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/ VM GLAD TO SEE X 
;Nov- NOW \KNOW / 
I WHAT NOU MEANT WHEN\ 
Nov WROTE ME THAT You)

■WERE MAKING THE TRIP 5 
IN A HORSELESS CARRIAGE- 

_ -------- -----------V

WELL ,ovD SAGE-GRUSH, 
Hove ARE YOU? I BROVOHT 
MN WIFE ALONG TO GIVE 
NOV A CA ANCE To 
SEE HOW HAPPY A PAIR

ILL BE 1 
GLAD TO (

MEET OLD 
.TIMER-)

1 HOPE
HES OUT
AT THE LAKE -

WELL, ANDY, AFTER LOOKING
/ AT NOUR AUTOMOBILE VM GLAD I OWN 

( A HORSE ANS BUGGY- A HORSE MAN 
( NOT CE AS FAST OR AS Nos Y AS AN 
! AUTOMOBILE EUT 1 NEVER HAVE TO / 
(YOUR HOT WATER ON HIM To MAKE 1.

THE STORY SO FAR:
White Fang, wild son of a once- 

tame mother, abandons the Wild and 
-13 a covenant with the man- 

animais. He finds himself at Fort

Tim Keenan strode into the ring. He 
paused beside Scott and touched him 
on the shoulder, saying ominously:

"Don’t break them teeth, stranger"
"Then I’ll break his neck," Scott 

retorted, continuing his shoving and 
wedging with the revolver muzzle.

"I said don’t break them teeth," 
the faro-dealer repeated more omin- 
ously than before.

But if it was a bluff he intended, 
it did not work. Scott never desisted 
from his efforts, though he looked up 
coolly and asked:

"Your dog?"
The faro-dealer grunted.

I DON’T WANT 
HIM TO SEE 03 
GETTING TOWED IN

ARDWAROF LOVE BIRDS CAN BE 
WHEN ME MALE BIRD 
RULES THE NEST 
SPEAKING OF RULERS, 
, N HOW 18 YOUR — L 1 

WIFE?

- with his master. Gray Beaver, 
at the height of the Klondike gold 
rush. His fame as a fighter spreads. 
Beauty" Smith, a brute of man, sue- 

reeds in buying this Indian 
Beauty Smith capitalizes T 
Fang’s fighting ability; there 
bouts. —

LIKE A WOUNDED 
CANAL BOAT- HIM START IN Coub WEATHER- WHAT DO

You USE? 
DYNAMITE?dog.

Smith capitalizes White
are

White Fang. his savage
nature intensified by a campaign of 
torment, bests every opponent and 
Beauty Smith waxes prosperous.
White Fang becomes known as "The 
Fighting Wolf." At Dawson, White grip.’
Fang is matched with a new, strange "Well, stranger," the other drawled 
animal, a bull dog, and White Fang, irritatingly, "I don’t mind telling you 
victor of a thousand battles, at last that’s something I ain’t worked out 
finds the clinging death upon him. for myself. I don’t know how to turn 

--------------------------------the trick."
INSTALLMENT 28. "Then get out of the way," was the THE FRIEND IN NEED, |reply, "and don’t bother me. "I’m

At last he fell, toppling backward, busy."
exhausted: and the bulldog promptly Tim Keenan continued standing 
shifted his grip, getting in closer, over him, but Scott took no further 
mangling more and more of the fur- notice of his presence. He had man- 
folded flesh, throttling White Fang aged to get the muzzle in between 
more severely than ever. Shouts of the jaws on one side, and was trying 
applause went up for the victor, and to get it out between the jaws on the 
there were many cries of "Cherokee!"
Cherokee!" To this Cherokee re-
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"Then get in here and break his

0
No

SAV

SIDNEYI 
SMTP..

Illz %11other side. This accomplished. he
pried gently and carefully, loosening 
the jaws a bit at a time, while Matt, 
a bit at a time, extricated White 
Fang’s mangled neck.

sponded by vigorous wagging of the 
stump of his tail. But the clamor 
of approval did not distract him. 
There was no sympathetic relation 
between his tail and his massive 
jaws. The one might wag, but the 
others held their terrible grip on 
White Fang’s throat.

It was at this time that a diversion

BARNEY GOOGLE AND SPARK PLUG A Premature Explosion. By BILLY DE BECK"Stand by to receive your dog," 
was Scott’s peremptory order to 
Cherokee’s owner. THAT RUSSIAN HORSE Y

* TROTSKI THAT’S ON HIS 
WAY To AMERICA To 
RACE SPARK PLUG = IM 

WARNING You To BE

DYE THINK TM 
GONNA PASS UP A 
CHANGE To CLEAN
TOP $20000 1%

SAY, I WANT To Buy
A COUPLE OF THOSE 
BOMBS To OSE (N CASE

OF EMERGENCY =

No Any RETA 
XCKoJTCKO 
XYRoRMo!

ALL RIGHT BROWN EYED BABY-
IF YOU WIN THIS NEXT RACE AGAINST\
TROTSKI AN THOSE RUSSIANS Ger
Fule AND START THROWING BOMBS
INTO YOUR STABLE THEY RE GONNA a

THERE s No NEED OF l 
SENDING- FOR HIS 4

RELATIVE S - HE WASHY GOT Y 
ANY - BESIDES HE L BE / 

ALL RIGHT TOMORROW .

The faro-dealer stooped down
obediently 
Cherokee.

and got a firm hold on
came to the spectators. There was a "Now!" Scott warned, giving the 

final pry.
The dogs were drawn apart, the 

bulldog struggling vigorously.
"Take him away," Scott command- 

ed, and Tim Keenan dragged Cher- 
okee back into the crowd.

White Fang made several ineffec- 
tual efforts to get up. Once he gained 
his feet, but his legs were too weak 
to sustain him, and he slowly wilted 
and sank back into the snow. His 
eyes were half closed, and the sur- 
face of them was glassy. His jaws 
were apart, and through them the 
tongue protruded, draggled and limp. 
To all appearances he looked like a 
dog that had been strangled to death. 
Matt examined him.

"Just about all in," he announced; 
"but he’s breathin’ all right."

No SIR • I 
CAN TOSS BOMBS 
Too - - ____ /

jingle of bells. Dog mushers’ cries Do t NEED A PRESCRIPTION?

L WON) T TELL WHERE / 
___r BOUGHT EM ! -

CAREFUL = IF YOUR WORSE 
WINS YOUR LIFE AINT 
WORTH A DIME - THOSE (

RUSSIAN- Guys ARE HOT.1 
HEADED THEY DON T THINK /

were heard. Everybody, save Beauty 
Smith, looked apprehensively, the 
fear of the police strong upon them. 
But they saw, up the trail, and not 
down, two men running with sled and 
dogs. They were evidently coming 
down the creek from some prospect- 
ing trip. At sight of the crowd they 
stopped their dogs and came over 
and joined it, curious to see the cause 
of the excitement. The dog musher 
wore a mustache, but the other, a 
taller and younger man, was smooth- 
shaven, his skin rosy from the pound- 
ing of his blood and the running in 
the frosty air.

W hite Fang had practically ceased 
struggling. Now and again he re- 
sisted spasmodically and to no pur- 

pose. He could get little air, and that 
ittle grew less and less under the 
merciless grip that ever tightened.

spite of his armor of fur, the great 
vein of his throat would have long 
since been torn open, had not the first 
grip of the bulldog been so low down 
as to be practically on the chest. It 
had taken Cherokee a long time to 
shift that grip upward, and this had 
also tended further to clog his jaws 
with fur and skin fold.

In the meantime, the abysmal brute 
ira Beauty Smith had been rising into 
his brain and mastering the small bit 
of sanity that he possessed at best. 
When he saw White Fang’s eyes be- 
Ginning to glaze, he knew beyond 
floubt that the fight was lost. Then 
broke loose. He sprang 
Thite Fang and began savagely to 
kick him. There were hisses from 
the crowd and cries of protest, but 
that was all. While this went on, 
and Beauty Smith continued to kick 
White Fang, there was a commotion 
in the crowd. The tall young new- 
comer was forcing his way through 
shouldering men right and left with- 
out ceremony or gentleness When 
he broke through into the ring. 
Beauty Smith was just in the act of 
delivering another kick. All his 
weight was on one foot, and he was 
in a state of unstable equilibrium 
At that moment the newcomer’s list 
landed a smashing blow full in his 
face. Beauty Smith’s remaining leg 
left the ground, and his whole body 
seemed to lift into the air as he
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3TheBeauty Smith had regained hisfeet and 
Fang.

come over to look at White

"Matt, how much is a good sled Copyright, 1924, by King Features Syndicate. Inc. Great Britain rights reserveddog worth?" Scott asked. 8-7The dog-musher, still on his knees 
and stooped over White Fang, cal- 
culated for a moment.

"Three hundred dollars," he an- 
swered.

"And how much for one that’s all 
chewed up like this one?" Scott 
asked, nudging White Fang with his 
foot.

TOOTS AND CASPER 9 By JIMMY MURPHYYPAPYOUR EAR AROUND 
THIS, TOOTS : = 0

"AWCOMONIN LODGES—/ 
IN THE HEART OF THE 
BIG YOOD5= FISHING 9 
CANOEING, AND W 
ALL OUT DOOR 5PORT5 •

WONDERFUL FOODAND-!I

THAT 50UN05 AND THE PRICE S 
(AIN’T BAD EITHER, 
TOOTS: JUST WHAT

IID LIKE TO PAY-/ 
\ WE CAN AFFORDi 
THAT EASY-X

BUT, GEE WHIZ, 
CASPER: THERE’S 
NO FUN IN LIVING
WITHIN ONE’S 

__ _____, MEANS/

DANDY: ILL CALL 
IN MY DRES5 MAKER 
RIGHT AWAY AND 
CET MY GOWN5 
READY TO TAKE 
ALONG

ILL. WRITE EM 
FOR RESERVATIONS 
TONIGHT, THE (
BEST GYMNASIUM

IN THE WHOLE WORLD1 
THE GREAT OUT-/ 

DOORS: IT’LL PUT / 
BUTTERCUP IN np_ 
TOP SHAPE FOR 
THE GREAT PERFECT
BABY CONTEST X

GREAT: IT 
WOULD BE 

Goop
DIREST
/ FOR 

05,
.(CASPER

GOWNS.! WHO EVER 
HEARD OF ANY BODY
WEARING SWELL 
GOWNS To ROUGH

WHO SAID ANY 
THING ABOUT- 
WE APING ’EM ? 
I’M GOING TO

"Half of that," 
musher’s judgment.

"Did you hear.
was the dog-

Mr. Beast? I’m
IT IN 7 WHAT YOU )...., 
WANT ARE SWEATERS ( ALL THE 
AND OPORT CLOTHE5:

TAKE THEM 50going to take your dog from you, and 
I’m going to give you a hundred and 
fifty for him."

He opened his pocketbook and 
counted out the bills.

Beauty Smith put his hands behind 
his back, refusing to touch the 
proffered money.

WOMEN
THERE CAN SEE 
How MANY

#
(V PRETTY CLOTHES 

I HAVE: IT’LL 
BE LOAD5 OF€30 00
ON SEEING 
THEM GET 
(((() BEALO05’ 

0.6%--

"I ain’t a-selling’," he said. HILAC 
0 • 

; (
DA! DA"Oh, yes you are," the other 

assured him. "Because I’m buying. 
Here’s your money. The dog’s mine."

Beauty Smith, his hands still be- 
hind him, began to back away.
Scott sprang toward him, drawing 

his fist back to strike. Beauty Smith 
cowered down in anticipation of the 
blow.

"I’ve got my rights," he whimper- 
ed.

"You’ve forfeited your rights to 
own that dog," was the rejoinder.

"Are you going to take the money? 
or do I have to hit you again?"

"All right," Beauty Smith spoke up 
with the alacrity of fear. "But I take 
the money under protest," he added. 
"The dog’s a mint. I ain’t a-goin’ to 
be robbed. A man’s got his rights."

"Correct," Scott answered, passing 
the money over to him. "A man’s 
got his rights. But you’re not a man. 
You’re a beast."

"Wait till I get back to Dawson," 
Beauty Smith threatened. "I’ll have 
the law on you."

If you open your mouth when you 
get back to Dawson, I’ll have you run 
out of town. Understand?"

PUFF 
PUFF

0
SCRATCH

Copyright. 1924. by King Fe
IKOr elGreat Britain rights reserved SIMMY Mturned over backward cate. Inc.and struck the URPHYO -8-7-snow. The new iner turned uponthe crowd.

"You cowards!" he cried, 
beasts!" "You

MUTT AND JEFFHe was in a rage himself—a sane 
rage. His gray eyes seemed metallic 
and steel-like as they flashed upon 
the crowd. Beauty Smith regained 
his feet and came toward him. 
sniffling and cowardly. The new- 
comer did not understand. He did 
not know how abject a coward the 
other was, and thought he was com- 
ing back intent on fighting. So, with 
a "You beast!" he smashed Beauty 
Smith over backward with a second 
blow in the face. Beauty Smith de- 
cided that the snow was the safest 
place for him, and lay where he had 
fallen, making no effort to get up.

"Come on, Matt, lend a hand," the

A Slight Geographical Error on Jeff’s Part. By BUD FISHER
JEFF, WE’VEX 
LINGERED IN )
CHICAGO Too LONG 
Now: we GOT TA / 
N__ Move ON) X

DOT I KNOW IT, 
MUT? I’M DOPING 
OUT A ROUTE 
To ST. PAUL: /

DON’T BOTHER ABouT 
ST. PAUL Yer: we ) 
60 To MILWAUkeE 

.FROM HERE.

7YES, 
MILWAUKEE:\ 

HAve You Got
ANYTHING

AGAINST 
MILwAUkcc?

No, BUT OUR > 
TIME Is Too
LIMITED To
BoTHER ABouT

GOING To 
MILwAUkee:

WHAT Do1 
You MEAN, 
BotHee?

/WHY, IT’LL 
TAKE vs A 
HALF A DAY 
OR LONGER

To Ger OUR 

PASSPORTS:

Your 
IGNORANCE

Is 
REFRESHING.

MY GoobNeSS, 
I’VE ALWAYS

THOUGHT 
MILWAUKEE 
wAS IN A
FOREIGN 
.COUNTRY!

"

MILWAUKEE?Beauty Smith replied with a grunt.
Understand?" the other thunder- 

ed with abrupt fierceness.
"Yes," Beauty Smith 

shrinking away.

00. one
*0

grunted.
"Yes what?" 4-Ifnewcomer called to the dog musher, 

who had followed him into the ring "Yes, sir," Beauty Smith snarled. 
Look out! He’ll bite!" some one 

tool bold or Whi, shouted, and a guffaw of laughter took hold or White Fang, ready to went up.

MILW/
Both men bent over the dogs. Matt

40 43pull when Cherokee’s jaws should be 
loosened. This the young man en- Scott turned his back on him, and 2

returned to help the dog-musher, 
who was working over White Fang.

Some of the men were already de-
deavored to accomplish by clutching 
the bulldog’s jaws and his hands and 9

$77 41trying to spread them. It was a vain| 
undertaking. As he pulled and 
tugged and wrenched, he kept ex- 
claiming with every expulsion of 
breath. "Beasts!"

The crowd began to grow unruly, 
and some of the men were protesting 
about the spoiling of the sport; but 
they were silenced when the new- 
comer lifted his head from his work 
for a moment and glared at them.

"You damn beasts!" he finally ex- 
ploded, and went back to his task.

"It’s no use, Mr. Scott, you can’t 
break’m apart that way," Matt said 
at last.

parting; others stood in groups, look- 
ing on and talking, Tim Keenan 
joined one of the groups.

"Who’s that mug?" he asked.
"Weedon Scott,” some one an- 

swered.
"And who in hell is Weedon Scott?" 

the faro-dealer demanded.
"Oh, one of them crack-a-jack 

minin’ experts. He’s in with all the 
big bugs. If you want to keep out of 
trouble, you’ll steer clear of him, 
that’s my talk. He’s all hunky with 
the officials. The gold commissioner’s 
a special pal of his."

I thought he must be somebody," 
was the faro-dealer’s comment. 
"That why I kept my hands often him 
at the start."
(Copyright by Jack London and by the MacMillan Company. Released ex- 

clusive y through the North American 
Newspaper Alliance.)
___Tomorrow: The Indomitable.
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SORE, TIRED FEET
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The pair paused, and surveyed 
locked dogs.

"Ain’t bleedin’ much," Matt

the REG’LAR FELLERS Discriminating. By GENE BYRNESan- 2nounced. "Ain’t got all the way inyet."
"But he’s liable to any moment." 

Scott answered. "There, did you see 
that! He shifted his grip in a bit."

JIMMIE’S GONE
OUT! HE WONT BE

BACK TILL FOUR 
O’CLOCK ! WILL 
YOU HAVE À
Cookie?

1 WONDER IF 
YOU KNOW HOW X 
MANY ARE ON THE 
-PLATTER?/

AND YOUR_ 
LIT TLE BROTHER? 
CAN HE COUNT

TOO?

ONE,TWO,\ 
FOUR, SEVEN, 
EIGHT NINE!
YCAN’T FOOL 
ME! IM THE 
CHAMPEEN ON
ARIFMITIC

NO MAM! HE + 
CAN’T COUNT!
BUT HE CAN TELL 
WHICH IS THE 

BIGGEST 2

The younger man’s excitement and 
apprehension for White Fang was 
growing He struck Cherokee about 
the head savagely again and again. 
But that did not loosen the jaws. 
Cherokee wagged the stump of his 
tail in advertisement that he under- 
stood the meaning of the blows, but 
that he knew he was himself in the 
right and only doing his duty by 
keeping his grip.

"Won’t some of you help?" Scott 
cried desperately at the crowd.

But no help was offered. Instead, 
the crowd began sarcastically to 
cheer him and showered him with 
facetious advice.

"You’ll have to get a pry." Matt 
counselled.

The other reached into the holster 
at his hip, drew his revolver, and 
tried to thrust its muzzle between 
the bulldog’s jaws. He shoved, and 
shoved hard, till the grating of the 
steel against the locked teeth could 
be distinctly heard. Both men were 
on their knees, bending over the dogs.

YES, 
MAM!

83

"Tiz" makes sore, burning, tired 
feet fairly dance with delight. Away 
go the aches and pains, the corns, 
callouses, blisters and bunions.

"Tiz" draws out the acids and poi- 
sons that puff up your feet. No 
matter how hard you work, how long 
you dance, how far you walk, or 
how long you remain on your feet, 
"Tiz" brings restful foot comfort. 
"Tiz" is wonderful for tired, aching, 
swollen, smarting feet. Your feet 
just tingle for joy; shoes never hurt 
or seem tight.

Get a box of "Tiz" now from any 
drug or department store. End foot 
torture forever—wear smaller shoes, 
keep your feet fresh, sweet and 
happy.—Advt.
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