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OP THE YUKON • *i

On the trail of the

"Blue Fox Pelt"!



PROBLEM : To find a killer in the trackless waste of the Yukon,

where one careless moment can cost a man his life

!

SOLUTION: Is there one? — Sgt. Preston doesn't even know
" whether the killer is man or beast. All he has is one

clue, planted neatly in the snow.

With a little luck and a lot of help from his great

dog,Yukon King, it may lead Preston to a face-to-

face showdown with the . .

.

"CABIN RAIDER"

ice; 32] Writ

Thii periodica

'oi-il'VitbitVi



COUGAR IT WAS! THERE'S NO MISTAKING
THAT TRACK! THIS CASE I

THE TWO REPORT ED. BY
CONSTABLE TANEY
THIS SPRING" _yOA

IT'S TOO FAR TO THE POLICE POST AT GOOSE )
LAKE--- THIS MAN WOULD DIE ON THE WAY.' J

"I I'LL TRY TO GET HIM TO HIS OWN CABIN • f
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SETTING OUT OK THE FIFTEEN MILE RIDE TO
GOOSE LAKE, PRESTON PUZZLES OV Eft SOME
FACTS THAT OON'T QUITE FIT!







IN THAT CASE, WE HAD BETTER SLOWDOWN*
KING WILLKEEP US IN SIGHT' BY THE WAV,
YOU MIGHT OESCRIBE THIS j
MAN BRECK!

I SAY BRECK IS IN HIS FORTIES--- *

POWERFUL MAN! I'VE NOTHING AGAIA
BUT 1 NEVER LIKED HIS EYI

THE TRACK I FOUND WAS VERY fRESHf if IT

LEADS TO BRECK'S PLACE, IT'S NO PROOF THAT
H£ WAS INVOLV-
ED.. HELLO!
king sees
something;

. dismount*

OKE FROM THE STOVEPIPE! THAT MEANS
THAT BRECK IS AHOUND---AND PERHAPS HE
HAS SPOTTED US' WE'LL APPROACH FROM
THREESIDES' TAKE THE 8ACK.KIN6!





THIRD BALE—^
AND THE LAST' ^1 HUMPH* 1 SEE IS^T

k SOMETHING >fT,
r^-,^-^ HERE- 1 ^

bH£ sflfc^-yy

LOOK* THIS IS THE CROSS-
FOX 1HKTHARVE ADAMS
CAUGHT THIS SPRtNG'HE
SHOWED IT TO ME AND
THERE'S NO MISTAKE.'

SO THIS \SHARV£
ADAMS'S BALEf



BEAR PAWS— AND A STUFFED
COUGAR'S PAW! THEY MADE
LIFE- LIKE TRACKS, TO
FOOL US*

\ COUGAR PAWCLUB'THE
MARKS IT LEFJ FOOLED ALL OF US-
LIKE THE SEAR TRACKS!

NOT ALL OF U5. TANEY* KING KNEW BY THE POWER
OF SCENT THAT THE KILLER WAS A MAN' AND

**—- __^^^^-v THANKS TOKING.WE
\A ^H^%a) CAN CALL THIS^ ^y*^^ CASE CL0S£Of

i\j\

gA.

C-. u\~\

j||-3/
^tSi

Ml







that's it, harry; he's got it right)
under his arm the blue fox j **k—v pelt; y— r-"^ Ats
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^>T'S WORTH f/ff \ BPS
^Bfel THOUSAND DOLLARS' j l£
^-'rF'V WAIT TtLL HE'S OUT Z -*1_ /J*
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WELCOME, SERGEANT
PRESTON T WHAT

1

:

THE NEWS FROM
DAWSON

S££ THEM? WHY.THEY'Rl
LIKELY OVER IN THAT OLD TUMBLEDOWN CABIN
IN THE BUSH---NOT TWO HONORED YARDS FROM
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J FIRST.VOUR RIFLE
-S-yHANDITOVERf

W" AND THEN
J| THATfiti/f
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. WHAT ELSE?
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THAT'S ALL! TOUCAN HAVE
YOUrt OUFFEtr JUST STAY
WHERE YOU ARE FORTHE
NEXT HOUR SEE? J
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By
HE GOING WILL" BE TOD ROUGH FOR \
YOU, BOY— THROUGH THE THICK L
BUSHf I' LL PUT YOU IN HERE M

V, OUT OF THE WIND '. ^-"M
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KING WILL TRAIL ME WHEN HIS ERRAND 15 DONE
MIGHT CATCH UP WITH ME ANT TIME, NOW.
HELLQITHATOEAOFALLTRAPHAS BEEN
SPRUNG' AND NOTHING IN IT

AN ACCIDENT? LEW MUST HAVE
LET THE LOG FALLON HIS LEG— BREAKING IM PERHAPS A
COMPOUND FRACTURE---
BY THOSE, BLOOD STAINST

ABCOR'S 0£N—- knOI
WITH THE BEAR'S ^^S^^SH
TRACKS LEADING I |VSE^IVWH
out-kho lew's ) ms&EsmTfrm
TRAIL LEADING'*.') MEfcCvd
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W i Ml HAV E TO SET THIS LEG V
ORE IT TAKES
RSE DAMAGE. ^fl
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HIS LIFE DEPENDING ON THE FINEST TIMING AND
RAW COURAGE, KING BATTUES THE CAT-QUICK
SWIPES OF THOSE TERRIBLE CLAWS.

THIS TIME WITH NO MAN IN SIGHT TO THREATEN THE
SAFETY OF HER YOUNG, THE BEAR FAILS TO GIVE
CHASE! KING'S JOB IS DONE!





NO? I'VE GOT A BETTER IDEA 1

WE'LL STEAL HIS HOPSE
HIDE IT IN THE OLD CABIN

UNDER THE SLIDES' WHEN
CORPORAL STANTON TRAILS

THE HORSE THERE,







SOYOU WERE CAUGHT IN YOUH OWN TRAP-
THANKS TO THAT GREAT OOG, rtJKOHJtfWiW,
MARR AND WUIKET, ARE THE LAST OF YOUR CANS'



PURSUIT

The sun had only been up an hour, but

old Ben Martin had hit the trail while the

iky was stilt dark and the stars stilt shone.

Now that dawn had finally come, he

brought his dog sled to a halt and set

about to prepare a hasty breakfast.

Twenty minutes later, while sipping a
steaming cup of coffee, his thoughts wan-

dered back to the exciting event which

had taken place scarcely twenty-four hours

earlier.

"Yessiree," he muttered to himself. "I

finally did it. I've found me a gold strike,

and a big one. I'm going to be rich—the

richest old man in the whole Yukonl"

Satisfied with the clear trail behind him,

Ben Martin chuckled contentedly and
headed for his sled. "I reckon I've given

Pete Clyde and his boys the slip this time,"

he said to himself. "By. the time they fig-

ure out what happened, I'll be in Dawson
and have my claim registered, and the

whole business will be settled neat and
proper like."

"Mush!" cried Ben. The barking of the

dogs filled the air, and with a wagging of

tails and snapping of jaws they were off

in a burst of speed.

All was going well, but an hour later

Ben brought his sled to a quick halt and
bid his dogs be silent. For a moment there

was only the silence, but then he heard it—-the distant barking of dogs. It was a

bit off as yet, but even as he stood there

in the silence he felt the touch of cold fear.

"It's Pete Clyde," he said softly. "I talked

too fost. They're comin' after me, and
they'll overtake me long before I get to

Dawson , . . unless . .
.** He didn't finish.

"Mush!" he cried out again, and the sled

fairly leaped over the smooth, soft snow.

When Pete Clyde and his claim jumpers

paused to examine the trail, they were
puzzled at what they saw.

"Look here, Pete," said one of them
pointing to the ground. "He's turned off

here. His sled tracks are heading toward

Needle Pass, and that's the long way
'round to Dawson."

"So it is," grunted Clyde, "but I don't

aim to waste time tryin' to figure the old

man out. All I want to do is to get him be-

fore he gets to Dawson and registers his

strike. If we beat him there and register

first, we'll be the richest men in the

Yukon."

"Come on," snapped the other, and his

eyes sparkled greedily. "We're wcutin'

valuable time!"

It was on hour later when old Ben

squinted back dowp the narrow length of

Needle Pass, through which he had just

come. Patiently he puffed at his pipe, and
then he saw the dark specks approaching

the entrance at the far end, He waited un-

til the team and the men aboard the sled

were about midway. Slowly, he reached
down and picked up his well- polished

Winchester. Slower still he took careful

aim, the tip of the gun's barrel pointed

high up, almost into the sun itself.

With a thunderous roar the shot rang

out, and as the echoes tumbled back and
forth against the snow-clad canyon walls,

a new sound was heard. Slow at first but

gathering force, it swelled to a mighty

crescendo.

"Look out!" yelled Clyde pointing aloft.

But even as he shouted, the wall of snow
set loose by Ben's shot was filling the con-

yon, blocking the pass with swelling speed.

There was a broad smile on Ben's face

and a twinkle in his eye os he started his

team up. He was in no hurry now. It would
take hours for Clyde to get his team
through, and by then he'd be in Dawson.

"Mush!" he called out to his team, and
(he huskies dashed forward, their joyous

barking sharp and clear on the frosty air.



HE STARTS WAOiNG OUT FOR A CLOSER LOOK

— AND FINDS HIMSELF SWIMMING: 8UT THE HUMMOCK
DRAWS STEADILY NEARER? THE TWO TALL WHOOPING CRANES
ARE PAYING NO ATTENTION TO HIM

,



BEACHING THE TINY ISLAND,HE POKES HIS . A BATTLE ROYAL? BRAVELY THE CRANES ARE DEFENDING THEIR

N05E THROUGH THE NEAREST REEDS, AND CHICKS? _
SEES

AGAIN THE GALLANT FATHER CRANE JABS THROUGH BUT THE WOLVERINE IS TRICKY? PRETENDING TO OUIT, HE SWIMS

THE SKUNK SEAR'S GUARD AROUND THE HUMMOCK.HOPING TO GET IN FROM THE OTHER SIDE.

AND THERE HE MEETS—SROWMEf-A SNARL OF HATE

GRATIS IN HIS THROAT-— FOR A SKUNK BEAR HATES
EVERYTHING THAT LIVES? *



NO LARGER THAN BROWNIE. THE WOLVERINE IS A FIGHTER BUT THE CRANES.DEFENOING THEIR NEST.ARE NOW PUSH-

WHO EVEN THE BEAR AND THE COUGAR ARE GLAD TO DODGEf IMS THEIR ATTACK--- AND BROWNIE BREAKS FREE .,

.

AGAINST HIM BROWNIE IS HELPLESS'

ONCE ON LAND— -WITHA LITTLE START- -BROWNIE
KNOWS HE CAN OUTRUN HrS ENEMY? BUT THE SKUNK
BEAR IS TOO CLOSE f

A TERRIFIC BOUND A n IHE LONG CLAWS BITE
'
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THEN THE SCENE CHANGES; WAT WOLF'S WHITE FANGS A Shaking which WOULD HAVE BROKEN ANOTHER WOLF"S

GLEAM NECK HARDLY SUBDUES THE LITTLE BEAST,
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BUTA MOMENT LATER BROWNIE'S JOVOUS GREETING

MAKES UP FOR (T ALL AND.WOLF FASHION, THEY

FORGET WHAT IS PAST '.

A PLEDGE TO PARENTS

The Dell Trademark in, and ninny*

h.i- been, a po$ilive guarantee that

the comic magazine bearing it con-

taint only clean tint! ithnlesume

entertainment. The Hell code elimi-

utiles entirely, rather than regulates,

objectionable material. That's why
when yeur child buy* a Dell Comic
you can be uire it contain* only good

fun. "bell comics am good comics"

is our only rredo and constant goal.
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Subscribe to your

favorite Dell Comic

by mail...

and get this FREE Ball Point Pen

The easy way to get copies of your favorite

Dell Comic is by mail. You never miss o single

issue that way and you always have it on time.

Clip the coupon below. Just $1.20 will buy 12

issues of your favorite title. We'll send the

handsome green and gold pen FREE.

«:o::*::*;:»."s;S

EASY TO ORDER
DELL COMIC SUBSCRIPTIONS!

CUT ALONG

IN in this handy order I.

c titles you want. Fill ou

tnclose 11 ,20 for each

king below the Dell

address ol the right

SAVE! Order Any S Titles for $5!

Q TOM * KMT
D N£W FUNNIES

G LONE RANGE*

TARZAN

D IITTLE LULU

D IOONEI TUNES

/ D SGT. PBE5TON *

b li publiiheO quarterly. Subxrif

I cover a three-year subscriplhi

tred arc to go to different adc

M DELL
321 W<

PUBLISHING co.. i* c.

3e

DIPT. BSP

N. T.

Please

boll p

(Save

ente. subscript

Dint pen and D
am enclosing !

on(s) ch

11 Comi
1.20 fo

5 Titles

ecked at let). Include FREE
s Club Membership Certifi-

each subscription ordered,

for $5.1

No.

611

Stat.

(If Ihi, agm, bW** n, phot n b.W)

ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO HEAD ROM:

St. an

City

N,

bfi. State
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DON'T GET HURT /r| BE SMART-PLAY SAFE

>
NEVER run into or across the hM 1.

NEVER step betwee n parked an.

NEVER cross in the middle of a b ock.

NEVER run after busses or cars.

NEVER accept rides with strangers

NEVER play games m or nea the street. 1

ALWAYS cross at crosswalks.

ALWAYS look both ways and arouni

before crossing the street.

ALWAYS walk, don't run, across

ALWAYS wait for the green when c

at a traffic light.

ALWAYS walk on the sidewalk, if p
If you must walk in road, face

HERE'S ANOTHER. SMART IDEA-
*} You'll ''o for the delicious flavor of Juicy Fruit Gum—

1 ~*j\ am! cluAvinfi tins swell <ium hcljis kee|> your

*S^J teeth elean. Reuiiurl your Mo

to brine some home. .-sfl
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