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WHITE FANG 
tovuJack London 1 GUMP, GOOGLE & CO., Experts In Laughter

THE GUMPS—MOW’D YOU LIKE TO
ML

/ 1 TAINK TART
ICE MAN WEIGHS THE
ICE IN JANUARY THAT HE 
DELETERS IN JULN-

INSTEAD OF USING TONGS 
HE COULD CARRY UP THE 
CHUNK HE LEAVES U$ ON A 
SPOON- HE SELLS US COAL 
14 WINTER AND ICE IN 
SUMMER- No WONDER. HE’S 
WHISTLING ALL THE TIME -/

CAKEing, watching, felt a sudden moist- 
ness in his mouth and a drooling of 
saliva, involuntary, excited by the 
living meat that was spreading itself 
like a repast before him.

Not quite entirely had the porcu­
pine unrolled when it discovered its 
enemy. In that instant the lynx 
struck. The blow was like a flash of 
light. The paw, with rigid claws 
curving like talons, shot under the 
tender belly and came back with a 
swift ripping movement. Had the 
porcupine been entirely unrolled, or 
had it not discovered its enemy a 
fraction of a second before the blow 
was struck, the paw would have 
escaped unscathed; hut a side flick 
of the tail sank sharp quills into it 
as it was withdrawn.

Everything had happened at once 
—the blow, the counter-blow, the 
squeal of agony from the porcupine, 
the big cat's squall of sudden hurt 
and astonishment. One-Eye half 
arose in his excitement, his ears up. 
his tail straight out and quivering 
behind him. The lynx’s bad temper 
got the best of her. She sprang sav­
agely at the thing that had hurt her 
But the porcupine, squealing and 
grunting, with disrupted anatomy 
trying to roll up its ball protection, 
flicked out its tail again, and again 
the big cat squalled with hurt and 
astonishment. Then she fell to back­
ing away and sneezing, her nose 
bristling with quills like a mons­
trous pin cushion. She brushed her 
nose with her paws, trying to dis­
lodge the fiery darts, thrust it into 
the snow, and rubbed it against twigs 
and branches, all the time leaping 
about, ahead, sideways, up and down, 
in a frenzy of pain and fright.

She sneezed continually, and her 
stub of a tail was doing its best to­
ward lashing about by giving quick 
violent jerks She quit her antics, 
and quieted down for a long minute. 
One-Eye watched. And even he 
could not repress a start when she

WHAT HAS BEEN TOLD:
The wolf pack, routed after depre­

dations on two northland sled drivers, 
take the trail for new game. They 
find it under the leadership of a she- 
wolf that looks like a former sled 
dog, and old One-Eye, the latter 
raised to the favor of the she-wolf 
after many deadly encounters with 
younger rivals. Meat is plentiful in 
the new regions and with the arrival 
of spring the pack breaks up with 
the she-wolf and old One-Eye going 
their ways for the mating season. 
On the banks of the M ckenzie she 
selects their lair. Old One-Eye 
realizes there is a family to feed. He
.again takes the trail for meat.

INSTALLMENT 7. 
STALKING GAME.

Half a mile up the right fork, his 
quick ears caught the sound of 
gnawing teeth. He stalked the quarry 
and found it to be a porcupine, stand­
ing upright against a tree and trying 
its teeth on the bark. One-Eye ap­
proached carefully but hopelessly.

the breed though he had 
never met it so far north before; and 
never in his long life had a porcupine 
served him for a meal But he had 
long since learned that there was 
such a thing as Chance, or Oppor­
tunity, and he continued to draw 
near. There was never any telling 
what might happen, for with live 
things events were somehow always 
happening differently.

The porcupine rolled itself into a 
ball, radiating long, sharp needles in 
all directions that defied attack. In 
his youth One-Eye had once sniffed 
too near a similar, apparently inert 
hall of quills, and had the tail flick 
out suddenly in his face. One quill 
he had carried away in his muzzle, 
where it had remained for weeks, a 
rankling flame, until it finally work­
ed out. So he lay down, in a com­
fortable crouching position, his nose 
fully a foot away, and out of the line 
of the tail Thus he waited, keeping 
perfectly quiet. There was no telling. 
Something might happen. The por- 

ine might unroll. There might be 
portunity for a deft and ripping 

thrust of paw into the tender, un- 
guarded belly.

But at the end of half an hour he 
arose, growled wrathfully at the mo­
tionless ball, and trotted on. He had 
waited too often and futilely in the 
past for porcupines to unroll. to 
waste any more time. He continued 
up the right fork. The day wore 
along and nothing rewarded his hunt.

The urge of his awakened instinct 
of fatherhood was strong upon him. 
He must find meat. In the afternoon 
he blundered upon a ptarmigan. He 
came out of a thicket and found him­
self face to face with the slow witted 
bird. It was sitting on a log. not a 
foot beyond the end of his nose. Each 
saw the other. The bird made a 
startled rise, but he struck it with 
his paw, and smashed it down to 
earth, then pounced upon it, and 
caught it in his teeth as it scuttled 
oss the snow trying to rise in the 
aagain. As his teeth crunched 
through the tender flesh and fragile 
bones, he began naturally to eat. 
Then he remembered, and turning on 
the back track, started for home, 
carrying the ptarmigan in his mouth.

A mile above the forks, running

SAN. MIN, IF YOU 1 
WANT To SAVE A

MAN WHO vs MECTING
DWAN GET ME A
NICE COOL GLASS

OF SOMET-AHING WTA
ICE IN tX- /

HELL BE
BACK THIS
AFTERNOON

ANT WV MAKE 
SOME IE CREAM
FOR DINNER-

TA SORR
BUT THERE ISN’T •

BY OF ICE LEFT
IN THE REFRIGERATOR
AND 1 ORDERED
• HUNDRED PONTS 
“TATE MORNING Too-

BIRD WHO WROTE THAT SONG ABOUT THE Good 
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By BILLY DE BECKBarney Has a Wnnng Way Wth Himself.BARNEY GOOGLE AND SPARK PLUG
"0 UP AT THE TAVERN, 

HUH. How DYou
1uC V

DID I MOP UP LAST X 
WEEK DLL TELL THE 
KNOCK KNEED WORLDI

vie RE AU FOR YOU. 
BARNEY * WHY

COME ON BARNEY
WE RE PLANTA) G A SOCIABLE 
LITTLE GAME OF PINOCHLE

WELL. IT 
AUNT THE 
KID HIMSELF'

ANOTHER 
FIFTY BUCKS

THE ACE TURNS
OP-AHW -.,

DONT You
Blow UP To Tus
TAVERAS AND
GIVE THE BOYS 

The GLAD HAND?

THEY WERE Ail 
ASKING ABOUT

V YOU - X

MAKE OUT 2 cunLOil. 
. The _ 

BURGLARS!! X
THEY TAPPED

ME FOR. 2100 ■ 
AFTER THIS ILL BE 
CAREFUL WHO 1 
PLAY CARDS WITH.

SIT ON MY LAP -
THAS How GLAD I AM 
To SEE YOU -- BY GOLLY1
-- YOURE LOOKING

IMMENSE !

SHAKE

DID AND BELIEVE ME 
MY EXPERIENCES THE

PAST THREE WEEKS
, HAVE TAUGHT ME A

CE SSON - THAT Two
THOUSAND I WON

LET SOME ONE
TRY To Ger

2
HELLO X 
OLD PAL )

:2.I WIN

SOLITAIREsuddenly leaped, without 
straight up in the air. at

warning, 
the same 

terrible
IT AWAY 
FROM ME!

Gw.
emitting 
squall.

a long and most

si
Then she sprang away, up

the trail, squalling with every leap 
she made.

It was not until her racket faded 
away in the distance and died out 
that One-Eye ventured forth. He 
walked as delicately as though all 
the snow were carpeted with porcu­
pine quills, erect and ready to pierce: 
the soft pads of his feet. The porcu­
pine met his aprpoach with a furious 
squealing and a clashing of its long 
teeth. It had managed to roll up in 
a ball again, hut it was not quite the 
old compact hall; its muscles were 
too much torn for that. It had been 
ripped almost in half, and was still 
bleeding profusely.

One-Eye scooped out mouthfuls of 
the blood-soaked snow, and chewed 
and tasted and swallowed. This 
served as a relish, and his hunger in­
creased mighty; but he was too old 
in the world to forget his caution. He 

iwaited. He lay down and waited, 
while the porcupine grated its teeth 
and uttered grunts and sobs and 
occasional sharp little squeals. In a 
little while. One-Eye noticed that the * 
quills were drooping and that a great; 
quivering had set up. The quivering 
came to an end suddenly. There was 
a final defiant clash of the long teeth.
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TOOTS AND CASPER Foots Hearing Is Very Keen Now. By JIMMY MURPHY
AR! TOOT 15 SOUND ASLEEP! ILL

GO UP STAIRS To MY LIT TLE WHITE 
BED/ AND TOMORROW IF SHE A5K5

WELL: I'M HOME = WHICH 16 THE 
SENSIBLE PLACE TO COME , SEEING 
THAT EVERY OTHER PLACE 15 
CLOSED UP.’/

I CERTAINLY WA5 A
WONDERFUL SAP To LET TooT5 
CO OFF THE GOBS OF CURLS

THAT WERE CLUSTERED AROUND 
HER EARS SHE CAN HEAR 
Too PLAIN NOW WITH HER 

HAIR BOBBED.’

WELL!!!
WHERE HAVE You
BEEN ? ANSWER
ME , CASPER:

?8 E ME WHAT Time 
I CAME IN ILL / 
JUST BAY
TEN- THIRTY / *

*
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velvet -footed as was his custom, a 
gliding shadow that cautiously pros­
pected each new vista of the trail, 
he came upon later imprints of the 
large tracks he had discovered in 
the early morning. As the track led 
his way. he followed, prepared to 
meet the maker of it at every turn 
of the stream.

He slid his head around a corner 
of rock, where began an unusually 
large bend in the stream, and his 
quick eyes made out something that 
sent him crouching swiftly down. It. 
was the maker of the track, a large 
female lynx She was crouching as 
he had crouched once that day, in 
front of her the tight-rolled ball of 
quills. If he had been a gliding 
shadow before, he now became the 
ghost of such a shadow, as he crept 
and circled around, and came up well 
to leeward of the silent, motionless 
pair.

He lay down in the snow, deposit­
ing the ptarmigan beside him. and 
with eyes peering through the 
needles of a low-growing spruce he 
watched the play of life before him 
—the waiting lynx and the waiting 
porcupine, each intent on life: and, 
such was the curiousness of the 
game, the way of life for one lay in 
the eating of the other, and the way 
of life for the other lay in being not 
eaten. While old One-Eye, the wolf, 
crouching in the covert, played his

Then all the quills 
down, and the body 
moved no more.

With a nervous.

drooped quite 
relaxed and A ==shrinking paw.

i (
One-Lye stretched out the porcupine 
to its full length and turned it over (1

Nothing had happened.on its back. 63$
1.4/-
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do

It was surely dead. He studied it no QRointently for a moment, then took
careful grip with his teeth and start­
ed off down the stream, partly carry­
ing. partly dragging the porcupine. 
With head turned to the side so as to 
avoid stepping on the prickly mass. 
He recollected something, dropped
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he had left the ptarmigan. He did 
not hesitate a moment. He knew 
clearly what was to be done, and 
this he did by promptly eating the 
ptarmigan. Then he returned and 
took up his burden.

When he dragged the result of his 
day's hunt into the cave, the she-wolf 
inspected it. turned her muzzle to 
him. and lightly licked him on the 
neck. But the next instant she was 
warning him away from the cubs 
with a snarl that was less harsh than 
usual and that was more apologetic 
than menacing. Her instinctive fear 
of the father of her progeny was ton­
ing down. He was behaving as a 
wolf father should, and manifesting 
no unholy desire to devour the young 
lives she had brought into the world.

(Copyright by Jack London and by the 
MacMillan Company, Released ex-
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MUTT AND JEFF If You Want 1o See Jeff in His New Lid, Look Quick. By BUD FISHER

sTo 
wOTeRYING:
I’LL Get

DON’T 
WORRY 
JEFF, E’LL 
Ger IT;

I TOLD You
I'D GET T - 
and r i 
DID: TEE / 

\ Hee: /

THeRe’s MUTT,’ 
HE’LL THRow
A JEALOUS
PIT wHeN He 
LAMPS MY 
New LID: X

BE
CAREFUL, 

MOTT !
DARK! THAT 

WIND
THAT HAT 
COST Me

FOUR 
Bucks:P 7

part, too, in the game, waiting for 
some strange freak of Chance, that 
might help him on the meat trail 
which was his way of life.

Half an hour passed, an hour; and 
nothing happened. The ball of quills| 
might have been a stone for all it 
moved; the lynx might have been | N ■ Do not suffer another day with ' 
frozen to marble; and old One-Eye ! • • Itching, Bleeding, or Protruding ; 
might have been dead. Yet al) three Piles or Hemorrhoids. No' 

were keyed to a tenseness of surgical operation required. Dr. Chase's ! 
was almost painful, and Ointment will relieve you at once and 

afford lasting benefit. 60c a box; al 
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,1 
Limited. Toronto. Sample box free.

clusively through the North American 
Newspaper Alliance.)

Tomorrow: The Gray Cub.
Vit

72 •a 4,HEMORRHOIDS O f 0 C- a
Te v Y:

itanimals
living that was almost painful, and 
scarcely ever would come to them to
he more alive than they were then 
in their seeming petrification

One-Eye moved slightly and peer- a

CURINE 1|V NIGHT® 
1 MORNING &|

KEEP YOUR EYES 
CLEAN CLEAR AND HEALTHY
WAITS FOR FREE ETE CARE BOOK MURINE CO.CHICAGO.UA4

ed forth with increased eagerness 
Something was happening. The por­
cupine had at last decided that its 
enemy had gone away. Slowly, cau- 
tiously, it was unrolling its ball of 
impregnable armor It was agitated 
by no tremor of anticipation. Slowly, 
slowly, the bristling ball straightened 
out and lengthened. One-Eye, watch-
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REG’LAR FELLERS Jimmy’s Best F riend. By GENE BYRNES
hildren

°Cry for A Cow is THE 
BEST FRIEND A y 
LIL BOY HAS ON 5
ACCOUNT OF THE 
MILK AND CREAM 
IT GIVES! MY MOM

SAID SO
HERSELF!/

HORSE • 
"16 YOU MEAN!• 
WHEN ' GO UP \
TO GRANPAS 11 

SET ON "DOBBINS" 
BACK AN HE GIVES

ME A RIDE FOR / 
ANUTHIN’!

MY CAT TOPSEY"
KNOCKED OVER A A 1 
COTTLE OF COD to X 

. LIVER OIL ANT’ 2 
: BROKE IT! X

THAT’S WHATCHA c) 

CALL A REALfriend!/

HOW ABOUT S 
MY DOG?

HE KEEPS ROBBERS
AN BOIGLARS
AWAY : How’s

THAT FOR A 
FRIEND?X
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MOTHER:- Fletcher’s Castoria is a pleasant, harmless Substi­
tute for Castor Oil, Paregoric, Teething Drops and Soothing 
Syrups, prepared for Infants in arms and Children all ages. 

To avoid imitations, always look for the signature of .--XL 
hoven directions on each package, Physicians everywhere recommend it
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