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Northern bush...

tough country to track

river pirates in... but Preston

always drew the tough jobs.
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SERGEANT

OF THE YUKON
FORBIDDEN TRAI

one summer
afternoon.the
pilothouse ofa
yukon river
steamer is

Suddenly invaded.

DEI.L COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS



TMRte OTHERS LOWER THE SHIPMENTS Of
HULL ION, GOLD OUST AND BANK CASH INTO A LIFEBOAT.
EVERY MOVE 13 WELL PLANNED,



JUST THE FACT THAT
THEY'LL BE LOOKED FOfl

IN EVERY SETTLEMENT—
AND THEY KNOW IT!

THEY'LL WAlTTlLLTHC
HUNT DIES OUT.SIHf
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O00°° s^—1 TRAIL SEEMS
«*vt/ Y TO LEAD IN THE RlSHT

^ f DIRECTION. KINS"- SO
/ WE'LL FOLLOW IT. .,

1 LI$rENf THAT'S rH£$OVNO'
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we'll circle the clearing
and see what we find-'

KING---
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THERE— A CABINf JUST
WHATl EXPECTEDfANO
YOUR NOSE TELLS YOU
IT'S OCCUPIED,





IN THE DARKNESS OF THE CABIN, KING S GROWLING.
HURTLING SHAPE CAUSES INSTANT CONFUSION' HE
HAS BEEN WELL TRAINED FOR JUST SUCH MIX-UPS.

BUT KING'S EXPERT ROUGh

J AMUSH FOR THEOOOR.
-AND- TUMBLE HALTS
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Half a mile away.mis foot pinned under »flie

SPRUCE HE WAS FELLING TO MAKE A OEADMtLl.LEON

BO*ER,TRAPPEfi,FACES THE KILLER!

ANO SLASHES KING'S SWULOES DEEPLY AS THEY Then king gets his grip -

and keeps it!







SERGEANT

OP THE YUKON
SMOKE SCREEN

^ujfe

IN A NORTHWOODS CA8IN ABANDONED 8Y
SOME FORGOTTEN TRAPPER, TWO EXPRESS
COMPANY R08BER5---'*SUPPY"Sl.ADE AND
"TIMBER* LAPINE- - GAZE OUT OVER THE
MOONLIT SNOW.

AND A
006'. I KNOW THAT
PAIR.SU

THEY'RE SERGEANT
PRESTON, AND HIS

MAN- TRACKING
DOG.YUKONKiNG 1



TtHOSE TRAC
1 FROM THE
L BUT THEY K
^tar; trick

KS LEADING AWAY ^
IOR---LOOK FRESH' A
AY BE A ^M^^fl

^IPvily

TO BE READY FOR ANYTHING,
PRESTON STEPS OUT OF HIS

SNOWSHOES

,





THEY PLANNED TO BURN US BOTH 1

IN THE CABIN.K1NG— BUT THEY'LL
PROBABLY BE WATCHING
THE OOOR.JUSTI*
CASE I'M NOT
DEAD ALREADY!

PARTLY SMOTHERING THE BLAZlNS A
MATTRESS WITH THE OTHER ONE. t

PRESTON SENDS A THICKER
CLOUD OF SMOKE OUT OF THE
WlNDOwr





The Tenderfoot

The storm hod come up suddenly, ond

worse yet it was almost dusk. Small parti-

cles of ice mixed with the swirling snow-

flakes, and the howling wind roored and

whined like a wounded beost. Here was

challenge enough for on old-timer, but

what chance did a tenderfoot have

—

Clone, unskilled, trapped as he was in the

very center of a Yukon blizzard?

Not much of a chance, thought Jeff

Morgan, as he forced himself onward. The

wind tore at his parka, and the hail stung

his face repeatedly. Every so often he was

forced to a halt, as though mighty honds

had laid hold of him, eager to drag him

down into the soft, glistening drifts. It took

every effort, every ounce of will power lo

fight off the feeling. Movement was his

only chance. To stop now was to stop for

all time. Sluggishly he wiped the snow
from his lids. Painfully he pushed one foot

forward, then -the other. His thoughts

reeled. The morning seemed so long ago
—almost an eternity.

"You be careful," said gray-haired

Russ Taylor, as Jeff prepared to leave.

Rwss was the mine company's foreman,

and his feelings toward Jeff were like a
father toward a son.

"I'll be all right," Jeff replied. "I can

make the trading post by noon and be

back before dusk. Getting out on my own
might do me some good," he added with

a smile.

"Two months in the Yukon hardly makes
you a veteran," Russ said with concern.

"You be careful, boy," he repeated.

Russ' concern seemed exaggerated to

Jeff. He had made the post by noon,

loaded the sled with supplies and was
back on the trail a little past two. He
grinned inwardly at how he would kid

Russ when he got back to camp. Shortly

afterwards it happened. The storm

swooped down out of the mountains and
suddenly his rosy world become bleak

and dismal,

Within a half hour he had lost the sled

and the team. They simply tore loose and
ran off. Within another twenty minutes he

was hopelessly lost. Wearily he came to a
holt to wipe away the snow, and then he

heard a new sound—a howling note that

rose above the wind.

Wolves,' In a moment his mouth went
dry and his heart fluttered with sickening

beats. He peered about him but the danc-

ing, swirling flakes now fell all the foster.

A shadow seemed to move across his field

of vision, then disappeared, Did he imag-

ine it? Doubt vanished os the piercing cry

came from behind. He whirled. Bright

spots of light glistened, then vanished.

Swift shadows moved with blurring mo-
tion. The lights reappeared, and their

numbers hod increased. They circled, drew
closer. The shadows began to take shape.

He could see them now, their lips drawn
back, the fangs bared. He cringed within

himself, held his breath and then orange

flame leaped out of the darkness. Again
and again the shots rang out, Yelps filled

the air—trailed off in the distance.

Moments later old Russ and some of ihe

boys were at Jeff's side. "Another second

would hove been too late," gasped Jeff.

"The storm was bad enough, but those

wolves meant the end."

"Don't be too hard on them wolves,

boy," grunted Russ. "We heard their

howls ond it led us to you. In a way they

did you a service."

Jeff shook his head wearily. The wolves

hod done him o ser,vicel It proved but one

thing. There was a lot to learn about this

country—a lot more than he had thought.

conraw, i«u. i< wests* Kiwnie i imq^o. '



HA SUDDEN SPURT OF SPEED, BROWNIE. THE

GEST PUP, CROWDS PAST HIS MOTHER, KUNEE

—

SHOVING HER ACCIDENTALLY'

ELECTRIFIED BT HER HQWL OF F£Afl,GRAY WOLF
SPINS ABOUT IK MIO-STRIK TOO LITE

TO help:

FEET BELOW THE RIM, A HARROW LEOGE "AS

BROKEN KUKEE'S FALL' SHE APPEARS UNHURT. BUT

TRAPPED THERE '.



PANICKED.KUNEE CLAWS AT THE SMOOTH ROCKWALL
KNOWING IN HER HEART THAT IT IS USELESS! DEATH

LURKS BELOW! AND THAT HERE SHE MIGHT AS WELL
BE DEAO. . .



ONEBYONE.THECUBS MAKE THEIR LITTLE NESTS IN THE

DRIFTING SNOW, AND LET NATURE'S WHITE BLANKET
COVER THEM. THUS THEY WILL SLEEP OUT THE STORM
IN COMFORT' ^^_

. . .UNTIL AT LAST WEARINESS FORCES HIM TO BEO DOWN! TWO DAYS LATER— A PALE NORTHERN SUN SHINES ON A

EVEN THEN HE LISTENS— TRYING TO MAKE OUT KUNEE'S STILL AND WINDLESS WORLD— WRAPPED IN WHITE'

VOICE ABOVE THE GROWING HOWL OF THE WIND. GHAY WOLF AND HIS OFFSPRING DIG OUT TO FACE~~
THE EMPTY GUFF'.

SADLY, GRAY WOLF MOVES OVER THE WIND-PACKED

SURFACE OF THE GREAT DRIFT WHICH BANKS THE FOOT

OF THE PRECIPICE.

ABRUPTLY HE STIFFENS,CATCHING THE WARM,
LIVE SCENTOFHIS MATE!



'^Q$fS

WITH GLAO LITTLE MIES AND YELPS, HE WORKS IN * CLOUD

OF TORN-UP SNOW--- AND THE PUPS IK THEIR BLUNDER-

ING WAV TRY TO HELP.'

HALF CONSCIOUS AFTER HOURS WITH TOO LITTLE

OXYGEN AND TOO MUCH WEIGHT OF SNOW ON TOP OF HER,

KUHEE FEELS THE WARM TOUCH OF GRAY WOLF'S TONGUE.

SHE IS UNHURT. HOWEVER-- THE OEEPLY-DOIFTED SNOW
HAWING ENTIRELY CUSHIONED HER SIXTY-FOOT FULL '

SOON SHE GAINS HER FEET.. ,

9t ~
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r
H HER MATE ANO HER STRONG YOUNG SON



SERGEANT

OP THE YUKON
A HOWL FROM .

THE

ON HIS REGULAR
PATROL, SERGEANT
PRESTON REACHES
THE TRADING POST
OF YOUNG JEFF
STOREY ANO HIS
WIFE, NELL.

IN PESTERING JEfF TDOIVE HJM TRAP3
GRUB ON CRE01T--AND HE WON'T TAKE NO
AN ANSWER! LOOK THERE
ROUGH THE WINDOW— "

HE MEANS TO STAY--- THAT'S WHAT IS WRONG.'
ANO I'M AFRAIO IF JEFF WON'T GIVE HIMWHATHE
WANTS,THAT INDIAN MIGHT HARM LITTLE BOBBIE--
FOR REVENGE ! HE KNIFED A MAN ONCE.

.

AS IF SENSING THAT HE iS BEINS TALKED ABOUT, THE
SAD-FACED CREE TURNS TO GLANCE AT THE TRADING
POST.



cmuck-a-chuck has tried to get traps ano grub
on credit from two other traders- -and failed!
he 8 evidently pinning his last hopes for
making a living on your
help, storey;

IF WE ONLY HAD
GRAND DOG
KING, TO
BOBBIE

WELL, IF IT WILL MAKE
OUFEELSAFER.MRS.

i STOREY. 1 CAN LEAVE KING
WITH BOBBIE
UNTIL 1

, RETURN IN

A FEW
L DAYS

WELL. THAT'S YOUR BUSINESS. STOREY?
HOWEVER, AS LONG A3 CHUCK-A- CHUCK
BEHAVES HIMSELF, 1 CAN'T
KEEP HIM FROM HANGING
AROUND YOUR POST!
NOBODY OWNS THAT
OLD CABIN!

THAT WOULO BE
WONDERFUL,
SERGEANT'
IF YOU COULD

FRANKLY. 1 THINK YOU WOULD HAVE NO GOOO
REASON TO WORRY ABOUT BOBBIE, IN ANY CASE
MRS. STOREY! CHUCK* A' CHUCK HAS HAD ALL
THE TROUBLE HE WANTS •





r- iNit WOULD HAVE DIED BEFORE DISOBE
ORDERS TO STAY WITH BOBBlEf IF HE'S

HE IS WiTH THE BOY



BACKED INTO AN ANGLE IN THE ROCKS, KINO IS

FIGHTING FIERCELY— HOPELESSLY- AGAINST
TEN TIMES HIS WEIGHT OF WOLVES. ..









THE CANADIAN LYNX,STU8BY-TAILED AND WITH LONG EAR

TUFTS.WEIGHS UP TO FORTY POUNDS. IT RANGES FROM

ALASKA TO PENNSYLVANIA, THE KITTENS ARE BORN IN

A DEN OR HOLLOW LOG.

LIKE MOST CATSJHE LYNX HAS WONDERFUL EYESIGHT,

AND IS LIGHTNING-QUICK IN ITS POUNCE UPON GAME. IT

FEEDS MOSTLY ON RABBITS AND MICE, WITH AN
OCCASIONAL GROUSE.

A81G LYNX IS ABLE TO TAKE MUCH LARGER PREY---
EVEN A FULL GROWN DEER---BUT HE PREFERS A FAWN,
WHICH CANNOT PUT UP ANY FIGHT! A LYNX HUNTS FOR
FOOD, NOT FOR FUN.'

WHEREVER LYNX ARE PLENTIFUL THEIR BLOOD-CURDLING

YOWLS AND SOUALLINGS ECHO THROUGH THE BUSH,

GENERALLY AT NIGHT! LYNX FIGHTS ARE JUST CAT
FIGHTS--BUT LOUDER.'

wu-sa



great guns
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ALL NEW...
AND AS WESTERN
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