Hired as a mercenary army to rid Bellson of a band of harmless gypsies,
they took over and turned the town into a living hell— and only one man
had the courage to stand up to them
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Even Bellson's police lorca wos Inlimidoled once
the gong gained a lehald in the Arlsana lown.
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By ROLAND EMPEY

HE BEASTS rode into Hellson at
about @ o'clock that morming

They came out of the Mojave Desert
with their big Harley choppers roar-
ing. andd their EYES hidden behind
black gomeles

“What a dump.”

" Do the job and pall out.™

" Bruare, man, square, square!

They came down Plno Street in a
thunder of racing motors with big
Jerry Schmidt on the lead chopper
and a gir] naned _|;|-.-::, |I-I1llg.iillﬂ anfo
him from behind—a tall gid, her
supple good looks all but hidden in
jeans, boots, a-black-leather Mojave
Beasts  jacket  and  dustegrimed
gogglcs

"Where's it at, man? Where's ms
friend, Hazelton, to tell us where iL's
gt one of the bikers saicl 1t was
Jerry Schmidt sitting on his chopper
im the bow souigre, with fhe others
poaring up all aroumwd him and Java
stiring calm-eved across his shoulder
A thick-bodied man, Schmidt; with a
forso Boo |:rip; for kis lwavy legs and
a German spiked helmet pushed Back
on his shaven skull, 8 golden chain
around his neck and a German Iron
Cross on his chest, "Where's my
Friend, Hazelton, man? He said lod
125 dan b heepe,”"

The townspeople watched them
uneasily. It had been rumored that
the Beasts were coming, bat noe one
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