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A black secret

blankets the

"NIGHT HUNT!"



JUST BEFORE FREEZE- UP, A SOURDOUGH
TRAPPER, RE-STOCKING HIS TRAPLINE CAMPS.
SOMETIMES FOUND MOTHER NATURE TRICKY.

REACHING f

COVERED W
OF ICE.

CUTTING A LONG POLE, HE WOULD TEST IT IN

THE ICE NEAR SHORE, AT THE SAME TIME
ENCOURAGING ONE OF HIS DOGS TO CROSS.

THEN HE WOULD WATCH AS THE DOG STARTED
OUT GINGERLY TO TEST THE WEIGHT OF
THE ICE.

GRASPING THE POLE WHICH WOULD KEEP HIM

FROM DROWNING, THE TRAPPER TRUSTED SWIFT,

SMOOTH MOTION TO KEEP HIM FROM BREAKING
THROUGH? BUT IT WAS A SHAKY TRUST.

POSTMASTER: Pirate tend

IF HE HAD BROKEN THROUGH, HE MIGHT HAVE
STRUGGLED ASHORE WITH THE HELP OF HIS

POLE-- BUT A WETTING, WITH A BLIZZARD
COMING ON MIGHT EASILY PROVE FATAL'
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PRESTON
NIGHT HUNT

DELL COMICS ARE COOD COMICS



5T RANGE SCENT5 ARE IN THE WIND, BLOWING FROM
THE SETTLEMENT'S SCATTEREO BUILDINGS
AND, WHILE WAITING FOR PRESTON TO COME OUT,
KING DECIDES TO INVESTIGATE
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WARNED BY A SLIGHT SOUND FROM INSIDE
,
HE

LEAPS BACK BUT NOT FAR ENOUGH TO DODGE
THE WEIGHTED NET, EXPERTLY THROWN •
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ALTHOUGH KING WILL NEVER TOUCH FOOD WITHOUT
PRESTON'S PERMISSION, ANY NEW SMELL IS SOME-
THING TO BE EXAMINED! AND THIS PUNGENT WOLF
BAIT DRAWS HIM TO THE OOOR

.

STRONG HANDS DRAG HiM INTO THE BUILDING,
SNAPPING, SNARLING. FIGHTING THE CLINGING
NET, IN VAIN.



MINUTES LATER KING AND TWO OTHER 8(6, STRONG
SLED DOGS ARE HAULED SWIFTLY OUT OF TOWN-
DRUGGED WITH CHLOROFORM AND BOUND ONTO A
SLEO... THE SWIRLING STORM
COVERS ALL TRACKS.





NO SELF-RESPECTING TEAM LEADER STANDS FOR
SUCH BUSINESS. . THIS ONE TURNS FIERCELY
TO PUNISH KING'

T
.

--- AND INSTftNTLY TURNS
/ 1 ' TO SEVER THE TRACE

V CONNECTING HIM WITH
4P£^Jt.- THE TEAM.
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AS KING RACES BACK TOWARDS THE SETTLE-
MENT, THE SNOWFALL STOPS ANDAWHITE
MOONLIGHTS UP THE "BUSH'.'





AT DAYBREAK---MANY MILES FARTHER ON BORIS? LOOKBACK- ^ /
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BEYOND THA' BLUFF
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V TEAM! 1
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SILENT NOW.KING ClRCLESTHE ENEMY,
KEEPING OUT OF SIGHT. SHREWD AS
A HUNTING WOLF'









HE'S BREATHING' >,
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THE BULLET ONLY ^0 o V
CREASED HIMT )
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HE'S ONLY STUNNED ^

---COMING TO NOW,
1 THINK? j
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[ IT WAS TERRIBLE--- 1

L FINDING HIM SHOT: /
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I THOUGHT SO? THE TRAIL LEADS TO THE RtMMON
, TRADING COMPANY? BUCK R1MMON STARTED IN

.THE LAWLESS DAYS AND NEVER OUTGREW

LOOK.RIMMON. M CLEARING Ou "*.
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ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE DOOR

MOW CAN YOU BE \
SURE HE'S DEAD, )
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LUNGING TO CLAMP PRESTON !H A BEAR-MUG.
COKE MEETS THE SERGEANT'S KNEE..^
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-Assignment

Constable Bob Kinkoid was making his

first trip into the frozen northland after

graduation from Canada's Mounted Po-

lice school. Sergeant McCuIlom hod asked
Bob to occompany prospector Paul Gor-
don to Fort McPherson to guard the gold
that the old miner was carrying.

"Paul is an old hand in the Arctic,"

said McCuIlom, "You're still a 'cheechako'—a greenhorn—so heed his advice."

"Thanks, Sergeant, but I don't think I'll

need much help." Bob smiled as he shook
hands with the Sergeant.

The two men headed south by dog sled.

Paul broke trail ahead while Bob drove
the team behind him. They traveled stead-
ily for two weeks before seeing any signs

of life. Paul knelt by the trail and looked
at some marks.

"A dog sled came through here not

long ago," said Bob, proud to show his

knowledge,
"Hmmm, It was a white man not used

to the woys of the Arctic," mumbled old

Gordon as he rubbed his chin.

"How do you figure that?" asked Bob.

"See here—the footprints point out-

ward like a white mon, not inward like a
native. This snow was wet when they

passed. See, even the dogs have their

snow boots on to protect their footpads
from being cut under the snow—but one

dog has lost his snow boot. 5ee the track?

No man used to the Arctic would let that

happen because he would know that it

con cripple a dog." Paul stood up and
turned to Bod. "Now why would a man
travel rn 40 below zero weather unless he
had a good reason—like running from the

law. We'd better keep an eye out for

him."

"I've received no orders to look for a
criminal up this way," Bob said heatedly,

stung by the vost knowledge of the older

man. "We'll make carrtp here for the

night."

After breakfast the fiext morning, the

two men pushed on. Soon they came upon
the /emains of another campsite. Paul

poked warily about the site, until he found
the carcass of a sled dog. One of its feet

was badly cut.

"See, here is the crippled dog. He's

been shot," Paul said, pointing to the

dead animal.

"You're right, old-timer!" o voice an-
swered.

Both men turned to see a bearded
stranger holding a rifle on them.

"I'll take your team and make my get-

away," said the stranger smiling at them.

The grizzled stranger took their guns
and ransacked their sled until he found
Paul's gold.

"I've bungled my first patrol and lost

all your gold for you, Paul. I'm a rotten

Mountie," Bob said bitterly.

Paul picked \jp a tin plate with his

gloved hand os the stranger took off his

gloves to retie one of the thongs.

"Catch!" Paul threw the tin plate to the

outlaw who caught it in his bare hands.
The man screamed in pain and dropped

the plate. Bob grabbed his rifle and cov-

ered him.

Bob spoke to Paul. "Thol tin plate must
have been scorching hot! How did you
heat it without p fire?"

"Didn't need one, son. At 40 below
zero a cold tin plate burns just as bad as
a hot one," Paul explained.

"Guess I've got a lot to learn, Paul,"

said Bob.

"Glad to teach you, son," smiled Paul

as they shook hands.



KNOWING THAT HER DULL FEATHERS BLEND WELL
WITH HER HIDING PLACE, THE NESTING MOTHER
DUCK SITS MOTIONLESS UNTIL THE LAST MOMEI
SHE KNOWS THE DANGER

BUT IT IS A BUMBUN'G PUPPY NOT A
GROWN WOLF'S FLASHING LEAP WHICH

REACHES HER.





BUT THE FLOOD CREST ARRIVES TOO SOON,
SCATTERING THE PUPS— -ALMOST STRANGLING
THEM! KUNEE GIVES A CHOKED HOWLOF FEAR
FORMER LITTLE ONES.



^v
r^fT^ ^r**f^

WITH FEET ON SOLIO GROUND, EACH WOLF DOES
THE SAME THING--- BY INSTINCT! POWERFUL
UNDER-SKIN MUSCLES SHAKE THEIR COATS ORY,

THEN, WITH GRAY WOLF MORE THAN EVER THE
HERO OF HIS FAMILY, THEY HEAD FOR THE WARM
COMFORT OF THE HOME DEN I



PRESTON
S:=

5K^ HOLDUP AT INDIAN RIDGE V
I MUST BE CLOSE
THOUGH— -THEIR
TRAIL IS STI

CLOSE ON THE TRAIL Of TWO ESCAPED
OUTLAWS, SERGEANT PflESTON PUSHES H
TEAM OF HUSKIES THROUGH A BLINDING
SNOWSTORM.



CLEW, 1 GUESS THERE'S NO NEED FOR YOU TO
STAY PAST QUITTING TIME TONIGHT? LEN CARSON

PROBABLY TAKE THE FREIGHT SLED ON TO
3WN CABIN AND UNLOAD If

" HORNING ' j~_

LIGHT IS STILL SHINING THROUGH THE OFFICE
WINOOWS, WHEN YOUNG LEN CARSON PULLS
UP BEHIND THE BUILDING. . .

WtT [WHOA, HUSKIES! YOU'LL

r*^V^9fS^y^tk. / B E OUT OF THE WIND HERE'
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HELLO, CLEW? I LEFT
BEHIND THE BUILDING
STOPPED IN TO HAND 1

REWARD NOTICES;





ALL RIGHT DHA
HIM INTO THE BACI
ROOM, now: we'<
OOT TO WORK FAST

KNIFE W1LLNEVER
GET THAT INSIDE DOOR
OPEN, SPIKE? WE _
NEEO TOOLS J



BEHIND THE BUILDING. LEN CARSON STARTS HIS
TEAM, NEVER NOTICING SIDNEY CLEW'S TRACKS
TO THE SLED FROM THE BACK DOOR.





'WHAT* I DON'T BELIEVE IT! I'VE TRUSTED
LEN WITH ALL I OWN EVEN LAURA* IT

MIGHT HAVE BEEN SOMEONE WHO LOOKED ,

LIKE him- — — ^M
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'^^(WLIKELV FINDU\ MR. WINTER'

Ife^{A\
AS LEN CARSON! YOU'LL
THE GOLD IN HIS CABIN,
OR ON HIS SLED f



SERE'S
THE OLD BANDANA HE GAGGED ME WITH

AND YOU'LL FIND THE TRACKS OF HIS SLED



(HERE'S ANOTHER QUEER THING? THESE
\TRACKS WERE MADE BY AN INOOOHSHOS--

ARS MUCKLUCKS ALL WINTER?

THAT DOESN'T JIBE WITH CLEWS STORY,
EITHER! BUT I'LL HAVE KING SEARCH
ARQUNO THE BUILDING FOR THE OTHER
SCENT ON THAT BANDANA GAG. .

"



BUT LEN CARSON NEEPS NO HEL



DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS



TELL MOM & DAD! Dell Comic
Any one year subscription costs

only $ 1 .20 and we'll include all

of the following FRCC!

Christmas Gift

Mirk Gilt Cwd From_
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^flurry. . .flurry. . .flurry. I!

THE PLASTIC TCY SHOW IS ABOUT TO BEGIN.'

Announcing...
The FOUR STAR PLASTIKIT
build the famous Albatross Amphibian!

Manufactured by Monogram Models Inc.

Chicago 31. III.

The Plastikit Is model building »t irs very besi. You'll build with gleaming

plastic pans that are accurare right down to the smallest detail. They snap-lit

and press-fit together for quick assembly. You'll work 60m an instruction

folder so clear and complere rhar even your kid brother could lollow it and

never go wrong Everything you need for an aurhentic scene is right there

111 the Plastikit Full color decals of all insignia, wing assemblies, fuselage,

engines, tetractable landing gear. You get the 3 crew members-even two

survivors'' in a life raft \ And everything is scaled frOra the actual Grumman

Aircraft blue-prints. How can you miss building the perfect Albattoss!

O.K. take off! Fly to your favorite toy department and see the Plastikit now 1

I Monsanto
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