
L«

Rifles

crack at

SMUGGLERS'

CACHE"!



THE "SOURDOUGH" MINER.TRAPPER OR TRADER
GOT HIS TITLE FROM THE SOUR, YEASTY, HOME-

MADE DOUGH HE MIXED AND BAKED.

TO MAKE THE "STARTER" FOR HIS SOURDOUGH
BREAD, THE MINER ADDED WATER, SUGAR, FLOUR
AND VINEGAR AND LET IT FERMENT.

WHENTHE"STARTER"WAS FOAMY WITH "WILD"
YEAST CELLS (CAUGHT FROM THE AIR) A LITTLE

WAS MIXED INTO THE DOUGH.

THE SOUR, WILD YEA 5T MADE THE WARM, RAW
DOUGH RISE WITH GAS- FILLED BUBBLES. . .

NOW IT WAS READY TO BE BAKED

THE TRAPPER ON THE TRAIL CARRIED A LUMP
OF SOURDOUGH "STARTER" IN HIS POCKET!
THE CONTENTS OFTEN GOT MIXED. . .

— BUT THE SOURDOUGH BREAD IT MADE
WHEN TWISTED AROUND A STICK AND BAKED
IN THE HEAT OF THE FIRE--- WAS GOOD'
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K^Wf*-^!^ DISCARDED CLOTHING

B^Wymj l^M BELONGING TO TWO MENf
&2iM mf/gSSi THEY G0T NEW STUFF FR0M
HrffrVB MAC ROY'S STOCK AND LEFTRf *~s.,J% THEIR OLD THINGS HERE.TO
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after blocking up the hole as it was and
fl lling in his camp pit, preston puts on the
finishing touches.

the wind will soon
drift the snow over
TH!$---At
NO TRACE THAT
HAVE BEEN HERE

REASONING CLOSELY, PRESTON GUESSES THAT THE
CROOKS MAY BE IN ANY OF THE MINING CAMPS WITH-
IN FIFTY MILES. HE HEADS FOR THE NEAREST
CARIBOU POINT.

THEREAREASOOD V»^s. -

MANY SLED LOADS I
to*..IN THAT OLD MINE-- I

WHICH MEANS THE M
THIEVES WILL M
SOON BE BACK! M
RIGHT NOW, THEY A3<l
WILL BE AR- ,/jff?

s*-*^- > \.
RANGING TO )&& u itGETRIDOFIT, jflH
FOR CASHf V jjfl|
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CARIBOU POINT IS A COLLECTION OF A OQZEN (.OS
BLllLDINGS~--SUPPLY CENTER FOR THE MINERS
SC4TTERED ALONG NEARBY STREAMS.



NOW THE TWO WEARING SWEATERS
MARTIN AND BILLY BALL! WHO ARE THE OTHER
TWO--- IN NEW CLOTHES?
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HEY.' WHAT'S THE MATTER
WITH THAT DOG?~-LQOK!N
AT ME THAT WAY? GOON---
GETOUTOF HERE!
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LATE THAT AFTERNOON
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PRESTON
GOLD FOR ASHES ry^

M.YOU HUSKIES
WE'LL CAMP IN THE FIRST

PATCH OF BUSH TILL THIS SNOW
LETS UP! KING IS LEADING US

AND HEADING IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION THROUGH
ROUGH COUNTRY.ARE6YP WALLER ANDTIGE CADDIS.
A PAIR OF THIEVING BUSH TRAMPS ON THE RUN .

DITCH THE SLED, THEN.WITH PARDEE AND HIS
KIO: TURN THEIR DOGS LOOSE AND LET THEM WAIT
FOR THE INDIANS TO FIND THEM— WHILE »£
HEAD FOR DAWSON WITH THE SOLO...



MILES AWAY, A SOY OFTEN STUMBLES TOWARO
THE FAINT SOUND OF TEAM DOGS' CHEERFUL
YIPPINGT

YARP \"J<\ KING! WHAT---? tVt&A,
arp' y-^x^>^-vrxY0U HUSKIES>^§>
IgRffw^k^-.^Q^l^Sm 'i
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TURNING BACK TO THE PLACE WHERE HE FOUND
OONNIE PARDEE, PRESTON SETS HIS GREAT DOG
TO THE NEARLY IMPOSSIBLE TASK OF SCENTING
STRANGE TRACK UNDER INCHES OF FRESH SNOW

I--- UNDER THE
FLOOR* SOMEBOOY

MUST HAVE TALKED, ON A
TRIP TO TOWNT ANYHOW,THEY
CURED THEY COULD FIND THE
"ANS'GOLO IN OUR CABIN'



THERE S THE END OF THE SLED-
STICKING UPf NO SIGN OF MEN

• WHEN THEY WENT OVER
KING, IT STARTED
A LITTLE
AVALANCHE '.

THE TRAIL ENDS SUDDENLY— IN A CRUMBLED SNOW CORNICE

THE SLED WE VE BEEN FOLLOWING FELL INTO A
DEEP RAVINE, DONNIE! IT'S PARTLY BURIED
UNDER A SNOW SLIDE! KING AND I ARE GOING

DOWN f YOU WAIT HERE!



soodwork, king; you found
away down, sooner

1 COULD HA



I'M NOT GOING TO HIDE ANY FACTS FROM YOU. SON!
KINS AND 1 FOUND THE TWO CROOKS-- BOTH
DEAD, UNDER THE SNOW SLIDE ! SUT THERE WAS

.. ,rmfu NO TRACE OF YOUR FATHER f _ J

*Sf «=^ THEN HE GOT
J
M

s'irjh. \ AWAY! J M

l HE CAN "T 8E DEADT J
NOT MY DAD '. J

iy
TKjfijf I HOPE NOT,

k^Bfl
MB donniejbutifheRH IS ALIVE HE'LL
SJLfl PROBABLYMb HEAD FOR HOME
sS^P su
WW WE WILL, TOO?

fc^aG
WITH THE gold:---
CHIN UP, PARTNER?





ATDAY9REAK— CLOSE TO THE INDIAN VI LLAGE -
( THEY'VE SEEN US.DONNIET Y

J V SOMEBODY IN THAT DOORWAY---/



I, SLEIGH DOG, SPEAK FOR MY PEOPLE! WE ARE
ASHAMED? ALL SUMMER WE WASH GOLD
WINTER COME, WE ASK OOC, OUR FRIEND TO
KEEP FOR LIST WE THINK HE STEAL? WE MAD!

NOW WE MAKE OOC'S BOY OUR 80V '. GIVE SOLO
TO SEND HtM OUTSIDE TO SCHOOL? DONNIE
LOSE OWN FATHER--- GET US ALL FOR FATHERS?

I GOT LOOSE IN THE SNOWSTORM--- BUNCHED
UP THE SLED LOAD TO LOOK AS IF I WERE STIL
UNDER THE TARP---AND JUMPED INTO A GULLY
WHEN THOSE TRAMPS WERE BREAKING TRAIL
HURT MY LEG BUT MADE IT HOME

TO FIND ASHES ?

V\
*,,(

'if/ WELL, KING, I \
W{ GUESS THERE1S \

1 NOTHING TO KEEP ]

gj US HERE MUCH 1

WK LONGER. WE'LL /
J> CALL THE CASE /•^=—v CLOSED .' /

SUf'
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Trail's

Old Sam Norton dropped the last of his

bacon into the frying pan and settled

back on his heels in a squatting position.

A second or two later and the pungent

odor of the frying meat filled the air. It

made Sam's nostrils quiver with anticipa-

tion, but a moment later the sad look re-

turned to his eyes. He scanned the distant

snow-capped hills and rubbed a Ihoughr-

ful thumb across his stubbly beard. Twen-

ty-five years he had spent amongst these

desolate hills—from White Horse in the

south, to Dawson and Klondike in the

north—searching for the gold he never

found.

The bacon popped in ihe pan and he

turned the thick slab over with his tin fork.

But his mind wasn't on food now. He was
thinking of the bad luck that had dogged
his footsteps ever since he had come north.

And now if was worse yet. He had reached

the trail's end. He was out of money, out

of supplies and, other than the bacon and
the hardtack in his pack, he was scraping

the bottom of the barrel. The worst part

of it all though was the sense of defeot.

He had given the country twenty-five years

of his life, and now if was sending him

away, his pockets just as empty as the day
he arrived.

"It's my own doing," he muttered

aloud. "1 should've cleared out a long

while back, when I was younger. Where
will I go, who will have anything to do
with a penniless old man?"

He put his fork into the browned chunk

of bacon and had just transferred the

juicy, sizzling meat to his tin plate when
he heard the sound. There was no mistak-

ing the bellowing roar. He only had a sec-

ond to see the bear charge, and then Sam
was on his feet, running like he never ran

before.

He glanced bock briefly, just in time to

see the bear slow down, swallow the slab

of bacon, and then come on again like a
runaway locomotive.

Up the slope they went, the bear mak-
ing grunting, angry sounds, and Sam puff-

ing and wheezing os his breath began to

He was certain that the end was in sight,

and then he spotted the narrow opening in

the rocky wall. In he slipped, ond not a
moment loo soon.

The bear skidded to a holt and sniffed

ot the opening, while Sam drew back into

the shadowy depths. The beast growled o
bit, scratched at the narrow slot which
wouldn't permit his bulk through, and then

shuffled off.

For awhile Sam thanked his lucky stars,

then anger slowly returned. He would be
glad to leove this country. It had been
nothing but bad luck oil the way through,

even to having his last scrap of food stolen

by a brute of o bear.

He paused to wipe the perspiration

from his forehead and slowly his eyes wid-

ened with surprise. A slanting ray of light

fingered through the opening in the rocks

and fell upon the cave's wall. It glowed
with a reddish hue, and one look was oil

Som needed.

"Gold!" he roared, and the word
echoed and re-echoed through the cove.

When the government report came
through, it rated Sam's strike as one of

the richest veins in the territory. Several

weeks later, dressed in the finest clothes

money could buy, Sam Norton deposited

a twelve pound slab of bacon, along with

some choice salmon, on a rock? slope just

before the Sam Norton Mine. It was his

woy of saying "thank you" to one of the

nicest bears in the whole Yukon.
"1 sure hope he finds it," Sam muffered.

Then he grinned. "Of course he will. With
the luck he brought me, how can he miss?"



LEADER OF THE
WOLF PACK

ALOW GROWL FROM
GRAY WOLF'S THROAT
HALTS HIS MATE AND
THEIR FIVE PUPS, IN

SICHTOF THE WILDER-
NESS RIVER...



ALONE WOLF SOMETIMES WAITS AROUND FOR THE
LEAVINGS FROM A GRIZZLY'S " TABLE*-- BUTGRAY
WOLF, WITH PUPS TO TRAIN AND FEEO.HAS NO TIME
TO WASTE! HE MOVES ON TOWARD THE RABBIT
RUNS.UPSTREAM...

---NOT KNOWING THAT BROWNIE, THE LARGEST,
MOST ADVENTUROUS OF HIS PUPS. HAS RUN OFF
ON A QUEST OF HIS OWN '

A SOUALLOF PROTEST GREETS BROWNIE'S SNATCH. BROWNI E COULD EASILY OUTRUN THE BEAR CUBS
-- BUT HE WAITS TO TEASE THEM— - BEFORE
MAKING OFF WITH THEIR BREAKFAST!

THE SQUALLING AND GROWLING OF HER YOUNG-
STERS HAS WARNED MOTHER BEAR THAT SOME-
THING IS VERY WRONG.' SHE IS COMING FAST AND
JIETLY FOR ALL HER BULK Tlomr



BUT SUDDENLY.SAVAGE TEETH
ARE AT HER REAR \ GRAY WOLF,
MISSING HIS PUP.HAS ARRIVED
JUST IN TIMET

AT THEIB MOTHER'S BAWL OF RAGE, THE TWO
GRIZZLY CUBS HUNT "TALL TIMBER " ---AT
LEAST, THE TALLEST THAT THEIR BLUNT CLAWS

CAN MANAGE. . .

--WHERE THEY LOOK DOWN IN DELIGHT AT
LOODLESS BATTLE WITH GRAY WOLF AND
ISMATE.KUNEE



AND PAYING NO ATTENTION TO 6R0WNIE S

PROTESTS. CARRIES IT TO THE OTHERS—MORE
than enough food for all five Pupsr

BUT BROWNIE DOES NOT AGREE' HIS BRISTLING
DEFIANCE SAYS PLAINLY' "KEEP OFF f THIS IS htY

KILL!"

WHILE KUNEE AND GRAY WOLF WATCH IN QUIET
AMUSEMENT--* KNOWING THAT ONLY BY SUCH MOCK
BATTLES WILL THEIR YOUNG BE FITTED FOR THE
GRIMMER STRUGGLES OF THEIR GROWN-UP YEARS.



PRESTON
VANISHED
EVIDENCE

VISITING THE MOUNTED
POLICE POST AT PORCUPINE,
SERGEANT PRESTON IS

CHATTING WITH CONSTABLE
MAYNARD, WHEN





r HEARD THAT SVEN SOLD HIS CLAIM FOR A FINE
PRICE! I GO OVER TO TELL HIM I AM GLAOf WE
T4LK---DRINK COFFEE.. . THEN FIRE GETS LOW.'

SVEN SAYS HE WILLCO OUT FOR WOOD f _,

YA .WITH THE AXEf I PUT MORE COFFEE IN THE
POT, THEN I HEAR SVEN YELLT 1 HEAR A SORT
OF HOWL, TOOT ! RUNOUT AND I SEE POOR SVEN
LYING IN THE SNOW? I SEE SOMETHING Oft

S0ME80DY---RUNMNG OFF IN THE DARK!



"[ LISTEN TO SVEN'S HEART--- HE IS DEADf THEN
(HEAR SOMEBODY HOLLER BEHIND MET IT IS

BOBBY CLEW! HE THINK I KILLED POOR SVENf "

- BUT SOMEHOW ME GUESSED? ANYHOW,
THOSE MEN CAME TO KILLME, SAYINS I

tILLSVEN AND ROB HIM



*NHOU* LATER



TWENTY
HOURS
LATER,
AT 8- 30 PM.
THE CITIZENS
OF PORCUPINE
GATHER ONCE
MORE AT THE
MOUNTED
POLICE POST
FOR AN
INQUEST?

I NO NEED OF Y

\ THIS LONG* J

/ yeah: WE know t
~x-

1 OLSEN IS GUILTY.* A
\ BOBBY CLEW SAW HIM.' /

LX^^
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NO ACCUSED HAV

gentlemen, you have heard both sidesf
bobbyclew stated that when he saw olsen
take svenson's wallet he yelled and ole
jumped: but at 9:30 p.m. it was too dark to

see what was in

olsen's hand:

CLEW ALSO SAID THAT SVEN WAS KILLED WITH
THIS AXE— BUT CAREFUL EXAMINATION OF
THE WOUNDS PROVES BEYOND DOUBT THAT
THE DEATH-DEALING INSTRUMENT WAS
NOT Mi k



' this black bear killed sven svenson---
who struck the animal with his axe before
he fell: you may see the axe wound:—
yukon king trailed the sear from the

. ^^fe, SCENT ON THE AXE AND
m- --'.v 5K01 Th£ SftUTE' -^

A jgL
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STATEMENT REQUIRED BY I Hi: ACT OF AU-
GUST 24, 1912, AS AMENDED BY THE ACTS
OF MARCH 3. 1933. AND |U1.V 2. 19-16 (Title

39, United States Code, Section 233t SHOWING
THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT. AND
CIRCULATION OF Sergeant Preston of the
Yukon published quarter!) ai New York, N. Y.. for

October I, 1957.

1. The names and addresses of die publisher, edi-

tor, managing editor, and business managers are:

Publisher, Geurg. T. Delators. [r„ 261 Fifth Ave-
nue, New York 16. N. Y.; Editor." Helen Meyer. 261
Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.: Managing editor.

None; Business manager, Helen Meyer, 261 Fifth

Avenue. New York IS, N. Y.

2. The owner is: Dell Publishing Company. Inc
,

261 FiEth Avenue, New York 16. N. Y.: George T,
Delacorte, Jr.. 261 Fifth Avenue. New York 16, N. Y.;

Margarita Delacorte, 261 Fifth Avenue, New York
16.N.Y.

3. The known bondholders, mortgagees, and
DELL. COMICS A

i. Paragraphs 2 and 3 include, in cases where the

stockholder or security holder appear) upon the

books of (he company as trustee or in any other

fiduciary relation, the name of ihe person or corpora-

tion for whom such trustee is acting: also the state-

ments in the two paragraphs show the affiant's lull

knowledge and belief 'as to the circumstancci and
condition] under which stotkholders and securitv

holders who do not appear upon the books of the

company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a

capacity other than that of a bona fide owner.
(Signed) HELEN MEYER

Business Manages
Sworn to and subscribed before me this 19th day

oi September. 1957.

JOHN C WEBER
(.Seal) (My Commission Expires March 30, 1958)
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WHEI
HARDE
SHOES.

THAW HAS LEFT THE SNOW CRUST
NOUGH TO HOLD A MAN WITHOUT SNOW-
THERE ARE STILL PITFALLS.. .

— WHICH NO HUMAN EYE COULD DETECT UNTIL
TOO LATE.' A JARRING FALL MIGHT BE THE ONLY
RESULT.QR IT MIGHT BE

— THE DEN OF A SLEEPY BEAR, WHO OB JECTS
TO BEINS SO RUDELY AWAKENED: THIS ACTUALLY
HAPPENED TO A CANADIAN TRAPPER.

THE FEELING OFA RIFLE IN ONE'S GRASP IS

COMFORTING UNTIL THE SNOW- PLUGGED BARREL
BURSTS, AS IT FIRES'

PROBABLY THE BEAR.UNHURT BUT DEAFENED
BY THE BLAST, WILL LEAVE IN A HURRY— BUT
ONE CAN'T ALWAYS BE SURE.'

Mtf

1
-;

,/

o^ra

'fit
i

THE TRAPPER HAS SURVIVED ONE MORE DANGER
OF THE WILDERNESS TRA1 LS --

- BUT HE GAZES
RUEFULLY AT HIS RUINED WEAPON.'



Have you ever

subscribed to your

favorite Dell Comic?

If you have, then you know what fun it

is to receive each issue by mail. And you

know that you never miss an issue, too,

because it's mailed right from the printer

directly to you. Doesn't cost any more

either; only $1.20 for 12 fun-filled issues.

And here's an extra-special reason for

subscribing to your favorite Del! Comics

right now. You'll receive one of these

fascinating "KE" Puzzle Gomes FREE1 You

can play this game by yourself or with a

Mend and hove hours of fun.

Do it right now ! Clip the coupon below

and mail it with only $1.20 for each sub-

scription ordered. Your fun will start with

the very next issue.

EASY TO ORDER
DELL COMIC SUBSCRIPTIONS!

-CUT ALONG DOTTED LINE

I To; DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC.

SAVE! Order Any 5 Titles for $5!

D ROY ROGERS & TK1GGER G TARIAN

D TOM & JESRY D UTTIE LULU

Q NEW FUNNIES Q LOONEY TUNE

LONE RANGE* D SGT. f-RESTC

If Subscriptions ordered ore to go to different oddres

include additional oddressei on separate sheets. Be 5

to indicate which title goes to which address.

Pleose enter subscription(s) checked at left. Include FREE

"KE" Puzzle and Dell Comics Club Membership Certifi-

cate. I am enclosing $'.20 for each subscription ordered.

(Save by ordering any 5 Titles for $S.)
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(If Ihh U a 0''

ENCLOSE

Isuba

GIFT CARD TO ft£

HI In b.W.J

FROM;

City r™ Stow


