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T H E  B O S S IE R  B A N N ©
E stab l i sh e d  Jul> 1, 1 8 5 9 .

“ A Map o f  B usy L ife; I t s  F lu ctu a tio n s and I t s  V a st C on cern s.

FIFTY-FOURTH YEAR.
S u b scr ip tio n , $1 per Y ear.

BENTON, BOSSIER PARISH, LA ., THURSDAY, DECEMBER 16, 1915. NUMBER 50.

£ Holiday Exhibit of Gloves *
*2 fij We are the sole agents in North Louisiana for the famous imported A  

11 Cextemeri Gloves. Our stock, as usual, is amply complete. 79
f. $
f» ( cnteiiieii F lorine Gloves—Real French kid; high grade É  
t t  French kid; plain backs; white, black and colors. Pair îj»i2.0tl A  
~t Other Centemeri Gloves, $1.75 to $1.50. ^

Special—\M iite Kid <Roves—16-button length; white lamb-
skin; splendid quality; regular $2.50 vulue. Pair.................$l.î>8 J©

0  W hite Kid Gloves—20-button length; all sizes. Pair $4.1)5 A
k  Tan K id Gloves—16-button length; $3.75 value. Pair.... $2 .45  A

N iagara Mai<l Kid Gloves—Double finger tips; 16-button ‘î\  
”  length. Big value in these gloves. Pair.......................  $1 .00  Jw
¥  K ayser’s Silk Gloves—Double finger tips; 16-button length. fÙ

A popular glove with many. Pair............. x..................... $1750 A
a> Cliainoisette Gloves—16-button length; natural, gray, white if  
F  and black. .$1 and ...........................................................
I» G rinnel’s G aun tle ts—For auto and driving; black, tan and
A  gray. Pair, $3.50, S3 and.....................................................  $12.00 A
*t C hildren’s K id  Gloves—White and tan. Pair................................. 5
G C hildren’s M ittens—Red, white and light blue; sizes, one to a
f» five years. Pair.................................................................... 25c f t

Boys’ G aun tle ts—Boy Scout style. Pair..............................50c f t
I { Meyer’s K id Gloves—Real French kid; black, white and tan; A  
Ÿ  all sizes. Mail order price.......................................................$1 .50 ^

\ HEARNE DRY GOODS CO. $
Shreveport, Louisiana £

( î
1 Cotton s
t  - %
$ 5f To obtain full market value for cotton you must f t  
ifi have a broad market, with free competition. To f t  
fr borrow money on cotton advantageously you must ft 
11 have a bonded warehouse receipt to offer as collât- f t  
f» eral. We enjoy the above advantages, and solicit ft 
$ your cotton shipments. ft
J* f  You will find our Office and Sample Rooms at $  
r  the corner of Commerce and Travis Streets. 70

{  }

{ TheHICKS COMPANY, Limited 5
g Shreveport, Louisiana ^

35-26 2
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: :: For S ale—Farm s :
I  :
• 51 80, 100, 150 and 200-acre, well improved farms, con- * 
S venient to railroals and schools. If you wrant a farm at * 
S the very lowest prices, write to us and we will mail you |
•  a list of good ones. Prices, $12.50 per acre and up ; ®
• easy terms. Let us hear from you at once. g

1 W. K. WILSON, Jr. i
• Real Estale Agent =  Shreveport, La, «
•  518 F ir s t  N ational Bank Building g

Holiday
Excursions
The Cotton Be l t  Route 
will sell round-trip tickets 
to the...

Southeast
and stations in Arkansas, 
Louisiana and many other 
points at...

Very
Low Fares

Long R eturn Lim it

t  This is your chance to v isit the 
old home and friends a t little  cost.

Ask your home ticket agent for complete 
Information as to rates, train service, etc., 
or write the undersigned. We will be 
pleased to arrange the details of your trip.

E. W . L aB eaum e,

G. P. and T. A.
St. L. S.W. R'y

S t .  L ou is , Mo.

| j  We Pay 4 Per Cent T  
T  Interest on ‘ t
T  Time Deposits ?

7 E very  loan made by our 
bank is carefully consider
ed, as is evidenced by the 
fact th a t we have been in 
business eleven years and 
have never lost a  dollar on 
a loan. Can you deposit 
your money in a bank with 
a better record ?

51 We want your busi
ness and in return will 
render you prompt and 
accurate service.

$  Bank of Benton f
B e n to n , La. ^

V* *f4 «$* it* »$**$* •$* *$* 4*14* ï*

{•••••••••••••teeacaocesct
g •

•A v en u e  G arage j
:  sI  1322-4-0-8 Texas Avenue •
•  Shreveport g

: s
•  The skillful repairing of ©

A u to m o b ile s  :
Your B u s in e ss  S o lic ite d  

All Work G uaranteed

Lumber for Sale
7 I have purchased all the rem aining 
buildings, tram9, sheds and foundations 
a t Bolinger, as well as enough of the 
new lum ber to take care of the local 
trade. A ny  one w anting lum ber will 
find a stock on hand there, a t low prices. 
W ill handle W indows, Doors, Lime, 
Brick, Cement and Shingles. I expect 
to handle all kinds of building m aterial. 
7 Come and see me. Yours truly,

45-tf R . C. PURCELL.

Where the Big Crowd Eats 
When in Shreveport

at

7Î?

Telephones—
Old, 036; new, 612

G. I. WILSON, P rop’r ®
d im ia a s s s . , ,  © courteous treatm ent, clean line

wholesome food at popular prices

The Columbia
R estaurant and Lunch Room 

521 M arket S tr e e t

D ining parlor for ladies in back por
tion of the room.

Game, O ysters and other Sea Foods 
when in season.

Courteous treatm ent, clean linen, and

r z '

m mmx.
I M
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By «JACK 
^LONDON.

"\s■»-r-t *>

•^ v

Copyright, 1914, by the Wheeler Syndicate.

P R O L O G U E .

It is  the  “ H i! Yon! Mush 
on! C hook! C hook!” sp ir i t  
 ̂— the vim , da sh  an d  "go“ o f  
? a hu stlin g  m in in g  cou n try  
C lik e  the  Yukon— th a t Jack  
p L o n d o n  has p a t  in to  th ese  

Sm oke B e lle w  sto r ie s . Mr. 
L o n don  w r ite s  o f  re a l men  
— m en w hose d a i ly  jo b  is  to  
jo in  issu e  w ith  danger and  
su dden  d ea th  w ith  n ever a 
w him per. You c a n ’t help  
fe e lin g  the th r il l  th a t runs 
in the vein s o f  th ese  iron  
m u sc led -g ia n ts  o f  th e  go ld  
f ie ld s , p a r tic u la r ly  sin ce  
Jack L o n don , a good , husky  
fig u re  o f  a m an h im se lf, 
has been  through m an y o f  
the  a d ven tu res he w rite s  
about a n d  has th e  knack o f  
tak in g  you  a long  an d  o f  
m aking you “ h it th e  tra il " 
w ith  him.' “ S m o k e ,” once a 
ten d er fo o t, now  a sure  
enough so a r  dough, has the  
te s t  o f  h is l i f e  in one s to ry  
an d  is  sa v e d  fro m  d e fe a t by  
a m ere g irl. In an o th er he 
d ro p s , as he su p p o ses, to su d 
den  d e a th  to  sa ve  the l if e  o f  
a fr ie n d . B e yo n d  question  
Jack L o n don  has stru ck  the  
rich  “ m o th er l o d e “ o f  f ic 
tio n  in  th ese  w o n d erfu l s to 
r ie s .

CHAPTER I.
The Taste of the Meat.

I
N the beginning he was C hristo 

pher Bellew. By the time he was 
at college lie had become Chris 
Bellew. Later in the bohemian 

crowd ot Sau Francisco ne was called 
Kit Bellew. And in the end lie was 
known bj no einer name than Smoke 
Bellew. Nor would it Dave happened 
bad he not b id  a fond mother and an 
Iron uncle a id  nad he not received a 
le tter from Gillet Bellamy.

“1 have Just seen n copy o t the Bil 
low.” Gillet wrote from Bails. "Of 
course O 'H ara will succeed with it. 
But lie 's missing some tricks. Go 
down and see him. Let him think 
they’re your own suggestions. Above 
all. don’t forget to make him tire that 
dub who’s doing the musical and art 
criticism. Another thing. Tell him to 
kick around and get some gink to turn 
out a live serial and to put into it the 
real romance and glamour and color of 
Sau Francisco.”

And down to the office of the Bil
low w en t,K it Bellew faithfully  to in 
s tru c t  O’Hara listened. O 'H ara 
agreed. O’H ara tired the duh who 
wrote criticisms. Further, when 
O 'H ara wanted anything no friend 
could deny him. Before Kit Bellew 
could escape from the office he had 
become an associate editor, had agreed 
to w rite weekly columns of criticism 
till some decent pen was found and 
had pledged himself to write a weekly 
installm ent ot 10,006 words on the San 
Francisco serial—and all this without 
pay. The Billow w asn't paying yet. 
O Ha i-j explained.

Luckily for Kit he had his own in
come. Small it was compared with 
some, yet it was large enough to en 
able him to belong to several clubs 
and maintain a studio in the Latin 
quarter. Vet he was alw ays broke, for 
the Billow, in perennial distress, ab
sorbed his cash as well as his brains 
There were the illustrators, who pe
riodically refus«*! to illustrate; the 
printers, who periodically refused to 
print, and the office boy. who frequent 
ly refused to officiate. At such times 
O 'H ara looked a t Kit, and Kit did the 
rest

When the steam ship Excelsior arriv 
ed from Alaska, bringing the news of 
the Klondike strike th a t set the coun
try mad. Kit made a purely frivolous 
proposition.

“ Look here, O 'H ara." he said. "This 
gold rush is going to be big- the days 
of ’49 over again. Suppose 1 cover it 
fot the Billow? I'll pay my own ex
penses."

O’H ara shook his head. "Can t spare 
you from the office. Kit. Then there's 
th a t serial.”

The next Kit beard of the Klondike 
w as when he dropped into the Huh 
th a t afternoon and encountered his u n 
cle "Hello, avuncular relative." Kit 
greeted. "W on’t you join me?"

He ordered a cocktail. b u j |tb e  uncle 
glanced with irrita ted  disapproval at 
th e  cocktail and on to his nephew's 
face. John Bellew came of the old 
hard and hardy stock tha t bad crossed

the plains by ox team in the fifties, 
and in him was this same hardness, 
and the hardness of a childhood spent 
lu the conquering ot a new land. 
"You’re not living right. Christopher. 
I’m asham ed of you Vour father was 
a  man. every inch of him. I think he’d 
have w h ale ' till th is musical and a rtis 
tic tomfoolery out of you.”

“ Alas! those degenerate days," K it 
sighed.

The older man was on the verge of 
choking with wrath, but swallowed it  
down and managed to articulate, “How 
old are you?’

"1 have reason to believe”—
*T know. Twenty seven. You fin

ished college at twenty-two. You’ve 
dabbled and played and frilled for five 
years. Before God and man. of what 
use are you? When 1 was your age 
I had one suit of underclothes. 1 was 
riding with the cattle in Coluso. 1 
was hard as rocks, and l could sleep on 
a  rock. 1 lived on jerked beef and 
bear meat. I am a better man physi
cally right now than you are. You 
weigh about 1(55. I can throw you 
right now or th rash  you with my fists.” 

" I t  doesn’t take a physical prodigy 
to mop up cocktails or [link tea." Kit 
murmured depreoatiugly. "Besides, i 
w asn’t brought up right- Now. tf when 
1 was a youngster I bad taken some of 
those intensely masculine vacations 
you go in for—1 wonder why yon didn’t  
invite me sometimes?"

The older man looked at bts nephew 
with unconcealed disgust. “ Well. I’m 
going to take another one of those 
w hat you call masculine vacations. 
Suppose I asked you to come along? 
Hal and Robert are going in to Klon- 

| dike, and I’m going to see them across 
the pass and down to the lakes, then 
return”—

He got no further, for the j oung man 
Dad sprung forw ard and gripped his 
hand. “My preserver!”

John Bellew was Immediately sus
picious. He had not dreamed the In
vitation would be accepted.

“ W hen do we sta rt?”
“It will be a hard trip. You’ll be tn 

the way.”
"No. 1 won’t. I’ll work.”
"Each man has to take a year’s sup

plies in with him. There'll be such a 
jam  the Indian packers won’t be able 
to handle 1L Hal and Robert will have 
to pack their outfits across themselves. 
T h a t’s w hat I’m going atoug for—to 
help them pack, if  you come you’ll 
have to do the same."

"W hen do we start?"
"Tomorrow.”
“You needn’t take It to yourself th a t 

your lecture has done it." Kit said at 
parting. “1 Just had to get away 
somewhere, anyw here, from O 'U ara." 

* * * • * « •  
K it Bellew landed through the m ad

ness of the Dyea beach, congested with 
the thousand pound outfits of thou 
sands of men. This immense mass of 
luggage and food, filing ashore In

ÀÛ
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A Young Woman Standing In the Door
way Had Caught His Eye.

mountains by the steam ers, was begin
ning slowly to dribble up the Dyea 
valley and across (Jhiikoot. It was a 
portage of tw enty eight miles and 
con Id be accomplished only ou the 
backs ot men.

Tende rest of the tem ierfeet was Kit 
Like many hundreds of others, lie ear 
ried a lji.tr revolver sw ung on a ca r
tridge belt. A strapping six foot In
dian passed him carrying an unusual

ly large pack. Kit swung to behind, 
admiring the splendid cd Ives of the 
mail and the grace and ease with 
which he moved along under his bur 
den The Indian dropped Ids pack ou 
the seales in front of the post, and Kit 
joined the group ut admiring gold rush 
ers who surrounded him The pack 
weighed 125 pounds, which fact was 
uttered hack and forth in tones of awe 

"Going to igike Lindemnu w ith .it. 
ad man?" Kit asked 

The Indian, swelling with pride, 
grunted an affirmative.

Here Kit slid out of the conversation. 
A young woman standing in the door
way had caught his eye. Unlike other 
women landing from the steam ers, she 
was neither short skirted nor bloomer 
clad. She was dressed as any woman 
traveling anyw here would be dressed 

Tlie bright beauty uud color of her 
oval face held him, and he looked over
long—looked till she resented, and her 
own eyes, long lashed and dark, met 
his in cool survey. From tils face they 
traveled tu evideut amusement down 
to the big revolver a t his thigh. Then 
her eyes came hack to his. and iu them 
was amused contempt. She turned to 
the man beside her and indicated Kit. 
The man glanced him over with the 
same amused contempt.

“Chekaku." the girl said.
The iran. who looked like a tram p In 

his cheap overalls and dilapidated 
woolen jacket, grinned dryly , and Kit 
felt withered, though he kuew uot why 

“ Did you see that man with the 
girl?” K it's neighbor asked Uiiu excit
edly. "Know who he is?”

Kit shouk liis head.
"Cariboo Charley. He was Just 

pointed out to me. He struck it big on 
Klondike. Old timer. Been on the 
1 uuon a dozen years. He’s ju st come 
out.”

"W hat does ohekuko’ uieuu?" Kit 
asked.

“You’re oue; I’m oue." was the an 
sw er- "tenderfoot."

Kit's first pack was a success. Up 
to Finnegan's Crossing they had man 
aged to get Indians to carry the 2.500 
pound outfit. From th a t point their 
own backs must do the work. They 
planned to move forw ard a t the rate 
of a  mile a day. It looked easy—on 
paper.

Since John Bellew was to stuy in 
camp and do the crooking, he would be 
unable to make more than  an occa
sional pack. So to each of the three 
young men fell the task of carrying 
800 pounds one mile each day. If they 
made fifty pound packs it meaiit a 
daily walk ot' sixteen miles loaded and 
of fifteen miles light, "because we 
don’t  back trip the last tim e." K it ex
plained the pleasant discovery. Eighty 
pound packs m eant nineteen miles 
travel each day. and 100 pound packs 
meant only fifteen miles.

"1 don’t  like walking.” said Kit, 
"therefore I shall carry 100 pounds.” 
He caught the grin of incredulity on 
bis uncle’s face and added hastily: 
"Of course I shall work up to it- I ’ll 
s ta rt with fifty.”

He did and ambled gayly along the 
trail. He dropped the sack at the next 
camp site and ambled back. It was 
easier than he had thought. But two 
miles had rubbed off the velvet of his 
strength and exposed the underlying 
softness. His second pack was sixty- 
five pounds. It was more difficult, and 
he no longer ambled. Several times, 
following the custom of all packers, he 
sa t dowu ou the ground, resting the 
pack behind him on a rock or stump. 
With the third pack be became bold 
He fastened the straps to  a ninety-five 
pound sack of beans and started. At 
the end of a hundred yards he felt 
th a t he m ust collapse. He sa t down 
and mopped his face.

“Short hauls and short rests.” he 
muttered. "T hat’s the trick.” 

Sometimes he did not make a bun 
dred yards, and each tim e he struggled 
to his feet for another short haul the 
pack became undeniably heavier. He 
panted for breath, and the sw eat 
stream ed from him. Before he had cov
ered a quarter of a mile he stripped off 
his woolen shirt and hung i t  on a tree. 
A little later he discarded his hat. At 
the end of half a mile he decided be 
was finished. As he sa t and panted 
his gaze fell upon the big revolver and 
the heavy cartridge belt.

“Ten pounds of Junk!” he sneered as 
he unbuckled i t

He did uot bother to bang It on a  
tree, but flung it into the underbrush.

His short hauls decreased. At times 
a hundred feet was all he could stag
ger, and then the ominous pounding of 
his heart against his eardrum s and the 
sickening tottering of his knees com- 

| pelled hint to rest. And his rests grew 
j longer. But his mind was busy. It 

was a tw enty-eight mile portage, which 
represented as many days, and th is by 
all accounts was the easiest part of it.

“W ait till you get to Cbilkoot,” otli 
ers told him as they rested and talked, 
“where you climb with hands and fe e t"  
"W ait till you hit the canyon. You’ll 
have to cross a raging to rrent on a 
sixty foot pine tree. No guide ropes, 
nothing, and the w ater boiling a t the 
sag of the log to your knees. If you 
fail with a pack ou your back there’s 
no getting out of the.straps. You ju st 
stay there and drown.”

He and the sack of beans became a 
peram bulating tragedy. It reminded 
him of the Old Man of the Sea who sat 

I on Sindhad’s neck. Again and again 
be w as nearly seduced by the thought 
of abandoning the sack of beans iu the 
brush and of sneaking around the 
vamp to the beach and catching a 
steam er for civilization.

Before the mile pack was ended if 
ever a man w as a wreck he was. As 
the end of the pack came In sight he 
strained himself in desperation, gained 
the camp site and pitched forw ard on 
his fate, the beans on his back It did 
not kill him. but he lay for fifteen min 
utes before be could summou sufficient 
shreds of strength  to release himself 
from the straps. Then he became

deathly sick and was so round by 
Robbie, who had similar troubles of 
his own.

"And I am twenty-seven years old 
and a roan." he privately assured him
self many rimes in the days that fol
lowed. There was need for It. At the 
end of a week, though he had suc
ceeded in moving his SfiO pounds for
ward a tu île a day. he had lost fifteen 
pounds of his own weight. His face 
was lean and haggard. All resilience 
had gone out of ills body and mind 
He no longer walked, but plodded, and 
on the back trips, traveling light, his 
feet dragged almost ns much as when 
he was loaded.

lie  had become a work animal. He 
fell asleep over his food, and his sleep 
was heavy and beastly save when he 
was aroused, screaming with agony, 
by the cram ps in Ills legs. Every part 
of him ached. He tram ped  on raw 
blisters.

When they had moved the outfit 
across the foot logs a t the mouth of 
the canyon they made a change in 
their [»Ians. Word had come across 
the pass th a t a t Lake IJndem an the 
last available trees for building boats 
were being cut The two cousins, with 
tools, whipsaw, blankets and grab on 
their backs, went on. leaving Kit nnd 
his uncle to hustle along the outfit 
John Bellew now shared the cooking 
with Kit. and both packed shoulder to 
shoulder T im e was flying, and on the 
peaks the first snow was falling. To 
tie caught on the wrong side of the 
pass meant a delay of nearly a year.

The older man put his iron back 
under 100 pounds Kit was shocked, 
but he gritted his teeth and fastened 
his own straps to 100 pounds. It 
hurt, but he had learned the knack, 
and his hody. purged of all softness 
and fat, was beginning to harden up 
with lean and bitter muscle.

Also he observed and devised. He 
took note of the head straps worn by 
the Indians and m anufactured one for 
himself, which he used in addition to 
the shoulder straps. It made things 
easier, so tha t lie began the practice 
of piling any light, cumbersome piece 
of luggage on top. Thus tie w as soou 
able to bend along with 100 pounds in 
the straps, fifteen or tw enty more ly 
tug loosely on top the pack and against 
his neck, an ax or a pair of oars in 
one hand and in the other the nested 
cooking pails of the camp.

But work as they would the toil in
creased. The trail grew more rugged: 
their packs grew heavier, and each day 
saw  the snow line dropping dowu the 
mountains, while freight jumped to 60 
cents. No word came from the cousins 
beyond, so they knew they must be at 
work chopping down the standing 
trees and whipsawiug them into boat 
planks.

CHAPTER II.
The Making of a Man.

J
OHN BELLEW  grew anxious. 

Capturing a buucb of Indians 
backtripping front Lake Linde- 
mau. he persuaded them to put 

their straps ou the outfit. They charg
ed 30 cents a pound to carry it to the 
summit of Cbilkoot, and It nearly 
broke him. As it was, some 400 
pounds of clothes bags and camp out
fit were uot bandied. He rem aiued be
hind to move it along, dispatching Kit 
with the Indians. At the sum m it Kit 
was to remain, slowly moving his ton 
until overtaken by the 400 pounds with 
which his uncle guaranteed to catch 
him.

K it plodded along the trail with his 
Indian packers. At the end ot a quar
ter of a mile he desired to rest. But 
the Indians kept on. He stayed with 
them and kept his place iu the line. 
At the half mile he was convinced that 
he was incapable of another step, yet 
he gritted his teeth, kept his place and 
a t the end of the mile was amazed 
rhat he w as still alive.

Then, in some strange way. came 
the thing called second wind, and the 
next mile w as alm ost easier than  the 
first. The th ird  mile nearly killed him. 
but. though half delirious with pain 
and fatigue, hç never whimpered. And 
then when he felt he m ust surely faint 
came the rest. Instead of sitting  in 
the straps, as was the custom of the 
white packers, the Indians slipped out 
of the shoulder and head straps and 
lay a t ease, talking and smoking.

A full half hour passed before they 
made another s t a r t  To Kit’s surprise 
be found himself a fresh man. and 
"long hauls and long rests” became bis 
newest motto.

The pitch of Chllkoot was all he had 
heard of it. and many were the occa 
sions when he climbed with hands as 
well as feet. But when he reached 
the  crest of the divide in the thick of 
a dnVÎnS snow squall it was in the 
company of Iiî? I l i a n s ,  and his secret 
pride was th a t he come through 
with them and n e \er s<lu®a!e<I and 
never lagged.

When lie had paid off the Indians 
and seen them depart a stormy dark 
ness was falling, and he was left alone, 
a thousand feet above tim ber line, on 
the backbone of a mountain. Wet to 
the waist, famished and exhausted, he 
would have given a year's Income for 
a fire and a cupful of coffee. Instead, 
he ate half a dozen cold flapjacks and 
crawled into the folds of the partly un
rolled tent.

In the morning, stiff from his labors 
and numb with the frost, he rolled out 
of the canvas, a te  a couple of pounds 
of uncooked bacon, buckled the straps 
on a hundred pounds and went down 
the rocky way. Several hundred yards 
beneath the trail led across a small 
glacier and down to C rater lake. Oth 
er men packed across the glacier. All 
that day he dropped his packs at the 
glacier's iqqjer edge, and by virtue of 
the shortness of the pack he put his 
straps on 150 pounds each load. His 
astonishm ent a t being able to do It 
never abated.

Unwashed, un warmed, his clothing 
wet with sw eat, he slept another night 
in the canvas.

In the early morning he spread a 
tarpaulin on the ice. loaded it with 
three-quarters of a ton and started to 
pull. Where the pitch of the glacier 
accelerated, his load likewise accelerat
ed. overran him. scooped him in on top 
and ran away with liim.

A hundred packers, bending under 
their loads, stepped to watch him. He 
yelled frantic warnings, and those in 
his path stum bled and staggered clear. 
Below, on the lower edge of the gla
cier, was [«Itched a small tent, which 
seemed leaping toward him, so rapidly 
did it grow larger. l ie  left the beaten 
track where the packers' trail swerved 
to the left and struck a pitch of fresh 
snow. This arose about him in frosty 
smoke, while it reduced his speed. He 
saw the tent the instant he strack  It. 
carrying away the corner guys, burst
ing in the front flaps and fetching up 
inside, still on top of the tarpaulin and 
In the midst of his grab  sacks.

The tent rocked drunkeuly. and in 
the frosty vapor he found himself face 
to face with a startled young woman
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“Did you see my smoke?’’ he queried 

cheerfully.

who was sitting up in her blanket*— 
the very one who had called him a ten
derfoot a t  Dyea.

“Did you see my smoke?” he queried 
cheerfully.

She regarded him with disapproval. 
“It was a mercy you did not overturn 
the stove,” she said.

He followed her glance and saw * 
sheet iron stove and a coffeepot, at
tended by a young squaw. He sniffed 
the coffee aud looked back to the girt.

“I’ve shed tny shooting irons,” he 
said.

Then she recognized him, and her 
eyes lighted. ”1 never thought you’d 
get this far." she informed him.

Again, and greedily, he sniffed the 
air. "As I live, coffee!" He turned and 
directly addressed her: “ I’ll give you 
my little fin g er-cu t It off right now— 
i’ll do anything; I’ll be your slave for 
a year and a day or any other old time, 
if you’ll give me a cup out of that p ot” 

And over the coffee be gave his name 
and learned hers, Joy GastelL Also be 
learned th a t site was an old timer iu 
the country. She bad been born in a 
trading post on the G reat Slave und as 
a child had crossed the Rockies with 
her father and come down to the Yu
kon. She was going In. she said, with 
her father, who had been delayed by 
business in Seattle.

in view of the fact th a t she was still 
in her blankets, be did Dot make It a 
long conversation, and, heroically de
clining a  second cupful of coffee, he re
moved himself nnd his quarter of a 
ton of baggage from her te n t  Further, 
he took several conclusions away with 
him—she had a fetching name and 
fetching eyes, could not be more titan 
tw enty or twenty-one or twenty-two, 
her father must be French, she had a 
will of her own. tem peram ent to bum  
and she had been educated elsewhere 
than  on the frontier.

The last pack from I^ong lake to 
Linderman was three tulles, aud the 
trail rose up over a thousand foot hog
back. dropped down a scram ble of slip
pery rocks and crossed a wide stretch 
of swamp. John Bellew rem onstrated 
when he saw Kit rise with a hundred 
pounds in the straps and [tick up a 
fifty pound sack of Hour aud place it 
on top of the pack against the back of 
his neck.

"Come on. you chunk of the hard.” 
Kit retorted. “Kick In on your bear 
meat fodder and your one suit of un
derclothes.”

But John Bellew shook bis head. 
"I’m afraid I'm getting old. Christo
pher.”

"A vuncular, I want to tell you some
thing Important. 1 was raised a Lord 
Fauntleroy, but 1 can outpack you. out
walk you. put you on your back or lick 
you with tuy fists right now.”

John Bellow th rust out his hand. 
"Christopher, my boy. I believe you 
-an do it. I believe you can do It with 
that pack on your back a t the same 
time. You've made good. boy. though 
it’s too unthinkable to believe."

Kit made the round trip  of the laat 
pack four tim es a day. xvhich is to say 
that he daily covered twenty-four 
miles of mountain climbing, twelve 
jtiles of It under 150 pounds. He was

Continued on Paye Four.
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