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BILLY THE KID-LONE AVENGER

AMOMENT LATER,  /bon't WORRY, JiM!

| ﬂ i = THE MANAGER OF [ wWe’'LL SOON BRING
‘ i THE BANK DASHED EM IN— ONE OF ‘EM
FALLS. WHEN THE AIR WAS SHATTERED - ACROSS THE STREET{ IS WEARING A FANCY
BY GUN SHOTS. .. DASHING OUT OF THE —

i A SHIRT WAHICH CAN
| OFFICE,THEY SAW TWO MEN RIDING TLW l“i v/ SHERIFF | SHERIFFT BE e~
HARD OUT OF TOWN : B~ THoSE GUYS , :

S0 HAVE ROBBED A \~—=}

Bl i
i THE BANK

ONE DAY, HAPPY GO-LUCKY WILL BONNEY,
YOUNG BOSS OF THE CIRCLE B RANCH,
WAS TALKING TO THE SHERIFF OF LITTLE

SAMMY SILVER WAS
THE MOST POPULAR  JZ1
SALESMAN INTHE L™
WEST. WHEN FOLKS =2
CQULD NOT PAY CASH B>
FOR HIS WARES,
SAMMY WOULD HAPPILY]
ACCEPT ANY OLD
GARMENT OR OBJECT.

~1LOOKS LIKE

IN EXCHANGE , EVEN

THOUGH HE KNEW HE TROUBLE, WiLL !
WAE LOSING ON THE . COME ON/
DEAL. . .
THIS IS THE STORY OF SUCH A DEAL,
AND HOW IT NEARLY COST SAMMY
HIS LIFE, BUT OF HOW HE WAS

LATER TO PROFIT BY IT - THANKS
TO BILLY THE KID . . .

THE SHERIFF WAS RIGHT., A ' WITH BULLETS RIPPING 70

SHORT WAY OUT OF TOWN : ROUND THEM, THE stioﬁvrgﬁrw?gksvguns.

;;lg BANDITS WERE STARTLED BANDITS{ STUPID! RIDE HARD FOR
. THE

RODE ON . . . SHACK AND GET. ¢ HiiLs. . . THANKS TO HIS PARTNER,

H
RID OF IT! I'LL TRY AND
LEAD THEM OFE YOUR :gfqg%lih’f_gLﬁAND-lT REACHED HIS

SHUCKS/ TRAIL . .. YOU CAN
THOSE GUYS MUST ) MEET ME AT THE - :DDLEY WAS
HAVE EYES LIKE HIDE-OUT LATER !/ A S
J\ EAGLES TO SPOT = ~ el RID OF THIS

- US FROM THAT N e paie” SHIRT THE
FAR, DOOLEY/ 5> "‘ s % = BETTER !
\-‘__...._.._-—-’ .

o -"ta"t =

SINCE THEIR FATHER DIED, A FEW MINUTES LATER THERE WHEN HER STEP-BROTHER
FRANK SEARS HAD TREATED R °°°R_| HAD GONE, THE TIMID
HIS YOUNG STEP-SISTER, SHUCKS ! THEY'VE FOLLOWED \ GIRL OPENED THE DOOR. ..
JUDY, VERY BADLY~ AND AS ME — 1'VE GOT TO HIDE! IF IT°S |
HE DASHED INTO THE SHACK,/” QUICK— GET. JHE SHERIEE: HOWD 2
SHE COWERED IN FEAR ME ANOTHER | higmmen TELL HIM YOU DY, MISS JUDY.
—— * “/ SHIRT, PRONTO ! Y. . AN DON'T BE SCARED...

= AND THROW THIS SEE? IT'S ONLY ME —

ONE ON THE FIRE/ ; SAMMY SILVER /
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SAMMY SILVER KNEW HOW HARSHLY FRANK SUDDENLY SAMMY

1 GUESS IT EVEN THOUGH HE'D SO LONG

SEARS TREATED THE GIRL, AND WHENEVER SAW THE SHIRT. .. /i SURSEIT | LOST ON THE DEAL, o
WOULD CALL TG cHEen” &~ Gee! s T EfAnic soipt pchitY NESEREEROED anSIVER
BEAUTIFUL, SAMMY - ! ME TO GET RID .

HAPPY YOUNG GIRL . .
HOW DO YOU LIKE THIS BUT FRANK WOULD

DRESS, MISS JUDY? TEN NEVER GIVE ME
DOLLARS TO ANYONE A DOLLAR/

ELSE, BUT TO YOU | GIVE
IT AWAY AS A GIFT —

ABOUT THAT \' -\ OFIT— SURE,

OLD SHIRT P— ™ !
QL0 [SHIR [\ MISTER SILVER!
SWAP, EH’

THIS CHEAP FLASHY
SHIRT AINT MUCH

GOOD TO ME, BUT
| MAKE MY cUSTOMER JIi

! = HAPPY- AND THAT'S
ONE DOLLAR ! ‘ | ) GOOD BUSINESS,
7 : i A ACCORDIN' TO
8 U g SAMMY SILVER!
W i U & 3
W
— ! g | /\
. - - ¢ [TA\
f o o l ' e
Py \ |
425, S (i &
= = 7

AS JUDY HAPPILY CLOSED THE DOOR, ] | THE CRUEL STEP-BROTHER SNATCHED | | ON HEARING THIS, FRANK SEARS FLEW
HER COWARDLY STEP-BROTHER THE DRESS FROM THE GIRL . . . INTO A TOWERING RAGE — AND FLINGING
RE-ENTERED THE ROOM. . . e MIS STEP-SISTER ASIDE, DASHED FROM
I~ D-DIDN'T SPEND THE SH. *
WHO IT WAS ONLY WHO SAID /ANY M-MONEY, FRANK' || THE SHACK. . .

WAS IT? WHAT SAMMY SILVER--.-HE YOU COULD | EXCHANGED IT FOR
KEPT YOU SO SOLD ME THIS LOVELY WASTE MY THAT OLD SHIRT YOU
LONG ?- - COME ON, DRESS, FRANK/ MONEY ON TOLD ME TO GET
SPEAK UP,OR YOU'LL N ¢ ose DRESSES —
FEEL THE WEIGHT AP YOU BRAT 7
OF My HAND ! /i = -

OH, FRANK !
WHY DO
YOU TREAT
ME SO
“BADLY 7

YOU LITTLE FOOL!

/'VE GOT TO GET
THAT SHIRT BACK!

FRANK SEARS RODE DEEP INTO THEN THE YOUNG OUTLAW
THE ‘HILLS  TO THE HIDE-OUT, TOLD HIS PARTNER ABOUT
TO FIND HIS PARTNER . . . THE SHIRT. . .

SAMMY SILVER WAS SINGING HAPPILY TO
HIMSELF AS HE HEADED TOWARDS LITTLE

FALLS - WHEN HE SAW THE MEN APPROACHING . . .
| SEE YOU G (mﬁe SRVETT 10, SAMMY : 5
U GOT \ | -
RID OF THAT SILVER ! IF HE SHOWS THAT | |/ THOSE GuYS =
: FOOL SHIRT— SHIRT TO ANYONE IN LITTLE MUST BE — =
'S Ao FALLS, THE SHERIFF. CUSTOMERS ! =
ALLRIGHT,\ | QUT OF Heme WILL SOON WHOA, GAL —

N

START ASKIN' | YEAH ! AND
QUESTIONS! / BEFORE YQU
KNOW IT, HE'LL
HAVE CAUGHT UP
WITH US - COME
ON, WE'VE GOT
70 STOP SILVER]

WE DO
DOOLEY ! WITHOUT BEING BUSINESS !




BY THE TIME THE OUTLAWS HAD — LEAPING FROM HIS HORSE, FRANK

RIDDEN UP, THE UNSUSPECTING WANT, SEARS GRABBED HOLD OF THE

R Nt s | AINT PAYIND iDL SALESMA
: WHERE'S THE SHIRT

OR :

HOWDY, GENTS! ANYTHING - My SCREWY STEP- :
YOU WISH TO BUY, SAMMY ‘ SISTER GAVE YOU, T:;rEs N
SHENSO) SILVER? HANDIT. | \¢'you WANT
B e _ OVER, PRONTO! /v V| SELL
77 IT TO YOU
FOR TWO
DOLLARS/

| TOLD YOU WE AINT
PAYING FOR ANYTHING /
SEARCH THE WAGON,

DOOLEY !
TR x\

: 4 SN
S ’nmm_nmm-i

peauad.,

LEAVING THE SENSELESS SAMMY WHERE ~ ] WHEN SAMMY RECOVERED, HE SAW HIS
HE FELL, THE TWO QUTLAWS RANSACKED WAGON OVERTURNED AND HIS WARES SAMMY.!
THE WAGON .. . . STREWN OVER THE GROUND, AND THE SO LONG, :

WE'VE GOT WHAT
WE CAME FOR -
HAW! HAW !

TWO MEN RIDING OFF . . .

ov! voi!
Yoi! My
BUSINESS. ..

- =

= \-\&\?‘_: :
v ‘\i\l\\\\"\\\\\\

Vi
-~

N s =y

SAMMY WAS SLOWLY GATHERING WITH TEARS IN HIS EYES, SAMMY WILL HELPED SAMMY

UP HIS SCATTERED GOODS WHEN SILVER TOLD WILL BONNEY OF THE SILVER TO GATHER UP THINK NOTHING

WILL BONNEY RODE UP. . . CRUEL DASTARDP.IFY EV:#_\;JI".!IE TWO HIS WARES. . . OF IT, SAMMY '
OUTLAWS HAD TR HIM.. ... IE THERE'S ANYTHING

SAMMY ONE OF THE A FLASHY SHIRT ! *~- ORE | CAN DO FOR
SILVER ! WHAT'S L}é’}%ﬁsﬂo\wut GUY sow:g FRANK ) FRANK SEARS-- SO HE'S I:.'f"mfmsr LET ME
IT WAS DONE SEARS ! HIS SISTER / THE ONE WHO RAIDED KNOW !
ON PURPOSE--- GAVE ME THE THE BANK ! HE'S A NO \ -
I'M RUINED ! FLASHY SHIRT, GOOD TROUBLE MAKER.
- AND THEY BEAT
ME UP TO GET
IT BACK !
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UNKNOWN TO ANYONE ,
HAPPY-GO-LUCKY WILL
BONNEY, WHO NEVER
CARRIED A GUN, WAS
ALSO BILLY THE KID
THE LONE AVENGER. .
AFTER LEAVING
SAMMY SILVER,
WILL BONNEY RODE
HARD FOR
THUNDERBIRD PEAK,
WHERE IN A SECRET
VALLEY HE
CHANGED INTO
THE FAMOUS
BLACK OUTFIT

o.xk!
SATAN,
HERE
WE GO
AGAINS

A FEW MOMENTS LATER,THE VALLEY
ECHOED WITH THE FAMOUS WAR CRY
OF BILLY THE KID, AS MOUNTED ON

HIS WONDER HORSE,BLACK SATAN,
THE LONE AVENGER SET OUT ON THE
THE TRAIL OF THE WRONG DOERS. .

vie! vipl vie!
HI- YO !
! : ad

i\i\\;‘\.

$,

)

PEAK, THE
SET ABOUT

SHUCK

TO BUR

i\

It
oy

\

A SHORT WHILE LATER,NOT
FAR FROM THUNDERBIRD

THE TELL-TALE SHIRT..
DOOLEY! IT

SEEMS A SHAME
A GOOD SHIRT/

HURRY UP AND
BURN IT! WITH
ALL THAT
MONEY WE TOOK
TODAY, YOU CAN
BUY DOZENS OF |
=

TWO QUTLAWS
DISPOSING OF

S,

N SUCH

SUDDENLY ANOTHER VOICE
JOINED IN THE CONVERSATION-~
A QUIET COMMANDING VOICE - -
THE VOICE~OF BILLY THE KiD. . .

YOUR PARD'S RIGHT,
MISTER ! THAT /S,IF YOU

LIKE ALL BADMEN, FRANK SEARS

KNEW THAT

HE WOULD HAVE TO ACT

FAST IF HE WAS TO ESCAPE THE

LONE AVENG
ROUND AND

BURNING SHIRT IN THE

EACE OF BIL

CAN GET OUT OF HERE
WITH THE MONEY '

BiLY

THE KiD !

T

‘\_\\\\\\

ER.. QUICKLY HE SWUNG
HURLED THE

LY THE KID. .. 7

HERE'S WHERE
YOU REACH THE
END OF THE TRAIL,
BILLY THE KID !

THEN SEARS WENT FOR HIS GUN —
BUT ALTHOUGH HE ACTED FAST,
THE LONE AVENGER ACTED FASTER. . .

SO- YOU WANT TO
PLAY ROUGH, MISTER?

WHEN HE SAW THAT HIS YOUNG
PARTNER HAD FAILED TO DEAL
WITH BILLY THE KID, -
THE OTHER CROOK

WENT FOR HIS GUN.

NOW'S MY
CHANCE TO
GET BILLY
THE KID !
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BUT EVEN BEFORE THE QUTLAW | SHAKEN BY THE
COULD DRAW HIS GUNS . . . " | SWIFT ACTION,
THE OUTLAW
RAISED HIS ARMS
IN SURRENDER . ..

O.K, MISTER, YOU WIN!/
DON'T SHOOT—/LL
GIVE YOU THE
MONEY !

THEN /1L TAKE
IT RIGHT NOW,
MISTER

IF THERE'S TO BE
ANY SHOOTING,
MISTER ! IT'LL
BE MY GUNS
THAT DO IT !

WHILE THE QUTLAW HANDED OVER THE — ] FRANK SEARS KNEW THAT BILLY THE KID'S
SADDLEBAGS OF MONEY, THE YOUNG HORSE ,SATAN, COULD OUT-PACE ANYTHING
RUFFIAN FRANK SEARS REGAINED ON FOUR LEGS IN THE WEST - - QUICKLY HE
HIS SENSES . .'. OPEN 'EM LEAPED UP INTO THE SADDLE TO MAKE

UP~ | WANT SO LONG, BOYS/
TO SEE THE SAY GOOD-8YE TO
YOUR HOSS, BILLY
THE KID= YOU'LL

NEVER GET ME NOW!

1'VE GOT TO
GET OUT OF
HERE, QUICK/

BUT FRANK SEARS WAS IN AND SATAN GAVE THE AFTER BUCKING LIKE A WILD
FOR MORE TROUBLE - - THIS CROOK THE WORKS . . . BRONCHO FOR A FULL FIVE
TIME FROM SATAN. ., MINUTES, THE GREAT HORSE
. LET HIM HAVE ; FLUNG THE SHAKEN CROOK S A
IT, SATAN BOY! TO THE FEET OF NICE GOING, SATAN /

HIS MASTER. . .

HEY ! GET GOING - GIVE HIM

TE! s THE
YOU BRUTE! / : A

YOU SURE KNOCKED
THE FIGHT OUT
OF HIM /




AS THE CROOK LAY GROANING AT BILLY THE
KID'S FEET, ANOTHER FIGURE APPEARED AT
THE CROOKS HIDE OUT. .

oy! voi! yoi!
1 HEARD NOISES, THAT
MEANS FOLKS, AND THAT
COULD MEAN BUSINESS
FOR SAMMY SILVER !

BY HOKEY,
SAMMY SILVER!

W FOR THAT GEEZER . TWO

WHEN SAMMY HEARD ABOUT THE ROUGH
TREATMENT THAT HIS ATTACKER HAD
SUEFERED FROM BLACK SATAN, HE
IMMEDIATLY SEARCHED AMONG THE
WARES CARRIED ON HIS OLD MULE, RACHEL

HERE/ OATS FOR YOUR HORSE BILLY, | GIVE
THEM FREE -~ AND A BOTTLE OF _SAMMY'S
SPECIAL ACHE-REMOVER ~ @

)

TO FRANK SEARS

AND WHILE SAMMY ATTENDED TO —
SATAN, BILLY THE KID DID THE SAME

THE YOUNG TOUGH. /5 Aty s —irs

COYOTE WILL PAY
FOR IT / 7

HEY !

BILLY,
HAT STUFF'S
EXPENSIVE/

A SHORT WHILE LATER,

WITH THE TWO CROOKS
HELPING TO LIGHTEN THE
BURDEN OF OLD RACHEL,
SAMMY SILVER ESCORTED
BY BILLY THE KID, RODE
INTO LITTLE FALLS . . .

oy! vou!
YOI! LOOK
AT THE
CROWDS....
PLENTY OF
BUSINESS
TODAY,

viP! yvip! vip/
HI-Y0!

THE FOLLOWING DAY, SAMMY SILVER WENT
ONCE MORE TO THE LONELY SHACK WHERE .
LIVED JUDY SEARS, STEP-SISTER TO THE
CROOK WHO HAD WRONGED HIM. SAMMY
TOLD JUDY THAT SHE WOULD NEVER BE
BULLIED BY HER BRUTAL STEP-BROTHER AGAIN,
AND WHAT'S MORE, MISS JUDY, YOU ™
WILL GET A REWARD FOR THE
CAPTURE OF THOSE TWO NO-GOODS !

TO THEIR CAPTURE BY
BILLY THE KID/

AND THE
OUTLAWS WHO
ROBBED THE

WHILE SAMMY SILVER SOLD HIS
WARES, BILLY DELIVERED THE
CROOKS TO THE SHERIFF. . .

THANKS

SEE THAT
THE PERSON

EARNED IT-
GETS 1T/

SHERIFF/ V'LL

WHO REALLY

LATER,AS THEY LEFT TOWN — ]
TOGETHER , BILLY HANDED THE
REWARD TO SAMMY SILVER . ..

HERE! THE
REWARD 1S
YOURS, SAMMY/
YOU NEED THE

BILLY, iDON'T
NEED ALL
THIS, | DID

THE YOUNG GIRL TRIED TO
THANK SAMMY,BUT HE
WASN'T LISTENING,HE HAD
SEEN ANOTHER PERSON. ..

ARTICLES

HEY, WIL
oY! vou.! you!

CAN'T STOP NOW,
| SEE ANOTHER
CUSTOMER -
WILL BONNEY !

=

IN NEXT TONO TIME SAMMY DIVED INTO HIS
NEW WAGON AND BROUGHT OUT THREE

INSPECTION ,.. THE
TAKEN FROM THE CROOKS..

YOU LIKE TO BUY
SOME GUNS CHEAP?
SAME SORT AS USED -
BY BILLY THE KID/

FOR WILL BONNEY'
GUNS SORRY SAMMY,
I'VE NO USE
FOR THEM. . WHY
NOT TRY BILLY
THE KID NEXT
TIME YOU SEE
M ?

L! HOWD

Don'’t miss next week’s exciting complete adventure of Billy the Kid!
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NOW, CHILDREN -+ MY
PLAN 16 TO TAKE YOU
BACK TO YOUR VILLAGE
BEFORE 1 CARRY ON

[T 518 GUY OF GISBORME

LET US COME WITH

W HOT PURSUT; ROBIN YOUu, 8IR ./ WELL SHow
AMD SOME OF His MEGRIE NOU THE WAY TO
MEN ARE TRAVELLING TO

- THE SCOTTISH ISLAND OF AVE~AND WE'LL
1OMA W SEARCH OF THE f/ HELP YOU TO SAIL
TREASURE OF ABROT THIS FINE SHIP-- AND
GODFREY .  THE GUTLAWE
RESCUE SOME SCOTTISH
CHILDREN FROM A CLAN
SUIP, LEAVING OISBORNE.

AND HIS MEN 70 FACE THE
ANGER,

A5 THE GREAT STRIPED 84N, OF
THE DRAGON 5HIP BORE THEM DOWN
THE SPARKLING WATERS OF THE
LOCH, ROSIN HOOD ADORESSED THE
CHILDREN HE HAD RESCUED ~ -

e
10NA, SIR. " BEGOING. YOUR.
By PARDOM, S1R -~ BUT NO ENGLISHMAN
WOULD EVER FIND 10NA 1N THIS
MATE OF ISLANDS AND LOCHS ! 4 |

HE ADDRESSED HIS HENCHMAN, MORTAN OF THE BLACK HAD ~ -

SEE THAT, MORTAN 7 =
ROBIN HOOD HAS ESCAPED~- 2
HOW SHALL 1 EXPLAIN THIS - [P}
T0 KING JOHN 7 TELL ME
THAT, YOU VILLAIK *

YOU MAY TELL HiM WHAT YOU LIKE .
1 SHALL TELL HIM THE TRUTH-- THAT
ROBIN ESCAPED BECAUSE YOU ARE A

BUNGLING COWARD. AND WHAT 156 MORE

{MPORTANT TO ME , 1 HAVE LOST MY

| FAVOURITE BATTLE-AXE GRAVEDIGOER”

A [N FIGHTING YOUR ACCURSED BATTLE .’

ETILL QUARRELLING BITTERLY, THE NORMANS
TURNED THEIR HORSES AND HEADED BACK TO
ENGLAND—AND THE TERRIRLE ANGER OF KING SOWN

.;_vﬂ A PAY ;ﬂlf—’ A MIGHT, THE mﬁgy ;’H]P 54
HROUGH THE WESTERN LOCHS 1 Lf"}/‘“

R e ﬁ
: : \ -

AAAH -~ VIKING PIRATES ¢
1 AM LOST BUT 1 WILL SHOW
A : THOGE BARBARIANS THAT EVEN A
e POOR HERMIT CAN FACE DEATH LIKE
S « A MAN -~ | WILL GO AND MEET THEM.

- .8—SUN—May 16, 1953
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~W. "HO THERE,, MY FRIEND /
& ~ § SEEK, THE HERMIT /.
< 1 AM THE
HERMIT-~ BUT WHO ARE You:
YOU ARE NO VIKING, BUT

A SAXON KNIGHT 8Y
YOUR LOOKS ./

; e — 1
S e NP s = = §1 =5

THE HERMIT LED ROBIN AND HIS COMRADES TO WIS TINY CHAPEL-- AT OWE END OF
WHICH THERE WAS A ROOK-HEWN CHAMBER. WHICH THE OLD MAN OPENED WITH

ROBINGE BILVER KEY -~ AND IRSIOE THE CHAMBER LAY -~ 4
THE TREABURE OF ABEOT GODFREY.”

HERE 15 YOUR TREASURE,
BRAVE SEARCHER, -~

1 PRAY THAT YOU WALL
b, USE IT WELL /

12

£

+RR

=8
= ./
=~

.
R
b 4

HAVE NO FEAR , GOOD HERMIT,
THE TREASURE WILL BE USED TO HELP
THE POOR AND NEEPY, THAT IS5 WHAT
ABBOT GODFREY WOULD HAVE. WANTED /

s #,
THE TRAITOR DASHED OUT OF THE CHAMBER -~ SLAMMING THE POOR
BEHIND HIM AND TURNING THE SILVER KEY IN THE LOCK .

STAY THERE ANP ROT WITH
YOUR TREASURE , ROBIN HOOD.
1 AM OFF BACK TO ENGLAND
1N THE PRAGON SHIP ~~ THE
MONEY f'LL GET BY SELLING
THIS CROWN WILL MAKE
ME RICH FOR LIFE .

1 AM ROBIN HOOD, LORD OF SHERWOOD.”
1 COME [N SEARCH OF THE TREASURE OF
ABBOT GODFREY ~~ SEE-- HERE {6 THE
KEY OF THE
TREASURE .

You ARE THE BRAVE SEARCHER. .
THE ABBOT SAID YOU WOULD COME

CURSE YOU, ROBIN HOOD .
I'LL NEVER LAY HANDS ON THE
TREASURE NOW~~ BUT AT

LEAST 1LL TAKE THIS.”

~ 80 6AYING , HE SNATCHED UP A JEWELLED
CROWN WORTH A KINGS RANSOM «

WHO ARE YOU T
WHY-- WHY ARE YOU
L-LOOKING AT ME
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FUN AND MYSTERY AT ST. JIM’S, BY MARTIN

When Manners came in, Tom Me:rry and Lowther were having a friendly practice bout. *You're in jolly
good fom, Tom,"” said Manners. ‘‘I reckon you’ll lick Thurnel tomoxrow!’”

There are a lot of very gqueer
things about Thurnel, the new
Jjunior at St. Jim’s. For instance:
ke acts much older than he is

suppesed to be, and he is taking an

unusual interest in the valuable St.
Jim's gold and silver dining plate.
He is also making himself un-
popular with his schoolmates and
although he is not much of a
fighter to look at, he has already
licked tough Jack Blake and now

he is bullying Wally D’ Arcy of the

third

THURNEL’S
PLAN

THIS
WEEK:

HE two third . formers,

Jameson and  Gibson,

rushed to the aid of their
chum, who was struggling wildly
in the grasp of Thurnel.

*Let him alone!” shouted
Jameson. ;

“Stand back, "you young
squm roared Thurnel.

“Ow! Rescue! Yow!” velled

Wally.

Tom Merry, his face set and
angry, ran up.

“Let him alone, at once"’ he
cried.

Thurne] looked at him savagely
“Mind your own business!”
*“This is my business! Let him

£0, mstantly'“
“1 won’t!”

“Then I'll jolly well
you!”

And Tom Merry grasped the
new fellow, and simply tore him
away from Wally. Wally stag-
gered away, with tousled hair and
burning face, gasping for breath.

*“The beast!” he panted.

Tom Merry whirled the new
boy back towards the School
House steps. Thurnel caught at

10—SUN—May 16, 1953

make

the stone balustrade in time to
save himself from falling.

“Now then,” said Tom, be-
tween his teeth, “if you want this
to go further, Pm ready!”

Thurnel clung to the balustrade
for a few moments, breathing
heavily. Tom Merry had not
handled him gently.

Wally rubbed his ears, and
grinned as he looked on. There
was a rush of other juniors to the
spot.

“Very well,”
between his teeth. “Ill give you
what I've given Blake. I’'m
ready!”

“Not here" muttered Mellish
hastily. “You’re right under the
Head’s windows!” =

“I don’t care!” said Thurnel.

“But I do,” said Tom Merry.
“Come into the gym.”

Thurnel hesitated, but Tom
Merry walked away ‘towards the
§ymnasmm and the new boy

ollowed. Mellish walked with
him, while the others crowded
round Tom Merry. There was no

doubt where their sympathy lay.

Kildare, the captain of St.
Jim’s, met the crowd in the door-
way of the gym. The big Sixth-
Former glanced curiously at Tom
Merry’s set face.

“What’s wrong, Merry?” he
asked.

Tom Merry looked a
uneasy.

““Nothing,” he said.

Kildare laughed.

“Nothing—but a
suppose?”’

“Well, you see——""

*“The new kid is lookmg for
trouble,” explained .Monty Low-
ther. “It seems-a pity to disap-
point him.”

“Just a word to you, Thurnel,”
said Kildare quietly. ‘“You’ve
been in too many rows since you

little

fight,

said Thurnel,

came here. You've not been at
St. Jim’s twenty-four hours yet,
and you have been ﬁghtmg all the

_time.”

“Well??

“Well, you’ve got to stop it!”
said Kildare sharply. “I don’t
interfere in these matters among
juniors, as a rule; but you are too
quarrelsome, and it’s got to stop.
Merry, you are not to fight Thur-
nel to-day.”

“But——

“You heard what [ said?”

“Yes,” said Tom Merry re-
signedly.

23

“Thurnel, if you are mixed up’
in a fight again to-day, I shall look .

into it, and if you are in the

. wrong, report you to your House-

master to be caned!”’
Thurnel shrugged his shoulders
“Oh, all right!” he said.
“Remember what I have said.”
And Kildare walked away.
Thurnel looked at Tom Merry
with a sneer.
“That saves you from a licking
just now,” he remarked.
“Possxbly, said Tom. “But the
fight will come off all the same

even if we can’t have it out
today, though.”

“Why not?”

“You heard what Kildare
said?”’

“Who is he, anyway ?”

**Captain of the school.”

“Well, he won’t know, any-
way; and we’re not bound to
fight in the gym,”” said Thurnel.
“If you’re not afraid, we can
fight now.”

Tom Merry reddened.
- "You shall see to-morrow
whether 'm afraid or not,” he
said. ‘But I shall not ﬁght you

" to-day.”

“Bah!” .
- Tom Merry’s hands clenched
hard, but he turned away without

CLIFFORD

ToM MERRYS SCHOOLDAYS.

a word. Thurnel shrugged his
shoulders again, and his brows
lowered as he found himself left
alone with Mellish. He had only
made that one friend at St. Jim’s,
and his manner was not likely to
make him more.

““He’s glad enough to crawl out
of it,” said Mellish. “Of course,
you will fight h1m tomorrow"

“] suppose so,” said Thurnel
carelessly.

“You’ll be cock of the LoWer
School if you keep on like this,”
said Mellish, with a grin. “Of
course, the other fellows don’t
seem to take to it much. But they
will come round when they see
you mean business.”

*“] don’t want them to come
round.”

et | mean, you will be more
popular.’

l!‘ 1 don’t want to be popular at
all.”

Mellish looked puzzied.

“Well, 1 naturally supposed
you'd like to be head of the
juniors, as Tom Merry is now;
and you could, if you liked

“Stuff! [ don’t care for any-
thing of the sort!”

“Then what do you care for?”

I only want to be left alone.”

Mellish reddened.

“If that’s meant for me——

“Oh, rats! When ['ve had
enough of your company, Pl tell
you so,” said Thurnel, *1 think
we shall get on very well.”

“Good!” said Mellish. *‘But,
Jook here, it would be a good
idea to put those rotters in their
place, and become cock of the
walk, you know. You could
make Tom Merry put you in the
footer eleven.”

. “I don’t play footer.”

Mellish whistled.

*“Oh, that makes a difference, of
course! Why don’t you play?”

*I think it’s rot!”

“Well, 1 think so, too, as a
matter of fact,” said Mellish, with
a grin. “'But it doesn’t do to say
50 here, you know.”

“No, I suppose not.”

“But what do you do to
amuse yourself then ?* ‘asked
Meilish ‘curiously. “My idea of
spending -2 half-holiday is to
keep as far away from the footer-
field as possible, and to get to a
place where one can have a smoke
and perhaps a game of cards.”

Thurnel’s face brightened up.

“That’s the idea,” he said.
“You’re just the sort of chap I
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wanted to meet here. When is

there a half-holiday?” ;
“Tomorrow.” 2
“Good!  Then, we might

arrange something.”

“With pleasure—especially if
you've got any money,” said
Mellish. *‘Of course, there is the
football.”

*‘Hang the football!”

“Willingly, if I could; but
footer practice is compulsory
here. You'll have to put in at
least half an hour tomorrow
afternoon.”” .

“I jolly well won't.””
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~It’s the business of the
prefects to see that you do,” said
Mellish. “It’s no good trying to
get out of it.”

“Well, we'll see.”

“Better make up your mind to
it, and——"

“Never mind that now. Look

here, 1 dare say you’ve noticed .

that I’m a studious sort of chap

Mellish stared.

“Well, I hadn’t,” he remarked.
“From the way you went on in
class to-day, I ‘should say you
weren’t anything of the sort.” °

£z mean, I’'ve a taste for
history,” said Thurnel. “I like
digging into oid manuscnpls and
that sort of thing.”

“My only hat! What a taste!”

“Well, it’s mine, and I’ve heard
that there are lots of old manu-
scripts in the school library
here,” said Thurnel.

“Yes, that’s so—cases full of
'em,”” said Mellish, with a yawn.

“Can a junior get permission
to study the manuscripts in the
library 2" asked Thurnel.

“Oh, yes! You have only to
ask one of the masters!”

“Good!”

“Tell him which manuscripts
you want to study and he’ll give
you permission, and the key of
the cabinet,” said Mellish with a
yawn. ““But what on earth——7?"

“What time do the fellows
usually study those things?”

“I don’t know—any time—in
their spare time, | suppose,” said
Mellish, more and more puzzled.
“You can get into the library any
time out of school hours.”

“I like to be quiet and un-
disturbed over my studies,” said
Thuyrnel. “‘I should like to know
some time when the library
would be empty.”

“Oh, I see! Well it’s always
empty in the mornings. No one
would be likely to be in the room
between morning scnool and
dioner.”

“Thanks.”

“‘Blessed if I guessed you were
going to be a swot,” said Mellish,
in some disgust.

“Let me see,” said Thurnel,
without heeding Mellish’s re-
mark, “if I tell"Mr. Lathom I
want to go through the manu-
script records of St. Jim’s, he’ll
give me permission to use the
library, I suppose ?”’

“Yeg”

“Then I'll ask him now.”

And Thurnel strolled in to the
School House, while Mellish
gazed after him with an expres-
sion of great disgust.

PLANS YOR THE NIGHT

OM MERRY carefully

avoided Thurnel that even-
ing. The fight between them was
to come off on the following day,
and Tom had no- desire to avoid
it; but his promise to Kildare
kept him from finishing matters
with: the new boy that day. He
kept clear of Thurnel, and during
the evening he put in half an
hour doing some boxing practice
with Lowther and Manners in
turn. He was boxing -with
Lowther in the study when
Manners came in and stood look-
ing on. Tom Merry and his
chum were in their shirt-sleeves,
sparring away actively.

“Good!” said Manners. “You
are in jolly fine form, Tommy.”

Tom Merry paused for a
moment, and nodded.

“Yes, and 1 feel jolly fit,”” he
said. “‘I really think I shall be
able to glve Thurnel a licking
mmorrow

“Good!” said Lowther. “‘He's
a strong beast, I know: but he
can’t box better than you do,
Tom

| shall give him a good scrap,
anyway.’

*He’s a cunous chap,” said
Manners. “‘I’ve just heard the
latest about him. Blessed if I
know what to make of it!”

“Whatis it?”

“He’s got permission to study
the manuscnpts in the library.”

4 hat!

“He’s the last chap I should
have expected to see interested
in mdnuscrspts ? said Lowther.

“Exactly.

“[{ must be a dodge for getting
into Lathom’s good books,” said
Tom Merry.

“Yes, Thurnel has got per-
mission to use the library for half
an hour every day, immediately
after morning lessons. Mr.
Lathom told me himself.”

“Then that proves it must be a
dodge to curry favour,” said
Tom Merry. “But put the
gloves on, kld—LOWthel’S had
enough!’

“Right you are.”
Manners donned the gloves,

and the two Shell fellows started

sparring. Monty Lowther sat on
the table and looked on, swinging
his legs.

Suddenly, the door opened,
and Wally D’Arcy of the Third,
put his head in.

“I’ve called to speak to vou
kids,” said the hero of the Third
cheerfully. “Stop boxing for a
minute, and listen.”

Tom Merry paused, and
dropped his hands, laughing.

“Well, what is it?” he asked.

“In the first place, I’'m much
obliged to you for stopping
Thurnel ragging me,” said Wally.

“Oh, that’s nothing.”

“We're going to give him a
lesson about cuffing Third-
Formers,” said Wally mysteri-
ously. “Now, I suppose you chaps
have noticed that he is a bit too
fresh, haven’t you et

”Wcl] rather.”

“He’s got to be taught a
lesson,”” said Wally. “We're going
to do it.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Then you’d better keep it
dark, Wally.”

“I thought!you chaps might
like to have a hand in it,”
explained Wally. “My scheme is
to give him a good ragging
tonight.”

“I’m to fight him tomorrow,”
said Tom. “I shan’t touch him
till then. But you’d better be
careful, kid. He’s not a safe chap
to rag.”

“Neither am 1; but he ragged
me,” said Wally. “I’'m not going
to take that sort of thing lying
down, you know.”

“Better leave him alone.”

“Rats! I thought you Shell
chaps might like to take a hand;
but if you won’t, you won't.
You’ll keep it dark, though?”

*“Qh, certainly!”’ said Tom.

“Right you are!”

And D’Arcy minor left.

Tom Merry and Manners
finished their boxing and went
to the common-room. Thurnel
was there, chatting near the fire
with Mellish, and he glanced at
Tom Merry, who was careful not
to glance at him. He did not want
any further quarrel with the new
boy till the time came for meeting
him in a fair fight.

“Careful,” muttered Mellish,

as the Terrible Three came by.

The chums of the Shell heard
the word, and they noticed that
Thurnel stopped speaking till
they were out of hearing. They
exchanged glances. Thurnel and
Mellish were evidently discussing
something that they wished to
keep secret from the rest of the
juniors. Thurnel did not speak
again till there was no chance of
bemg overheard.

“Right,” he said. **But I sup-
pose those fellows would not
sneak 7"’

“Probably not; but it's safer
to keep anything like this dark,”
said Mellish.

“*Quite right.”

“It will be easy enough to get
out of the dorm,” said Mellish.
“We've only got to wait till the
other fellows are asleep, and then
sneak out quietly.”

“But getting  out of
house——"

**Is all right— -the little window
at the end of the passage opens
on to a safe place for getting
down the ivy.”

“Good!”

“We can get over the school
wall,” said Mellish. “It’s a place
where Tom Merry has been over
often enough. But I say 5

“Well 77

“You must have a jolly good
nerve, breaking bounds the
second night at the school.”

the

Thurnel shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“And [ don’t quite see it,
either,” said Mellish. ““What’s

the good of going down to the
village for cigarettes tonight,
when tomorrow’s a half-holiday,
and you can go down without
any risk or trouble?”

“Well, I want them tonight -
and then, it’s partly the fun of
the thing. If you dont want to
come with me——""

“Oh, that’s all right—I'll
come—npart of the way, anyhow.”’

*Good. That’s settled, then;
and now, mum’s the word.”

And no more was said on the
subject. But the cad of the
Fourth was very much puzzled,
and several times that evening he
looked very curiously at the
new boy.

What is Thurnel up to? Don’t
miss one single instalment of this
gripping yarn.

2. Gathering Chicle..
J fbe bagic ingredient
Pl

Gt e out Tor your Scrgpbook —— — -

IN BRITISH
HONDURAG,
NATIVES SET OUT
INTO THE /UNGLE
TO FIND THE SAPODILA TREE [
AND TAP IT FOR /T8 'LATEX,
WHICH 18 QULED CHILLE. |
BECAUSE OF THS, THESE
NATIVES ARE KNOWN
AQ CHICLEROS. [

THE CHICLERD FASTENS A BAG JO
THE FOOT OF THE TREE TRUNK.
THEN CLMBS TO THE TOR BRACNG
HIMBELF AGAINST A ROPE' ARODUND

THE 27 YOU AaY FOR
A PACKET OF DELICIOUS,

HIS WAIST.AS HE GOES URHE CUTE A
HERRINGBONE PATTERN N THE BARK
SO THAT THE CHICLE RUNS DOWN
NTO H/S BAG AT THE BOTTOM,

REFRESHING, INRIBLEYS
CHEWING GUM HELPS
TO PAY THE WAGES
OF THESE CHICLERDS.
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DICK TURPIN |

Sl

Dick Turpin, the
,gallant King of

The brutal guards escorting the unhappy country lads fell back in confusion
when Dick and the Spunyarn Brothers sprang out from the shadows. . . .

'TIS TURPIN--+* OR HI5 GHOST#--
FOR TURPIN RIMSELF SHOULD BE
DROWNED By NOW /[

HOLD THERE, You
SCURVY PIRATES S

S

‘Highwaymen, and
hisnewcomrades,

1 With a triumphant cry on his lips, Dick Turpin leaped into action . . .

the blade of his needle-sharp rapier flashed in the torchlight. . . .

the Spunyarn
brothers, have
entexed the eerie
King HArthux's
castle on Misty
Moor to xescue
Moll Moonlight
and some country
lads, who Dick’s
rascally arch-
enemy, ‘‘Cxeepy”
Crawley, is forc-
ing to do some
mysterious work.
Luckily, the three
comrades see the
country lads being
escorted along by
Crawley’s guards.

MO, MY LUCKY LADS#--- T AM DICK TURPIN,
MNOT HIS GHOST "+~ *AS YOU SHALL KNOW
WHEN YOU FEEL THE POINT OF MY RAPIER ¢

—
T

But Crawley’s ruffians had seen the King of Highwaymen in action
before. . . . And they did not care to see any more!

Big Fred Spunyarn’s booming, disappointed voice followed the pirates '
down the dank and murky passage. . ..

[ AAAH- TM OFF. Y THELIKES O US CAN'T FACE UP To SKEWER-WORK
; : 0'THE LIKES ' THAT S

COME BACK/-- COME BACK YOU Y LET 'EM GO,BIG FRED. - IF T KNOW

Y [ IVERED SEA-COOKS -+ | CREEPY CRAWLEY, THERE'LL BE
Hfé%“dgﬁr?‘?f-r ;R%ngfgs ¢ PLENTY OF CUT-AND-SLASH FORYOU

STARTED YET . BEFORE THIS NIGHT (5 oUT! ~

HE FELL INTO THE
ATLANTIC OCEAN
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The young t.‘arme
scratched his hea
THERE AIN'T NOTHING VERY
MYSTERIOUS ABOUT [T, SIR . .«
AND FOR THE LIFE O ME

G
UP EARTH_AND ROCKS AND
PUT IT INTO SACKS.

Meanwhile, in his sinister study high in the gloomy
keep of the castle, *“Creepy’’ heard the news of
Dick Turpin’'s return from a ‘‘watery grave.''

- WHAT 2--HIM 7. HERE AGAINZ-ALIVE P- - ~
GREAT CAULDRONS OF FLAMING PITCH AND BRIMSTONE )
| AM ] NEVER T0 B RID OF THAT INTERFERING DOG 2




The trembling pirates fattened themselves against the wall before the
texrible rageof their master. . . . -

" NOL TOLD ME THAT YOU HAD DRIVEN HIM OVER THE CLIFF
INTO .THE SEA/--- BUT YOU LIED TO ME/
YOU LIED TO ME /- TAKE THAT/

“ MERCY, YER
HONOUR -

MERCY !

Eg‘%%)( ow /! ¥
“ - =
@v‘ t ’ﬁvfﬁ;

e

w

His rage somewhat relie"ved by the damage he

He snarled out an order. ...

Ffo!l Moonlight was dragged into the study.

had done, ""Creepy'’ Crawley grew deadly calm.
But his eyes glowed like those of a 'snake.
TURPIN WILLHAVE FREED THE PRISONERS BY NOW, N
AND THEY WILL HAVE TOLD HIM ABOUT THE DIGGING -
LUCKILY THE FOOLS HAVE = 2 |
NC |DEA WHAT THEY HAVE

BEEM DIGGING FOR, AND
TURPIN WitL NEVER
GUESS - 50 MY
PRECIOUS SECRET

15 SAFE -- 2

BRING FORTH THE GIRL - T'lL USEHER Y0 =
= DESTROY TURPIN FOR GOOD !

.. . She boldly faced the sinister figure in
black with the snake-like eves. . . .
WHAT DO YOU WANT ) YOU WILL SEE-HEH'HEH -

WITH ME VILLAIN 7/ YOU WILL SEE - THIS

WILL BE VERY --HEHHEH!
AMUSING *-TAKE HER TO
THE TOWER OF ECHOES .

Down in the gloomy passages below the castle, Dick made his plans. . . .

Then the King of Highwaymen and his faithful comrades set

SEE HERE,LADS /.- ARM YOURSELUES WITH

" THESE WEAPONS THE PIRATES LEFY BERIND |
AND HOLD THE PASSAGES AGAINST ALL-COMERS
TILL MY COMRADES AMND I RETURM FROM
RESCUING MOL L MOONLIGHT :

REMEMBER YOU ARE BOLD

AND FIGHT WELL, ME LADS /.- 0 ;

DICK TURPIN'S MEN NOW ¢

off on their dangerous mission into the unknown. . ..
WE'LL TAKE THIS PASSAGE - IT SEEMS TO LEAD UPWARDS TOWARDS
: THE CASTLE -

21 [ WHERE You LEAD, DICK, -

WE'LL FOLLER -

Suddenly they spied a running fi head] | [hey followed the

=, o e Sae e
AFTER HIM, ) AYE '--BUT TREAD WARILY—) | | BT%hen Y Same b2
EH,P;’CK? I'LL STAKE MY BOOTS AND which looked like the

SAPDLE THAT THE ROGUE

15 LERDING U5 INTO AN AMBUSH !
HOWEVER COME ONE,COME ALL "

TIS ALLTHE SAME TO DICK TURPIN /

inside of a tower. . . .
Riddled with stair-
' cases and dark for-
bidding - holes and
corners, the = wet
granite walls soared
up into the darkness
of the . bat-infested
ceiling. Of the man
they had followed
there was no sign,
but as they stood
there in the gloom, a
cry broke the awful
‘stillness . . . a cry
which echoed from
all' sides of that hor-
rible place. . : . THE
VOICE OF MOLL

b\ WHAT AILS HER ?

BY THUNDER---

VOICE SEEMS TOBE L
COMING FRONM ALL /4
AROUND Us -+ - 7 \\

WHERE (5 SHE 2 -

Tower of Echoes''? See next week
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OTHER COMPLETE WESTERN ADVENTURE BY BARRY FORD

THE GUNS OF WILD BILL HICKOK
\

g 21y

The Redskins charged! ... and the air was filled with fierce war-whoops and the thunder of flying

hooves! ...

WILD BILL’S WARNING

ROUBLE was brewing
among the Kiowa Indians.
Chief Roaring Thunder and
his warriors were about to take
the war-path against their hated
enemies, the palefaces. War-
drums sounded throughout the
vast Kiowa camp, and from the
summit of their rocky mountain
fortress there wafted the smoke of
signal fires which could be seen
for miles.
_ Everything pointed to an
immediate outbreak, and the
commanding officer of the nearest
army post had a difficult problem
on his hands. He knew Roaring
Thunder well enough to know
that if he sent a cavalry battalion
to the Kiowa Camp to quell the
unrest, the wily Chieftain would
cry out that he had been attacked
and would call on all the other
hostile tribes to help him. A huge
Indian uprising would then resuli.
The fort commander realised
that if an Indian war was to be
averted, someone would have to
go and parley with Roaring
Thunder. The chief would have
to be reasoned with, and warned
of the disaster which might well
befall him if he took the war-
path. g ;
And very wisely the command-
-ing officer called on Wild Bill
Hickok to help him out, for if
anyone could reason with Roar-
ing Thunder, it was the famous
frontier marshal who was known
. so well by all the Indian tribes.
And so it was that Wild Bill,
taking his life into his hands as
he had done so often before,
took the mountainous trail to the
unfriendly Kiowa camp.
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A war dance was in full swing
as the marshal rode into the
Indian camp on Gypsy, his sorrel
mare. Had he been a day later,
Hickok would have been too late
to have had a parley with the
chief, for the Kiowas were
setting out on the war-path the
following morning.

The shrill cries and the frenzied
dancing died down as the
intrepid marshal rode slowly up
to the semi-circle of seated
warriors. He drew up before the
proud and defiant Chief.

“Greetings, Chief Roaring
Thunder,” began Hickok in the
guttural Kiowa language, raising
his gauntleted hands in a sign of
peace. "I come in peace and
would have a pow-wow with
you.”
Sullenly the chief regarded the
handsome, beautifully dressed
white man who sat so calmly and
fearlessly in his saddle.

*What has Man-who-shoots-
fast to say to Roaring Thunder?”
he demanded.

The warriors drew nearer, and
one of them reached out and
grabbed  Gypsy’s bridle. She
snorted her dislike of the painted
Redskin, but remained still under
her master’s command. Keeping
his hands well away from the
twin Colts nestling in their
greased, cutaway holsters at his
hips, Wild Bill slipped out of the
saddle and stood tall and straight
before the fierce-looking Chief.

“I come with a message from
the white chief. of the longknife
soldiers,” he said firmly. It is a
bad thing for Roaring Thunder
and his warriors to take the war-
path against their white brothers.
No good will come of it. Much

‘‘Make every shot count, men!” shouted Wild Bill.

blood will be shed, and in the
end your people will be taken
from this fine valley and will be
herded together in a great stone
building away from your beauti-
ful forests and. mountains. For
the longknife soldiers are many,
and their guns speak true. Hear
me, Roaring Thunder. Put away
your war-drums and spare the
lives of your brave warriors.”

“Ugh!” snorted the chief in
scornful disdain. ‘“The Kiowas do
not fear the palefaces. We too,
have guns that speak many times.
Roaring Thunder hates the pale-
faces. Their medicine is bad for
the redman. You come to my
camp uninvited—now go, for
what can you do to stop me,
Chief Roaring Thunder, from
taking the war-path?” he asked
sneeringly.

“Just this,” replied the marshal
coolly, and made an incredibly
swift draw on his guns. One
second his hands were hanging
loosely at his sides, the next they
were filled with guns!

Roaring Thunder blinked in
sheer astonishment at the two
Colts held steady in the marshal’s
hands, and a gasp of surprised
wonder came from his warriors.

“It is the magic of Man-who
shoots-fast,”” said Wild Bill
quietly. “*You have your warn-
ing, Roaring Thunder. If you
take the war-path against my
people, you will die by these
guns.”

Recovering somewhat from
his surprise, the Chief scowled at
the marshal and stretching out his
arm, pointed towards the end of
the camp.

“Go!” he ordered. “You are
not welcome in the Kiowa camp.”,

The marshal slipped his guns
back into  their holsters and
swung into his saddle.

“Think well on my words,
Roaring Thunder,”” he said.
“And heed my warning, for I
tell you again, the guns of Man-
who-shoots-fast will surely kill
you if you make war on my
people.”

As the Kiowas fell back and
let the marshal ride through their
sullen ranks, the Chief watched
him go with a certain amount of
uneasiness, for Hickok’s amazing
lightning draw had shaken him.

But the proud Chieftain had no
intention of letting his tribe see
his uneasiness, and openly scorn-
ing the marshal’'s warning, he
sharply ordered his warriors to
get on with the war-dance, for
tomorrow they would take the
war-path.

HERE COME THE
REDSKINS!

FTER leaving the Kiowa

camp, Wild Bill headed
back to the fort to report on his
interview with Roaring Thunder.
He had been riding a couple of
hours when he caught up with a
wagon train lumbering its way
slowly across the wide prairie.

“Howdy,”” he called to the man
driving the - leading covered
wagon. *“You Californiabound ?”

“Yep,” returned the pioneer.
“But we’ve had a bit of bad luck.
Our scout has fallen ill, and he
was plannin’ on takin’ us on a
shorter route. Guess we'll jest
have to go the long way round
now. I’'m boss of this here wagon
train,” he added.

“That’s “bad,” replied Wild
Bill. “For you need a scout in
this hostile Indian country. Tell
you what, stranger, I’m going to
Fort Henry, I'll lead you there
and find you a reliable civilian
scout to guide you the rest of the
way west. My name’s Hickok.
I'm a United States Marshal.”

“Why I've heard tell of you
back East, marshal. I'm right
proud to meet vou,” beamed the
captain of the wagon train. “'It’s
mighty nice of you to guide us to
the fort. We sure do appreciateit,
and thanks a lot.”

Word spread through the long
train of covered wagons that the
handsome man in the stylish
clothes riding the magnificent
sorrel mare, was Wild Bill
Hickok, the famous marshal of
the lightning guns. The anxious
pioneers were greatly relieved to
hear that the marshal was acting
as their guide as far as Fort
Henry. They knew they were in
hostile Redskin territory, and the
thought that so experienced a
frontiersman was leading them
gave them confidence and wiped
away some of their fears’

All went well until noon the
following day. Wild Bill was
riding ahead of the train, keeping
a sharp look-out for hostiles,
when his keen eyes spotted a
large band of feathered Redsking




topping the rim of a distant
hillock. They were too far away
for Hickok to recognise the tribe,
but he knew they were unfriendly
by the way they were brandishing
their weapons in the air, and he
guessed they were Kiowas.
Wheeling Gypsy round, he
raced back to the wagons and

¢ gave orders to prepare for action.

As the train swung round inpo a
wide circle, the distant Indians

- let out triumphant cries. The

proud chief, mounted on his war
pony and surrounded by his
sub-chiefs, looking contemp-
tuously down on the little band of
pioneers. It was Roaring Thun-
der of the Kiowas!

“*We will wipe out the pale-
faces,” ‘he snarled. “Not one
shall be spared. This shall be my
answer to Man-who-shoots-fast.”

The pioneers, under the mar-
shal’s calmly-given orders,
worked with desperate haste.
The horses were unhitched from
the wagons and herded in the
centre of the circle. A couple of
the wagons were overturned and
several men took up their posi-
tions behind them and hurriedly

loaded their rifles. The women.

and  children were huddled

-together under two of the prairie

schooners, scantily - guarded by
half a- dozen of their menfoik.
Wild Bill stationed the rest of the
pioneers round the circle so that
when the Indians milled round,
they would be fired upon from
every direction. .

The ground shook with the
pounding of hooves and the air
was filled with shrill war-cries as
the army of Kiowas thundered
down on the little group of
courageous pioneers.

“Steady, men. Make every shot

count, and don’t take any notice
of their hideous Yyelling—that’s
only meant to scare the day-
lights out of us. O.K. let ’em have
it!"” And the marshal started
pumping his Winchester repeat-
ing rifle. :

The fire from the pioneers’
rifles raked the line of charging
Indians, but the Kiowas, who
outnumbered the white men ten
to one, only opened their ranks
to avoid trampling on their
fallen companions, and surged
round and round the circle of
wagons, firing rifles and shooting
arrows. ;

The dust kicked up by their
ponies swept over the wagoners,
choking and blinding them, but
they kept up a steady; rapid fire
~until their rifles became red hot.
Wild Bill was everywhere, going
from group to group encouraging
the men and giving them confi-
dence. And all the time he was
pouring lead into the Indians.

White and red men alike
fought desperately, but things
looked bad for the pioneers for
they were ‘greatly outnumbered
by the painted savages, and their
stock of ammunition was fast
dwindling.

And then suddenly the Indians
withdrew. With sinking hearts
the dismayed pioneers saw them
line up for a second charge.

The marshal glanced hurriedly
‘round the circle of pioneers.
Half a dozen of them were
wounded and out of commission.
The chances of the remaining
handful of men holding off the
Indian attack seemed hopless.
They had shot down a goodly
number of Kiowas, but the odds
against them were still too great.

A look of grim determination

settled on Hickok’s face as he

saw Roaring Thunder place
himself in the centre of his long
line of warriors. The chief raised
his right arm and gave the signal
for the Kiowas to charge. As the
Redskins bore ruthlessly down
-on the little group of white men,
Wild Bill suddenly tossed aside
his Winchester and whipped his
Colts out of their holsters.

The range was long for a
revolver, but the marshal had
to risk that, and drawing a bead
on Roaring Thunder, he fired.
As always, his marksmanship
was perfect. The mighty chief-
tain threw up his arms and
toppled headlong from his pony.

Seeing their chief downed, the
Kiowas immediately pulled up
and surrounded him, uttering
howls of dismay.

“Hold your fire, men!”’ cried
Hickok. *Don’t shoot unless the
varmints attack again.”” And to
the amazement of the pioneers,
the marshal leapt on to his mare’s
back and raced over towards the
group of Indians, guns in hand.
For Wild Bill, wise in the ways of
the red-man, knew that a critical
moment had been reached. With
the death of a chief, warriors
invariably gave up the fight, for a
fallen leader was a bad omen,
and a warning that the tribe
would not be successful in battle.

The Kiowas muttered angrily
as the fearless marshal rode up to
them. Some of them raised their
rifles and began to close in on

Jhim, but they faltered as their

glance fell on the twin silver and

ivory butted Colts pointing 50 °
_menacingly at them.

. And then the weak voice of
their dying chief ordered them to
fall back and let Man-who-shoofs-

fast pass through their ranks.

Sullenly they dropped *back
and the marshal rode between
their lines: He pulled up beside
the fallen chief and looked down
at him coolly.

““Roaring Thunder should have
heeded the warning of Man-who-
shoots-fast,” gasped the chief
faintly. *“I did not know you were
with the palefaces. Things have
come to pass as you said they
would. It is indeed a bad thing for
the Kiowas to take the war-path
against their white brothers.”

““A very bad thing,” agreed
the marshal sternly. ““Unneces-
sary blood has been shed because
you scorned my words.”

But Roaring Thunder did not
hear the marshal’s reply for his
spirit had gone to join his fore-
fathers in the Happy Hunting
Grounds.

Wild Bill turned to the waiting
Indians. ;

“Take the body of your dead
chief and return to your Camp,”-
he ordered. “‘Remember this day,
and never again sound your war
drums against my people.”

And sorrowfully the Kiowas
moved off, taking the body of
Roaring Thunder with them.
Motionless, the marshal sat in his
saddle, his Colts still grasped in
his hands. Only when the Indians
had ridden over the hillock and
disappeared from- view did he
return his guns to their holsters
and ride back to the pioneers,
wf};p greeted himh with loud cheers
of joy. :

And so the undaunted courage
and the lightning guns of Wild
Bill Hickok averted another
Indian war.-

Another adventure of the Peerless
Pistoleer next week.

Richard Greene (United Artists)

THREE FIGHTING SWORDSMEN

Burt Lancaster (Warner Brothers)

Marlon Brando (M-G-M3) :
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