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WE'LL RIPPLE YOUR
BODY WITH MUSCLES and LOAD

TNT IN YOUR FISTS
,

Says SOI LOWS, Great World Champion f

STATE TROOPER- 0«ors*
Sh.ridan of Springf Sold

l.orrw .! B*lf Dtf.n.. l«m tfc.

Chompi wtwn 16 y.or. aid

"Yes ... we Champions can build

you a new, power-packed rip-

pling-musclcd body. Our training

secrets have worked wonders for

thousands of other fellows . . .

and we can do the same for you.

If you're weak or skinny, Mickey
Mantle will build your body-
turn flabby muscles into steel . . .

FAST. If you want speed and
stamina, Bob Cousy can make
you fast . . . LOTS OF FUN.

No matter what your size, shape

or condition, we have proved we
can help you. It's simple. It's easy

Find out how NSC's Stars make
you a real man in just 15 minutes
of fun a day ... at home!

Extra! I'll send you my "Fight

Secrets" for only 10c—if you'll

write today. So . . . send me the

coupon below right away!"

Sincerely,

LET 20 GREAT STARS GIVE YOU
POWER . . . SKI LI CONFIDENCE

Famous Sport Scars are waiting to train you in 15 exciting minutes a day. Ted
Kluszewski explains his Conditioning secrets . . . Yogi Berra builds up your

confidence . . . Kid Gavilan teaches you self-defense. You'll be the envy of your

friends when you are "in the know" on the Champions' training routines for

Baseball . . . Football . . . Boxing . . . Basketball . . . and other Sports.

ACT
MAIL COUPON TODAY

NATIONAL SI

iOlutely FREE i lull ind complete

* The National Sports Council

can nuiia m roe light kind at body

H Enclosed IS 10c. Include youi lamous Fight Secret*

THE NATIONAL SPORTS COUNCIL '•"
I Checlt hero tor special bo

33 W«t 46IK Street, Now York 36, Naw York Doot. AL-47 I — — — — — -
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TEX RITTER WESTERN
, ...,5 SEAL Of APPROVAL APPEARS ONLY ON COMIC MAGAZINES WHICH HAVE KEN CAREftHAT

} 'Si*25* s publication, iy the comics code authomty. and found io have mci the high standards of MQtuuiT a*p
^P" S GOOD TASTE REQUIRED IY THE CODE. THE CODE AUTHORITY OPERATES APART EROM ANY WDITOML fueUSHffl AND IX-

1$^ "

j
EKCISES INDEPENDENT JUDGMENT WITH RESPECT TO CODE-COMPLIANCE. A COMIC MAGAZINE BEARING IIS SEAL 6
YOUR ASSURANCE OF GOOD READING AND PICTORIAL MATTER. XT// , tf -tyZZL.

Heo asm push-
ed HAED...AND
NO* HE Wffi FAtL-
IWS,FALUHG PAST
'WITH NCTHI^K? BUT
EMPTY A« BE-
T-WESW HiM AMD
THE CHASM
FLOOR. ,' IT SURE
LOOKED LIK.E
TE?X RtTTER:
WASN'T LOWG
POK THIS H/QRiD.'



TEX RITTER WESTERN
COJLD BE/ I'VE
- TELL THAT TEX

" HEADIN'

RKD *JE'RE NOT THE ONES To SIT OH OUR.
TAILS TILL EirtER, TAKES AMINO TO STOP
M&.KIW MUSIC AND START HAUUN'

"

IN/ N0*J LISTEN HARD, MBH.
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AMAZING PRECISION MINIATURE SECRET CAMERAS

British Colonies alt over the world. Aden, Fiji
Islands, North Borneo, Cyprus, Singapore, Ber-
muda, many more. All different, all genuine
PLUS— FREE copy of helpful "Stamp Collector's 1

Guide". That's not all! Also FREE, color repro-
duction and fascinating story of a If stamp worth '

S5Q.G00. Other valuable offers included for !

your pee inspection. Offer may be withdrawn I

Boon so rush coupon today. If coupon is clipped i

send 1« for postage and handling to GARCELON '

'**? CO., Dept. CC4K , Calais, Maine, (address

I

HUSH TODAY 1
, LIMITED OFFER
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W THE. BADHWS HIDEOUT.

^OU HWE To BELIE 1
-

ME.' I'M NOT BITTER
VOu GOT THE" -WRONS

' MM,
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sjabttalkim', ritter.'
wat're thechiep
shal's plaws foe this

ter&tor.v ? does he
aim to cieam it l>p,*
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CK'S HOtDlM 1

P.' GOOD THING
IT'S SC DM2K...
AMD T HAVE

TV SPE1WG
VBSB LESS™ MiWET.'

I HAVE A G'JK UCW*
A SHIELD TOO/
THAT'S THE NE>T

^7-OEDEC VOU sWAWT
( TO GWE VOUE
\GftWG, -BOSS'*
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TEX RITTER WESTERN
If- W99K \Z
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WMWM \
H^"EW PABLO TALKED ABOUT THE FABULOUS MINE WEBR LADROUE. THE MlWE VJHERE HE WORKED

,AS A BOV, PEOPLE LIKE SAM HAVJKIWS LAUGHED .' BUT VOUUG J\M CLASSOU DIDN'T- POOR AS WE
fOUHG LWNVBft WAS, HE STAKED THE OLDWAW WHENEVER HE COULD.' BIT WHEW PABLO STRUCK
IT RICH, IT *JAS HAWKINS WHO GOT TO THE CLAIM OPPICE FIRST... WITH TEX RITTER. PRAIRIE
KANGEe, RIGHT BEHIND """

E.TOH.V
OP THE
ANCIENT
/MINE
^JAS
NEVER.
BELIEVED.



TEX RITTER WESTERN
AM BE«!SHr,

THE SAND RiVER WASMOVEO
whew the new cam was y
BUILT/ AND THERE
/SABEDBtiTTE /x'M ACfJAiD
WEAR the OLD ,'NOT, TEX .'

RNER BED.' ,/ DID PABLO
-JUST GOT
TOO *UCH
SUM, I
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WEEKS PASSED BEFORE
PABLO WASTHQLKSHTQFASAA>s..
THEW MS StiRRO -WANDERED
IMTO TowU.' PASLQ WASN'T
WALKlUG BEHlkO HIM THIS TIME..

I FIND ^v DCW'T TAU< K&+J.
SEEWER/ PABLO.' JIM. G6T
BUT MAN DOC CHUTON.'

X'LL CARRY HIM TO
^MEETH -X< YOUR. PLACE/ j
CLUB \
AND
STEAL/ J

jlffi^flltC^f&*A HSmffMHi
Ix?aS

W^ti^If^sM^a
fll"'2i"'*W\

\\V\\

WlY\ vWRF
'tex. he didfiwqsilver!|
i fouud traces of it i

in a sack. that was [

under pablo outhe
j

BURRO.'
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THE PRflJRIE RAWGER KMEVJ HE
HAD TO MOVE FAST.' IF R4BLO
REfcLW HAD SiLVER. HAWKINS
MJOULDTRy TO CLAIM THE/MWE
PIRST...

US FOUWD SILVER, All
RIGHT/ I'LL.,. THAT'S
\WROWS, FURV? WE
GOT COWPAUY?
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TEX RITTER WESTERN
YOU ChM RWD
FURY.' GET
HE VJOU'T BE
WfcTCHlU" YOU.

WITH A MIGHTY LEAP, FURY
CAUGHT THE OUTLAW BY HIS
TROUSER CUFF... ALTHOUGH
SAFE, THE SHOCK HAD BEEN
TOO MUCH...(

THE SISSY
' PASSED OUT FURY..
GOOD BOY YOU SAVED
HIS WORTHLESS HIDE.'

. COME ON BOY WE'VE1 GOT TO GET TO
-,THE COUNTY
/SEAT.' I HAVE A
\ HUNCH HAWKINS
"Vwil-l.BE THERE

.TOO/j
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CO WAMDC
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MICE VJORK
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fury,' you SUEE
OflPTUCEO THAT
BUWCH FOR
/we,
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Ever hear the roar of a maddened wounded
buffalo bull? It is loud and spine piercing.

However the inhabitants of Cedar Rock clai

it is gentle in comparison. In comparison with
what? The roar of Jed Matters when he became
angry. Jed Matters ran the one and only gen-
eral store in town. The cowboys from the near-

by ranches would come day after pay day to

get spurs, a new saddle, or the latest modern
rifle on the market. His daughter, Celia, would
help behind the counter.

"Can't tell whether it's the way she smiles
or the merchandise they have that builds up the
business," commented Sheriff James McGuirk.
"Just the opposite of her father. Soft spoken
and gentle."

It was now ten in the morning. Suddenly all

of Main Street heard the voice of Jed Matters
explode.

"Get out of my store, you worthless fool
dreamer! Get out before I lose ray tempeY! You
can't get a penny's worth of supplies here un-
less you put cold cash or gold dust on my
counter."

The words were addressed to a wrinkled,
white bearded old man. He was dressed in a tat-

tered shirt and a pair of faded army pants. He
acted as though he hadn't heard the yelling.

"I'll find the lost mine this time," he pleaded.
"Stake me to grub and other supplies and you
can have half interest in the mine. Think of all

that gold."

Celia came from the back of the store where
she had been preparing lunch. Her father's
booming voice was enough to almost make the
walls vibrate. She walked up to the old man
and gently took his hand.

"That's the way father is," she half apolo-
gized. "Maybe it is time you gave up the dream,
Joe Harding, and stay in town. You could get
some work to do."

"Why should he give up the dre*ms?" inter-

rupted the voice of a stranger. "Why should any
man have to stop hoping? Go ahead. Give him
all the supplies he wants. I'll pay the bill."

To emphasize that he meant what he said,

the stranger took a large roll of bills rom his

pocket. He threw several bills of large denomi-
nation on the counter.

"Order up, dreamer," he smiled. "Go and
find that lost mine of yours. Go search for the
pot of gold at the end of the rainbow."

Joe Harding looked directly at the stranger's

face. Then he turned his glance to the moaey
on the counter.

"I have never taken charity in my life," he
explained. "When I needed supplies I worked.
Maybe my bones are getting a bit tired. Only
way I will take this money is in a business deal.

You get half interest in the mine. I will sign
such a paper, and you can come with me when
I go look for it."

"When are you goirig to leave?" asked the
stranger.

"Thursday morning," replied Joe 'Harding.

"You'll need a horse for yourself and an extra

pack horse for supplies."

"Get it all for me," replied the stranger as

he handed extra money to the old man. "I'm
staying at the Wilkins Hotel. My name is

Sydney Rutledge. See you Thursday morning."
The man who was definitely from the East,

judging by his clothing and manner of speech,

turned and left the general store. Celia had
wanted to say something to him. By the next
day the entire town knew the story. In the

afternoon the sheriff and Celia paid a visit to
the hotel. Sydney Rutledge was seated in a
comfortable chair on the porch. His face was
turned to the sun and his eyes were half closed.

"Sorry to disturb you," said the sheriff. "My
name is James McGuirk, sheriff of this town.
Miss Celia told me what happened and I must
make some things clear to you."



The young man smiled. His eyes met those

of the charming young lady and she started to

blush.

"Where Joe Harding goes looking for his lost

mine is Apache land," continued the sheriff.

"Chief Geronimo wants nobody in his terri-

tory. People have gone out and never returned.

The redskins respect a man whom they think

is what we would call a bit touched in the head.

I'm not saying that anything is wrong with

Joe Harding. He just has given up thirty years

of his life looking for that lost mine. He's

a familiar sight to the redskins. You go with

him and there's a good chance you might lose

your scalp. Out here we generally mind our

business, but in this case I must ask some ques-

tions. Why did you come here? What do you
do ? Why should you give money to Joe Hard-

ing?"
The young man didn't reply at once. There

was the temptation to tell the man of the law

to mind his own business. The presence of the

young lady changed his mind. He -might as

well answer.

"I came here for my health. Doctor's orders.

Told me best place was the West and its sun-

shine. So I travel around and do a lot of rest-

ing. Feel much better. What do I do? I write

poetry. Lots of it, and it sells too. I have plenty

of money. If money could give happiness, then

why should I refuse a little to Joe Harding?
How could I see a man's dreams smashed? May-
be you won't understand what I now say. This
old man's real happiness is in the search, the

dream, the anticipation of it all. If he found it,

what could he do? So let him search. I'll go
with him and enjoy the fresh air. They tell me
he's a good cook.''

The sheriff looked at Celia. She could sense

at once that the man of the law was unable to

reply. It required a woman to say something.
"I think I understand. You are the most

wonderful man I have ever met. I only hope
you are well rewarded for this good deed."

She left with the sheriff. The young man
closed only one eye and faced the sun. The
other opened eye watched 'the young lady as

she went back to her general store.

Thursday morning the entire town turned
out to wave a farewell to the two prospectors.

They had heard the story and it had somehow
touched their hearts. For a lot of extra gift

supplies had been added to the store the old
man was taking with him. Even Celia had made
her father relent.

"An extra rifle and several boxes of car-

tridges. They may need them."
She was on hand as they left and she found ,

herself saying something to the young man she
had never anticipated.

"Please be careful and come back well."
"I will, for you," was the answer.

For six days they travelled across the burning
desert sands. Sydney Rutledge rested and wrote.

He had an idea for a long poem, and he called

it: Greedy Gold in Spanish, Guloso Oro.
"Eyes of injuns are watching us," warned the

old prospector.

"I know," smiled the young man. "They
are. probably trying to figure out why I set up
this chair and rest each day. They will probably
pay us a visit."

On the eighth day, Chief Geronimo and a

dozen of his braves came into camp. He talked

with Joe Harding first who explained the situa-

tion to him. The old prospector then prepared

food for his guests. Neither he nor the young
man showed the slighest bit of fear.

"I understand the white man's tongue very

well," said an expressionless chief. "English and
Spanish. You have written a story about gold.

Tell it to me and I will tell it later to my braves

in our tongue."

Around the camp fire they sat. Chief Geroni-
mo listened as the poet unfolded his poem. It

began with the days of the Conquistadores, and
with a man's search for gold. How pften greed
got the better of man. The tragedy of it all. For
real gold was in the happiness, health, and good
deeds of a person."

In a lifetime of fighting. Chief Geronimo had
met many people, and in the years to come, he
was still to meet many more. But a poet was
something different. A man who was searching
for happiness, health, and willing to do good
deeds. This was something different."

"My braves will go with you and watch
you," he said. "But there is no lost mine in the
hills. The gold my people have comes from
Mexico. I understand something now. The old

man will be happy looking. So let him look."
They spent the next two weeks in the hills.

Geronimo sent his men to meet them with addi-

tional supplies. Joe Harding was happy.
"Next year we come back again, partner?"

he asked.

"We will, was the reply.

"I will find that gold someday," uttered Joe
Harding.

"I have found mine now," smiled Sydney
Rutledge.

They returned to town. The sheriff and Celia
rode out to meet them on the roaA

"Chief Geronimo sent a small package for
Joe Harding," explained the sheriff. "I know
what's in it. A solid bar of gold which comes
from the lost mine in Mexfco."
Sydney Rutledge was holding the reins of

his horse in his right hand — his left hand
clasped that of Celia. His head was up high. He
had found more than health. He had found
perfect gold, true happiness, and the most won-
derful giri

THE END
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machine gun
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YOU GET ALL THIS!

• Automatic firing

BB Machine Gun
with swivel base

• Complete 21 -piece

task force selected

• trucks

• battleship.

• bombers
• riflemen
• space ships

• full supply of 8Bs

A Complete Thrilling Combat Unit

At Your Command
Now vou ion b> Common d.r- 1 n-Chi.( <* ihii

dtp lay your trooei, na-y <"
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.
U£ PRAIBiE RANGER. WAS ElDlHG A FRESU

TRAIL ... AND HE KNEW THAT CUBT WAGEW WIGHT
BS AROUND THE NEXT BEND WAITING, HIS
RlFlE TRAINED ON TEK EiTTEB'S BADGE '

BUT TE* URGED WHITE" FIASH INTO A DEAD
BUM WHEN HE HEARD THE SHOT UP AHEAD,.

TEX
WAS
SURE

WAS
FIRING
ONE
GUN.,.
SITTHE
IDENTITV
OF THE
other;
A"AW
PUZZLED
HIM/
PUZZLED
OR HOT,
HE

EETURW-

^ MISSED.' BUT I SURE CHIPPED^SOME ROCK DUST IN HIS EVES.

^ }/ji W§£c
Vjj(

^si

5^1 ^-0^
A^pJ

^r —-iSii ^>^^,J«
*^km Wji^MM niSL-**-

THIS'LL KEEP
THE OTHER:
ONE'S HEAD
DOWN FOR A
/VtlNUTE.TOO.
AND A
MINUTE IS
ALL I
NEED.
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MEHB'SVOURWUBDBBlPi I SLCNJ DO^U ,

S.HEOIFF.' HE'S WANTED / AflSTEE.' I WNT
IN TEKAS ON THE ./, VOU. MOT HIM '

SAME CHABGE.' IM^
TE* ElTTEB

,

PEAIHIE EANGEE.'

I OlDNT SEE THE
SHOOTIM', BUT I'VE

VOU COLD,
~ RITTEEV

VOUWE
EVEN GOT

THE
SADDLE-
BAGS

f SWHAT A FIX / WHILE JVM HEEE, HAGEW "^
V CAM EiDE ON .' HE'LL TCV TO GET A _^\ BANKGOLL REST THOUGH/ I -*
^Sl,^, HOPE HE DOESTEV...

#*

**"*"*>, ^7 ""^**»*j='^7 mJ^M

|
K\ *x j/K>M'/n
v^ilrWi
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WHEM I BUMPED
IMTO THAT OtO
COOT, HE MEVER
FEiT ME TAKE
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HE ROBBED
THE BANK ALL
ROHT.' VJHA.T'"
THE" STOEV i

ElTTEC?

. just the owe i told
1 you/ hagen's want-
ed for a1ukder--i

/came after: him,
and i'm takin' him

THINGS ROUGH /SHERIFF ' AND DONT
FOR YOU, /FORGET,
TEX.' NEXT-/ THE ABODE AROUND
TIME I'LL 1 I THE BARS.' THE NEXT
KMOMJ / V ^AN VJHO BREAKS

, BETTER.' / \ OUT MAW BE A
THE ^-» Vy\. CRIMINAL/ ^

EARLIER.
OWES.'
AND
PRAIRIE
RANGER-
HAS
HIS ^i^'p\ km
PRISON-
ER... 1 -s^ r

i-AC^J VIT3
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HOW COM
THOUGHT
\ WERE E

E ? I AtWflVS j
YUH TWO rr
UDPIES,' ys

WE V

SOLD

V. WA

/ERE UNTIL I )
HIM THIS </
T FER A

J

TCH DOG'.j

/TWh/ffi r-fl^—^ "—

S^LyjIr

^^fj

C H It

"

rjSjTzi

/ 4 /)

k //

FER A MOMENT I WA5 AFRAJp
TO TURN THIS DOe OVER TO
VUH CONSIDERING YORE
REPUTATION, BUT I SEE HE
KNOWS WHO TO WATCH OUT
FER '. &OOPBYE, GK\ZZLY BURR,
AND GOOD RIPPANCE '



An Amazing Invention—"Magic Art Reproducer"

The First Day
NO LESSONS!

I NO TALENT!

You Can Draw Your Family,

Friends, Anything From

REAL LIFE- Like An Artist...

Even if You CAN'T DRAW
A Straight Linel

NORTON PRODUCTS



Slimmer Waistline

and Hips

Broader Chest and

Shoulders

More Weight, SolidU
-,„ All The RIGHT

PLACES

*- asking-the kind of body
YOU want! JuM - »

More Powerful Arms

and Crip

More Powerful Leg

Muscles

and I'll PROVE I Can Make
You Over From Head to Foot!

IN ONLY 75 MINUTES A DAY

My i -"Dynamic Ten
'syl Spend o

" jme. From the very lUrt you'll be
ny method of "Dynamic T.-r.-i,;:,-

J BUILD MUSCLE and VITAL.
nd yoo'lf be using the method which
ireat athletes use for keeping in Con-
or foxing, wrestling, baseball, fpot-

FREE

nethod-packed with photo-

*--v C ,„,, H magnetic per .

Shows what "Dynmnut
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