIVEN US THE .

SLIP.' A-—
IT'LL BB DAWN IN AN
HOUR ,

WILLIS, ANO EVERY
A8LE BODIED MAN IN THE
COUNTRY WILL BE LOOKIN'
FER US i WE GOT TO GET
RID OF THIS GOLD

!

WE'LL STASH IT.

AND I KNOW
WHERE l

^ THINK I DON'T KNOW IT? THAT'S
WHY IT'S A GOOD PLACE ! THEY AIN'T

GOIN 1 TO LOOK RIGHT UNDER THEIR
.

FEET FOR THE LOOT ! ^ ^ARE YUH CRAZY,
WILLIS ? TEX RlTTE
AND HIS DEPUTY
BOTH LIVE IN THIS
BOARDIN' HOUSE i



TEX RITTER WESTERN



TEX RITTER WESTERN
gwo PAYS LATER.THEY WERE RIDING TOO FAST TO HAVE BEEN CARRYING 1

ALL THAT WEIGHT ' I'M GOING TO ORGANIZE A SEARCH A
FOR THE GOLD.. .BACK IN POWDER RIVER y—

I I MIT I I .in
— — COULD BE

( WE’LL BIDE OUR TIME,
^ DUSTY I’M SUFE THE
ROBBERY WAS PULLED
BY CURLY HARMON AND
LES WILUS...AND I'M

JUST AS SURE THEY
WILL BE BACK AFTER

THE GOLD ; /<

Meanwhile, in Mexico . HUMPH 1 EITHER ONE OF THEM
BUZZARDS LIVED LONG ENOUGH TO
IDENTIFY ME ... OR SOMEBODY ,

P-
SAW US... -̂v

WILLIS . ..LOOK AT THIS
I MET A FRIEND OF MINE
TONIGHT, JUST DOWN FROM
THE STATES... HE PICKED
THIS UP IN POWDER RIVER.

.

LET’S SEE,
CURLY! j

f DON'T GET NO
/ GREY HAIR, CURLY

.

WE'RE GOIN' BACK
t TOGETHER... ,

WAIT .A MINUTE, WILLIS... DON'T GET
NO FANCY IDEAS! X AIN’T GOIN'

INTO RITTER'S HOUSE AFTER
THAT GOLD BY MYSELF... f v

EVERYBODY IN POWDER RIVER
WILL BE ON THE LOOKOUT PER
YUH NOW. WE’LL NEVER GET—, THAT LOOT

!
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HMMM...WE FIGGERED YUH
WAS IN ON THAT HOLD UP
TOO, CURLY ...BUT I
RECKON WE WAS WRONG..

I CAU6HT THIS CRITTER
'

COWIN' OVER THE BORDER
...AIMTO TURN HIM OVER
TO TEX. RITTER PER THE
M REWARD!

WHAT THE

.

WILLIS .

NICE GOIN', CURLY! k.
AND WE GOT AN '

HOUR BEFORE RITTER
GETS HERE

! y
RITTER AIN'T DUE YET...HE'LL BE ALONG
TO WAKE ME TO GO ON GUARD AT THE JAIL

IN AN HOUR! WAIT'LL I GET DRESSED AND
i I'LL TAKE THAT VARMINT IN ... ^

TIE AND GAG HIM . WHILE
I RIP UP THE FLOOR AND
GET THE GOLD... ,

NEVER WAKES BY HIMSELF.
AND IT WOULDN'T DO ANY
GOOD IF HE DID. . .THAT'OLD
„ WATCH OF HIS IS ALWAYS

;

Y>k_ SLOW... A•HE AIN'T GOIN' TO
get outa 7»ese
KNOTS IN A ^
X HURRY I



LIGHTS ON,
AND TWO STRANGE
.TORSES IN FRONT... MIGHT BE A Tjlj

GOOD IDEA TO T
SEE WHO’S CALLING
ON DUSTY THIS
TIME OF NIGHT.. -

BEFORE THEY f
KNOW m /

k HERg ... >V

I'LL JUST SLIP UP HERE
AND HAVE A LOOK IN
.THE WINDOW... a

IF I 60 IN THROUGH THE WINDOW,
THERE'LL BE SOME SHOOTING AND
DUSTY MIGHT BE HIT... HE'S TIED
^ANP CAN'T GET OUT OF THE WAY.

TEX RITTER WEVTFPKi
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it's

RITTBR
. £

-Xon/vv^:
WHAT
THE...

BP
YOU'RE FAST ON THE
DRAW, WILLIS. BUT... ..YOUR AIM IS

fZOTTShl /

ALL RIGHT, VOO... PHONE
FOR THE DOC FOR '©UR
PAL, AND— THEN CUT
DUSTY LOOSE J ^

r THAT'S THE first TIME i'T
EVER HEARD OF SANTA
CLAUS COWIN' DOWN THE
CHIMNEY WITH A COLT IN

EACH HAND, TEX.... BUT I
SHORE WAS GLAD TO _*

-7 SEE YUH /

1 r RECKON
HE'LL LIVE THROUGH
IT, TEX . .. VUH JUST
PUT A HOLE IN HIS /



u
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E NAME HE BEARS, /Z'~~ — . ^
OVERTAKES LITTLE

[
ONEJTAYJN THE WOODS. X FOUND A SUITCASESHT

- r~~ —| / GIRL’S FANCY CLOTHES DROPPED~~~\— ALL RIGHT,
_

PERHAPS FROM A STAGECOACH ! X TOOK ITLE 1 YOUNG FALCON- BACK TO MY TENT ... r-

WHAT PRETTY CLOTH -AND SUCH
%

'.LOVELY COLORS .'I WILL BE THE
/T-^<fNVV OF EVERY GIRL IN

// •’V- ' VTHE TRIBE / y
THAT

'
CAMP^

.

T 'NO LARG£ fur-pelt bundlesMERE STOLEN FROM THE STOREHOUSE TEPEE
V"E*E V£L V£RE STORBP 3Y THE HUNTERS

%A^ilEN THE SUITCASE OF PRETTY THINGS W,FOUND IN MY TEPEE, ALL BELIEVED THAT ITWAS I WHO STOLE THE TWO BUNDLES OF PEL

T

AND TRADED THEM FOR THE FANCY CLOTHES
places personal gain O’
THE GOOD OF THE TRIBE .

SHA..L BE FOUND ANOr*
JBANISHEP FOREVER

YOUR TEPEE IS CLOSE TO THE X
STOREHOUSE TEPEE, LITTLE STAR

J

WHILE THE TRIBE SLEPT YOU <STOLE THE BUNDLES OF PELTS-0
IS THAT RIGHT

\ NO.NO, I’M
) INNOCENT/
BELIEVE ME,
O, CHIEF,' I
FOUND THIS
riOSUITCASEJ

COME, LITTLE
)
NO ! YOUNG

,

BUT NO ONE WOULD BELIEVE I

'ME, SO X WAS BANISHED FROM
.
The triber, ———<.—

<

— < GO FOREVER, \\
(

DISGRACEFUL CHILD.' VOU )\j
V ARE NO LONGER PART OF J I

THIS TRIBE !,— &H

I KNOW WHAT THOSE PELT
BUNDLES ARE LIKE, LITTLE
-r STAR. TRUST ME - I WILL—7 RESTORE YOU TO <

YOUR PEOPLE i A

STAR /I CAN )
PROVE TO
YOUR CHIEF
THAT YOU WERE
INNOCENT. WE j
WILL DO IT
NOW/ S

—

' FALCON >NO!
.YOU CANNOT
\ PROVE ME

: / INNOCENT

/

JPLEASE-J AM
FRIGHTENED!
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LITTLE STAR’S

TRIBE ' LITTLE STAR, THOSE ARE PELT
BUNDLES LIKE THE ONES YOU <ARE ACCUSED OF STEALING / /

S. PLEASE BRING TWO OF^ THEM TO ME ! T\

r vbs
<

YOUNG
FALCON.

=- ' YOU ARE OF MUCH NERVE,YOUNG
FALCON. YOU MAY HAVE YOUR CHANCE TO '

PROVE LITTLE STAR INNOCENT. BUT YOU’D
BEST PROVE IT, OR YOU WILL PAY FOR J^QUESTIONING MY DECISION / ,- .

—

But WHEN LITTLE STAR TRIES TO
LIFT THE TWO HEAVY PELT
BUNDLES 3-

'OF COURSE NOT/
THEY’RE MUCH TOO HEAVY/
FOR A MERE <L_——j
SLENDER STRIP
OF A GIRL / OfgSA
SEE, O, CHIEF

TN THE WOODS
) l MADE A A V

I SAW LITTLE / HASTY / I
STAR UNABLE / DECISION, ZJS
TO LIFT A V' I SEE /BUT A.
SMALL A THANKS TO YOU,

WILD FOWL., U NOW REALIZE
AND WHEN I ) MV THOUGHTLESS
HEARD HER 'A ERROR / YOU /
STORY, 1 KNEW \ HAVE MY </
SHE COULD NOT/ GRATITUDE p
HAVE STOLEN/AND RESPECT, >

THE PELT -c-OoUNG FALCON/ I

LITTLE STAR \ OH, YOUNG
IS AGAIN ) FALCON-

1

ONE OF US// WILL ALWAYSv - BE INDEBTED
1/ ( TO YOU FOR THIS;

//
V I AM HAPPY

' (AGAIN 1/
/•-/-

JCAN’T 4,

LIFT
TH£Mjy

is IMmsA I

*-*==*=3 =-=SP—

—

IT IS PLAIN THAT A
THE THIEF OF THE
FURS IS NO STRIP)OF A GIRL, BUT <
SOMEONE STRONG
ENOUGH TO CARRY
THE TWO HEAVY <
BUNDLES SILENTLY

OFF/ /

YOUNG FALCON,
1 ASK YOU TO BE
MV GUEST HERE
AMONG US AND

) UNCOVER THE y

/ REAL THIEF
'-r FOR ME •)

IT COULD BE
)

I WILL STAY AND FIND ^
ANYONE IN J THE GUILTY ONE / I WOULD,
THE TRIBE.1 ALIKE TO UNCOVER THE
THE TASK WILL I GUILTY PERSON WHO COLD-

. BE LARGE// HEARTEDLY STOOD BY AND
—K LET AN INNOCENT GIRL^f

/
, //bi - \ (

BE ACCUSED OF 1

—

"T

.

— 'W HIS CRIME//

,

7 bUlLL
A YOUNG

FALCON
/ BE: ABLE
TO UNCOVER
the: REAL
THIEF IN THE
TRIBE? OR
WILL THE
GUILTY ONE
DO AWAY

WITH YOUNG
FALCON
FIRST ?

only time
WILL TELL/



THE GHOSTS

of the

VIGILANTES

Judge John Dropkin sighed as he slowly
lifted his foot from the small stool in front of
him. Then he folded his two hands on his rather
large stomach.

"Shows you what easy living can do to a
man. I have more than doubled my weight
since the days when I rode the range. The doc-
tor tells me I am getting the gout. Baah! What
I need is some adventure and excitement
again. You can’t really understand how glad
lam you came to me for help."

Helen Jordan’s pretty head was tilted at the
right angle. Her beautiful black hair was tied
in a single knot. And she wore a leather skirt

with Indian bead decorations on it.

"Pad said that if ever trouble were to de-
velop I should write to you, and that you
would contact the Vigilantes, and they would
come to help me.”

Warren Stewart, the judge's secretary, hand-
ed him o glass of water and a pill. His Honor
swallowed the pill and then drank the liquid.

“Pills, pills, the curse of civilization,” he
complained. "Nothing like living out on the
plotns under the stars. Where were we? Oh,
yes, the vigilantes. My dear, I have sad nows
for you. There were ten of us, including your
beloved father. In those days. And I am the
only one aliva."

There was fear written on Helen Jordan’s
face as she trembled. Was her mission to St.

Louis for help going to be a failure? But the
judge could read her face.

“We took on oath to help each other should
trouble arise. I alone am here to carry out that
oath. It also included protection of each man's
family. This upstart, Sam Spindel, must be
taught a lesson. So, he thinks he can fake over
your ranch ond run Saxon Falls as his own
private city? Years ago we put tar and feathers
on that type of fellow— and we even strung
them up to the nearest free. My secretary and

NARFSTAR

I will ride out with you and bring law and or-
der to Saxon Falls. We'll see that you get
your ranch back.”

Helen Jordan looked at the tall young man
who was standing near the judge’s chair. These
two against a killer like Sam Spindel and his
gun-slinging gang? It would be a massacre.

“If isn’t fair to ask you two to risk your life
out in that wild section of the country," she
protested. “We couldn't even enter the out-
skirts of Saxon Falls. Sam Spindel has sentries
posted at the different roods. They tel! you to
either enter or go back.”

Judge John Drapkin simply motioned to the
young lady to follow him. He left bis vast liv-
ing room and went into another room. Then he
opened a door. He descended a few steps ond
soon was in his private shooting gallery.
"My secretary and I practice every day right

here. I hold every medal for shooting in St.
Louis. As for handling bad men, you must re-
member this. For twenty years 1 have sat on the
bench, and all kinds of killers have come be-
fore me. I know what to do. Just trust me and
all will work out well."

The stage for Saxon Foils had only three
passengers in it. Mike Parsons, the driver, hod
tried to complain that they couldn't go to that
city unless they had passes signed by Sam
Spindel.

”• represent the United States Government,"
the judge had informed the driver, "and you
will take me and my party to our destination."

Mike applied the brake to his stage and
slowly brought it to a stop. Davey Younger
and Danny Doman were standing right on the
side of the road with their rifles.

"Get out of that coach," ordered Davey
Younger. "This Is not a hold up. We want to
examine your papers.”
The judge got out of the stagecoach first.

He was followed by his secrelary and Helen
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Jordan. Davey Younger couldn't help laugh-
ing as he noticed the cartridge belt around the

judge's stomach.

"A two-gun man trying to come to our town.

Mike, you just turn the stoge around ond take

them back to where they came from.”

Suddenly a lasso went around the two men,

and they were dragged off their feet. Their

rifles fell to the ground. Helen Jordan was
startled.

“Who has come to help us?”

"Probably the Ghosts of the Vigilantes,”

replied the judge with a grin on his face. "And
they will help us restore law and order."

An hour later the stage pulled up in front of

Mrs. Hendrick's boarding house. Three passen-

gers alighted. They were spotted, and immed-

iately a man rushed over to the Big Drink Sa-

loon. He had news for Sam Spindel.

“The coach just came with three passengers.

That girl is here, and she's got two men with

her. What happened? Davey and Danny must

have had sbme kind of an accident.”

Sam Spindel was slightly worried, but he

didn't show if. He felt he could easily handle

the situation.

"We’ll invite them over here and station the

boys. Then one of you pick an argument with

the two men. When the shooting is over, they'll

be dead. I’ll take care of that girl ond teach

her a lesson she'll never forget.”

The swinging doors to the saloon parted,

ond in walked the judge, followed by his sec-

retary. He went right up to the owner.

“From the description I have been given, you

must be Sam Spindel. My secretary will hand

you a summons. The will of the late Frank Jor-

dan is in probate court. His daughter is the

legal heir. Since you seized the property, you

have thusjnsulfed the dignity of the court. You
wi|l return the property this moment."

Leo Kent saw that his boss was in some kind

of trouble. His hand went for his gun, ond it

came part way out of the holster. That wos as

far as if went. A shot in the arm crippled him.

Someine from behind the swinging door hod

been watching everybody.

“Just the Ghosts of the Vigilontes here to

help me,” announced the judge. “Now back

to our business. Do you or do you not return

the ranch?”
Sam Spindel knew he had to stall for time.

He would round up his bove, and then things

would be different.

“You can take possession of the ranch ot

once,” he replied. “I want to obey the laws.

In fact, I will take the summons. Do you want

to drive out to the ranch?"

"Too late now, reported the judge, "we will

spend the night at Mrs. Hendrick's mognificant

establishment. Then, in the morning, we will

oil ride out to the ranch."

There wos o slight smile playing oil the lips

of Sam Spindel. He figured they would never

leave that place alive. He watched the two

men go out of his saloon. Then he fumed to

the wounded Leo Kent.

“Get yourself fixed up by Doc. At nine to-

night we will kill all of them. I changed my
mind. That includes the girl.”

Eight deadly armed killers, headed by Sam
Spindel, were on different points of Main
Street. They were watching a second-floor win-

dow. Joe Geiser raised his rifle and took care-

ful aim at the shadow of a man behind the

drawn windowshade. There was but one shot.

Joe fell down crying in agony.

"I’m shot! Help me!"
From the roofs of two buildings lassos were

thrown, and three of the men were dragged

off their feet -and up into the air. Then there

came a deadly volley of buckshot from shot

guns. They were aimed ot the feet of the men.

Not a man escaped, and soon their howling

was pitiful. Only Sam Spindel was untouched.

The door of Mrs. Hendrick’s establishment

opened. Out came the judge, followed by his

secretary. They walked quietly and slowly up

to a badly shaken Sam Spindel.

"You are untouched by my orders,” the

judge informed him. "You think you can fight

the Ghosts of the Vigilontes? They wanted to

kill all of you. You. have exactly one hour to

clear out of Saxon Falls, or I won't guarantee

what will happen."

Two weeks later the stage was about to

leave for the East run. It had but one passen-

ger, His Honor Judge John Drapkin. Outside

stood Helen Jordan, ond next to her was the

ex-secretary of the Judge.

“You returned the ranch to me; law and or-

der to Saxon Falls; and I get a wonderful man
for a husband. What more can a girl say except

thanks to you and the Ghosts of the Vigil-

antes.”

The stage left with its lone occupant. At the

outskirts of the city it wos stopped by a dozen

tough mounted men. Jed Heller, the leader,

rode up and spoke to the judge.

"We brought law and order. Wished we
could have killed them rats, but we promised

not to. Funny thing. Judge. Everyone of us is a

killer. You gave us o jail sentence when we
came before you, then made us promise some-

day we would uphold the law if you ever sent

for us. We kept that promise, every man of us.

But how will you explain what happened in

Saxon Falls?"

“Blame it on the Ghosts of the Vigilantes,”

said the judge laughing. And the stage con-

tinued on its trip to the East.

The End

t/
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WEEPERS., BOSS, YUH SHOULDN’T^
KEEP ON SUFFERING FROM THAT

. TOOTHACHE AIL THE TIME.' yiJH
OUGHT TO GO TO A DENTIST AND <
HAVE THAT BAD MOLAR

r EXTRACTED.' j— S.

(GROM!) I’MT ASHAMED TO SAY IT,

)

J wmitey whiskers, ^
BUT I’M AFEARED / ,

(GROAN!) BUTONE OF
THESE PAYS I’M GOING
TO WORK UP ENOUGH
.NERVE AND HAVE IT t-

YANKED OUT .' JTOE TOOTHSOME SPAGHETTI

SHUCKS.' yUH DON’T^
NEED ANY NERVE TO HAVE
IT PULLED OUT, BOSS J .

'

BEFORE YUH KNOW IT, 4
IT’S ALL OVER AND YUH
JjAVEN’T ANY MORE PA IN

(GROAN!) YEAH, I KNOW/*
BUT LET’S STOP TALKING
ABOUT IT NOW .'I WANT J

[ TO GET MY MIND
OFF IT.' ggffii > I CAN DO IT.'

—

I’LL JUST THINK ^
OF SOMETHING I N
LIKE—LIKE SPAGHETTI'
WITH MEAT SAUCE' ,—

r

YUM, YUM .
—-''1

C IT’S PRETTY **

HARD TO FORGET
A TOOTHACHE .' <

X SURE DO.' IT’S YO’RE IN LUCK.' YUH HAPPEN TO
BE LOOKING AT AN HDMBRE WHO
CAN COOK THE BEST PLATE OF •r-"'

SPAGHETTI IN THE WEST.'COME )OVER TO MY PIKE TONIGHT^AND I’LL COOK A POTFULL J
FER YUH.'; ^

P^T \rr GEE. THANKS,
If IWHITEY WHISKER
1 Cl^LL BE THAR

,

MGULPJ) me and my big mouth
,

X CAN’T STOP LYING .'NOW WHAT AM
,
I GOING TO DO? I NEVER COOKED 4|
SPAGHETTI IN MY LIFE 'I DON’T EVEN
KNOW HOW TO GO ABOUT IT! WELL, I’LL*
JUST HAVE TO DO MY BEST.' I CAN’T

. DISAPPOINT THE BOSS OR I’LL GET M
Stv FIRED.’ ~ • lilTfli

,
—' '—S, MY FAVORITE

• DO YUH REALLY < DISH.' I SURE
LIKE SPAGHETTI J WISH 1 COULD
WITH MEAT <•< GET SOME

SAUCE? ) f PER DINNER f
*1 —'ST VTONIGHT/y
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*UT THIS CONVERSATION HAS BEEN OVERHEARD
BY mo OTHER HIRED HANDS ON THE RANCH..

YEAH, BUT HOW—WAIT ' £ JUSTSOT A TERRIFIC
IDEA.' WE’LL SUBSTITUTE THESE MOPS ‘ LISTEN,
THIS EVENING WHILE WHITEY WHISKERS IS agS

t
COOKING HIS SPAGHETTI, m'LL .jllTM

.||gWilliB|
YEAH, WE’VE GOT TO J

SPOIL THAT SPAGHETTI
SO THE BOSS WILL GET

r SORE AT WHITEY
L AND FIRE HIM jJj

WE’VE GOT TO STOP WHITEY
WHISKERS FROM GETTING iN
SO GOOD WITH THE BOSS

H

WE DON’T WANT TO SEE HIM
SETTING TO BE FOREMAN J
OR GET A RAISE.’ —-*#9®

,ATER THAT DAT IN
WHITEY WHISKERS’ SHACK. *CGULPJ) IT’S ALMOST

EMPTY .’THAR WON’T BE
*

ENOUGH, AND IT’S TOO LATE:'

TO GO TO TOWN AND GET
tow SOME MORE ! <gMg|

WELL, THE SPAGHETTI IS BOILING,’
I RECKON J MAY AS WELL TOSS
IN THE TOMATO SAUCE NOW.’ *

1 USED TO HAVE A JAR AROUND
HYAR J AH, HYAR IT IS.’ — ^

ACCORDING TO THESE DIRECTIONS,
IT’S NOT TOO HARD TO COOK THIS
HYAR SPAGHETTI J ALL I HAVE TO.
DO 5 TOSS IT IN A POT, BOIL IT ffi
AND THEN ADD SOME _

^

TOMATO SAUCE r

—

rM ' *

Jr THAT MOMENT.
1 HAVE TO DO SOMETHING.’
I KNOW, I’LL ADD SOME OF

‘ THIS HYAR RED PAINT TO <
THE TOMATO SAUCE AND 7

BUT THROW IT IN

THE COLOR IS ALMOST *
THE SAME AS THE SAUCE
MAYBE WHEN IT’S COOKED
THE BOSS WON’T BE ABLE
TO TASTE THE DIFFERENCE '

> HEY, WHITEY 4
WHISKERS ' COME
our HYAR FER ,

r A MINUTE Jjffl

WHY THAT EM
SOUNDS LIKE M
ONE OF THE

**
HIRED HANDS ON
THE RANCH !

tS

n



OH NOTHIN© MUCH,
WHITEY J I WAS
JUST PASSING AND
I THOUGHT I'D
STOP AND CHEW
THE RAG WITH VUH

FISST I’LL TAKE WHITEY’S
SPAGHETTI AND TOSS IT INTO|M MY BUCKET.'

HOWDY, JACKSON

,

WHAT DO YUH
r WANT? J

“SO FAB, SO 6000 > i
WHITEY WHISKERS DIDN’T
NOTICE ME.'Z’lL SNEAK
IN WHILE HE’S TALKING •

3w TO JACK50N J f-T-r

H&MlmiT TILL TUB BOSS AND NOT ONLY THAT, JACKSON AND I
CAN HAVE A FEAST ON THIS REAL 4
SPAGHETTI .'WE’LL SIT OUTSIDE THIS

,
SHACK AND EAT IT AND WAIT TO -M
HEAR THE BOSS BLOW HIS TOP.' fBfi

ha, aw

WITH KETCHUP ON THEM INTO
tar WHITEY’S POT!

.STARTS EATING THIS AND FINDS
OUT HE’S CHEWING ON STRAGGLY
MOP ENDSJ AM,AA/ THAT'LL BE A
JHE END OF WHITEY WHISKERS’

J

job J

CGRORNh YES,WOHStiJ
THAN EVER.’ BUT THE THOUGHT T
OF HAVING A DELICIOUS SPAGHETTI]

^DINNER ALMOST MAKES ME J
< FORGET IT.' jrm

well, it’s jbhm
ALL READY/ *lW8ilPK Ji

SIT DOWN AND BBk*S35!
J’LL GIVE YUH A
HEAPING PLATE
.FULL OP \TYyf

'

<

.HELLO, WHITEY WHISKERS.')
I’M SORRY I’M LATE <
but (GRomrJ) mt won'
ACHED SO MUCH I ALMOST
DECIDED NOT TO COME if

WHAT KIND OF
SPAGHETTI IS—

-7 THIS? %

HUH

TEX RITTER WESTERN
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IT TASTES LIKE HOPE.'
gsboanh ouch

.
IT'S STUCK ABOUND .

MY mo TOOTH ! JP
I CAN'T SET t

to; IT OFF.' MEL t

TAKE irEASY.’ 1> WHATTHE--
X PULLED
OUT THE BOSS*

|| TOOTH! S
- GOSH,WHAT
KIND OF SPAGHETTI

15 THIS? ,
—

-

THAT'S THE BAD ONE
,

THAT'S BEEN GIVING ME
.
ALL THE TROUBLE.1 IT'S

ouriytppEE! -
WAHOOOIyt wont
BOTHER ME ANY MORE.'

Tsffortn.'nHs SPAGHETTI
/S AWFUL J AND THAT'S JUST
HOW I FEEL ---AWFUL/rp:

m^tGROfiNh
C ME.TOO.'I’M

*
> PLUMB SICK TO MY
stomach.' i Just
WANT TO CRAWL r'
r AWAy ANPDIEjJ/i

-111 BUT WHAT KIND OF
SPAGHETTI—WHY THIS

Pl ISN’T SPAGHETTI .' IT’S THE ]
END OF A MOP.' WHAT KIND OF M

A STUNT—WAIT.' I GET IT.' YUH ^
PURPOSELY DID IT BECAUSE YUH KNEW
IT WOULD GET AROUND MY TOOTH *
AND YUH’D BE ABLE TO PULL IT OUTJ
SO I WOULDN’T HAVE THAT , i^"
> TERRIBLE TOOTHACHE
%*ANY MORE .' JHT 1

THAT WAS A WONDERFUL
)

IDEA OF YDUR5, WHITEY.' /
HYAR’S A TWENTY-FIVE N
DOLLAR BONUS* AND FROM J
NOW ON YUH’LL BE THE <
FOREMAN AT MY SPRERDi/ GOSH.

( IGROQN/>' SHUT UP.' I
tWANT TO SMASH
L>' MY HEAD

f
AGAINST THE

k SIDE OF THIS
LI. SHACK SOME
Y'-l MORE j_

n
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™«is 8ADJ IF SEN'S CONVICTED OF
;LK!*!

ALLw WORK "TO

wh9b
AWEn •*£•£ ne"^SET-UP IVE SOT PLANNED/

IVB 60TTA THINK FAST,.. ^

YOU'RE MISTAKEN, BARTENDER.'
BEN WOULDN'T DO NOTHIN' LIKE
THAT.' THERE'S THE GUV
FIRED THAT SHOT/ ^

MAYBE THIS’LL
CHANGE YOUR
.MIND .' ^

SINCE THIS IS IN MY
INTEREST... —,r

oulpJ

wait!
I-I'IL BACK
UP YOUR
STORY/

TEX RITTER WESTERN

LISTEN, MISTER, I'M HOT G0M6
TO HELP YOU FRAME ANYONE
FER MURDER...EVEN A WORTH- M OH...?
LESS N0-600D LIKE CARNEY .' Ygv.. —
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FEW MINUTES LATER

,

PLAYIN' RIGHT INTO OUR HANDS.
a guilty man will always

r . RUN !

HE'S
TELLING
YOU THE
TRUTH.1

...AND THEN THIS CARNEY ^
PULLS THE GUN OUTA BEN'S
HOLSTER AND PLUGS THIS
STRANGER, BEFORE ANY ,

OF US COULD STOP HIM ! )

Spurning the offer of a posse , tex sets out after
CARNEY WITH THE DOGS

!

I'LL GET THE BLOOD HOUNDS
OUT; THEY SHOULD BE ABLE,
TO TRACK HIM DOWN ... J

I'LL GET A POSSE
FER YUH IF YUH
WANT, RANGER/ SOMETHING ABOUT THAT

STORY THAT I DON'T LIKE

FOR SOME REASON ... *

J8nD A SHORT
DISTANCE
AHEAD OF THE
RANGER...

BLOODHOUNDS
GETTIN 1 CLOSER/ I'LL

HAVE TO GET OUTTA
SIGHT... r

IF I USE THIS REED FER
BREATHIN, I CAN STAY UNDER
WATER AS LONG AS I WANT TO.
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BUILT FOR THE
U.S.ARMY1N THE
1800'S, THIS GUN
WAS ALSO KNOWN
WIDELY AS THE .

•ARMY COLT'

HOWDY PARDS,

_ GALLOPING ACROSS THE CIRCLE-K SPREAD THE
OTHER DAY, WHITE FLASH AND I HEARD THE SOUND OF
AN AXE CLUNKING INTO WOOD. IN A LITTLE GROVE OF
TREES WE SPOTTED A YOUNG 'UN... FIFTEEN, SIXTEEN

HIS STRENGTH
YEARS °LD’ 1 RECK0N-SWINGING A BLADE WITH ALL

cd, .t ! ~
LITTLE WLAVER ANG I MENTIONED SEEING A WHOLE MOUNTAIN OFSPUT LOGS PILED UP OUTSIDE THE ClRCLE-K RANCH HOUSE... WHY WAS HE WORKING SO

Twncc
C
clSc

P
^.oi?

RE ^00D? SHEEPISHLY, HE MUMBLED THAT HE WAS CUTTING DOWNTHOSE FINE, STURDY TREES JUST FOR WANT OF ANYTHING ELSE TO DO!

TO iBETSS!KK ™R * FIVE VE4RS 4G0- 4N° ,,D LIKE

. „„P'

*

IN THE MID°LE OF a RAGING WINTER STORM, WHITE FLASH AND I HAD
LOST OUR WAY IN THE FREEZING DARKNESS THE SKY WAS PITCH-BLACK AND ALL THE LAND-MARKS WERE BURIED UNDER A SHROUD OF SNOW AND ICE. IT LOOKED LIKE REAL TROUBLE^LESS WE POUND SHFlTER MIGHTY SOON...AND IN THAT STORM REFUGE SEEMED FURTHERAWAY ™AN THE SAHARA DESERT NUMB WITH COLD AND BARELY ABLE TO PLOD ALONGRALF- ^lN?E?’ WE SUDDENLY SPIED A SMALL GROVE LIKE THE ONE THAT BOY WAS WORKINGWER wrm HIS AXE. WEDGING OURSELVES IN BETWEEN THE STOUT TREE TRUNKS, WHITEFLASH AND I WERE PROTECTED ALL NIGHT FROM THE RAVAGES OF THAT DEADLY SLEET ANDCC£ID HATE TO THINK WHAT MIGHT VE HAPPENED TO US IF SOMEONE HAD RECKLESSLY

TODof°
D°WN THE TREES THAT ^VED OUR LIVES.. .JUST FOR WANT OF ANYTHING ELSE

BE SEEING YOU SOON...OOOO RIDING TILL WE MEET AGAINI
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EXCUSE ME, SIR, BUT
VIS THIS PRIVATETv MO,

I’M CAPTAIN'

YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND;
1

,

I MEAN IS THIS A eSs
^PRIVATE OFFICE.'

I RECKON THAT'S>
BECAUSE I DON'T/
GIVE A RAP/ Ls

' WEIL, IF YOU DON’T GET
OUT OF HERE. PRONTO.

)

I’LL' GIVE YOU A RAP,-^
VXOVER THE HEAD/V

T IT IS! SO WHY
DID VOD WAUK IN

.
HERE WITHOUT r*
L^knockimgA^

I’U GO AS SOON
AS YUH

ANSWER ONE /
^question; /

/"ALL right.'
yWHAT IS IT/

ARE YUH ON A
WAR DIET?-*

WHY? OK A
WAR DIET?
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I

because everything^
WH EAT SEEMS TUH GO
TUH THE FRONT.' WhO'H dare yolp

TALK THAT WAY
JOAN OFFICER IN)

BM^THE ARMY

SHUCKS/ THEN % WHY? WHAT
. I LOST MUH BET.0 DID YOU SAY^ A /WAN HAD
w/m/7/ATQ BE,TO BE BURIED
%^/mwiTH Military honors!

Jsr K r HAVEN'T^
zr^any more time
TO WASTE ANSWERING

I’LL GO, CAPTAIN. THAT IS AS^
SOON *S YUH TELL ME WHERE I
HAVE TUH GO TUH JOIN UP WITOi
kTHE ARMY.'

n ™IS »S THE ^sH
^RECRUITING ROOM. BUT 1Kf I’M ONLY INTERESTED IN

'

B&l AN EXPERIENCED SOLDIER.'

|r(v.I NEED A SEASONED k

TROOP.' DO YOU HUM/
..fVWHATTHAT ISlVjA

TOUR. SILLY QUESTIONS.
sNOW GET OUT/ trk

WE’LL SOON SEE.' TELL THATlS EASY, IF I \
ME HOW YOU’D EXECUTE/ WANTED TO EXECUTEA
J3QUADS RIGHT.? W-^SQUAO RIGHT. fD ^
jgajMgya—w agfflfltfSTAND THEM up against!

A WALL AND SHOOT ’EM.'J

T WAS ONLY FOOLING/ MOW HERE’S MUH \
QUESTION.' WHAT DOES A MAW HAVE TUH

DO TUH BE BURIED WITH MILITARY HONORS?

HE MUST BE AT LEAST
A CAPTAihl!
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JUST AS I THOUGHT/ YOU KNOW NOTHING/ BUT
Til GIVE YOU ONE MORE CHANCE/ TEU ME J
.WHAT'S WRONG WITH THIS RIFLE.

^THATIS SIMPLE/ \
IT’S GOT A HOLE: 7
JUGHT THROUGH ITT

f YOU FOOL/ THATlS NOt\
A HOLE, THAT’S WHERE

i. THE BULLET COMES OUVJ

OF COURSE I KNOW THAT/
I'VE BEEN HANDLING A GUN
(.FOR. A LONG TIME/ J~

DON'T WORRY/ IT’S EM
INHERE, I'LL SHOW YOU/

EMPTY/ THE ONLY THINS EMPTY
MOUND HERE IS YOUR HEAD/ I
DON'T THINK YOU KNOW ANYTHING.
ABOUT SOLDIERING//- , roia YOU SHOULD^

KNOW BETTER THAN TO
YAIMTHAT GUN ATMEU

'THAT’S NOT SO! I WAS
IN THE ARMY ONCE.
LI WAS THE BATTALIONS,
^.OPTICIAN.^— ^

OHi YOU MEAN YOU
WERE ON K.P. DUTY
yALL THE TIME/ r'

r
I SCRAPED THE 1

.EYES OUT OF THE/
^POTATOES/

Y BATTALION’S^^
J-OPTICIAN? I NEVER"
HEARD OF ANY SUCH
RANK IN THE ARMY/ i

,WHAT DID YOU DO?



beat wbRUM/ my, sr,'
I CAM REMEMBER ONCE WHEN I WAS ALONE
WITH MV TRU5TV CANNON AND I WASSO YOU RAN AWAV

MBKTTLE, HUH?jj ATTACKED BY FIVE HUNDRED OF THE ENEMV' J
THEY WERE AS THICK AS PEAS/

rWHAT DIO
vYOU DO?/'"

I SHELLED

YOU KNOW SO MUOT
Fm°UT WARFARE, I’M GOING

BUT WHY ARE YOU JUSTj
.STANDING Atiim? j—

^

//“ STANDING
// / behind an IMAGINARY
/ (

ROCK TWO HUNDRhT^I^
* v FEET HIGH/ /-» r

—

I TELL YOU WHAT I’M GOING TO
Dpi I’M GOING TD GIVE VOUMN
ASSIGNMENT AND IF YOU CARRY
•TOUT ALL RIGHT, I’LL LET YOU
JOIN UP/ WOW GO OUTSIDE
AND TAKE MY HORSE TO BE

AND DON'T LET HIM
YOUR. SIGHT UNTILE

jYOU’RE FINISHED/ ,

TO GIVE YOU A PROBLEM.

'

JS$.5fcUME*E WAS AW
IMAGINARY ENEMY ONLY
S^TEN PEET AWAY/ SHOW
^T>ME WHAT YOU .WOULD.

(yes,SIR!

DEAD? BUT I TOLD YOU NOT TO
LET HIM OUT OF YOUR SIGHT,
.UNTIL HE WAS SHOD! r—

^

'HE
iS's

s
DEAD//

WHEN I CATCH YOU, YOU’LL
»P fMlOT-H«OnAlir» rr,,r-.,BE COURT- MARTI ALLED EVEN
BEFORE YOU GET INTO THE ,
.ARMY/^ SHOD/ GULR l>

THOUGHT YOU SAID,
. SHOT/yTBKrr

'ALL I CAN SAY IS

C help*/-;

TEX RITTER WESTERN
TIME Ai.SC PLAYED DRUM

i ARMY
WHENEVER


