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all sizes.

We are the sole agents in North
CeNTEMERI GLOVES.  Our stock, as usual, is amply complete.

Other Centemeri Gloves, $1.75 to $1.50.

sal—White Kid Gloves—16- . 3

skin; splendid quality; regular $2.5(1))v3;l:'§?n i Wit Jsalt,
White Kid loves—20-button length; all sizes. Pair $4.95
n Kid Gloves—I16-button length; $3.75 value.
KRid Gloves—Double
3 Big value in these gloves.
IKayser’s Silk Gloves—Double finger tips; 16-button length.

Meyer's Kid Gloves—Real F
Mail order price

HEARNE DRY GOODS CO.

Shreveport, Louisiana
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rench kid; black, white and tan;

Louisiana for the famous imported

Pair..... ... %198

Pair .. $2.45

Pair .
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Cotton

»

4

| To obtain full market value for cotton you must
have a broad market, with free competition. To
borrow money on cotton advantageously you must
have a bonded warehouse receipt to offer as collat-
eral. We enjoy the above advantages, and solicit
your cotton shipments.
€ You will find our Office and Sample Rooms at
the corner of Commerce and Travis Streets.

PROLOGUE.

It isthe " Hi! You! Mash
on! Chook! Chook!" spirit
—the vim, dash and “go" of
a hustling mining country
like the Yukon—that Jack
London hus put into these
Smoke Bellew stories. Mr.
London writes of real men
—men whose daily job is to
join issue with danger and
sudden death with never a

the plaing by ox team in the tifties,
and in him was thix same hardness,
and the harduness of u childhood spent
in the conquering of n npnew land.
“You're not living rizht. Christopher.
I'm ashamed of yuu. Your father was
a man, every inch of him. | think he'd
have whale! all this musical and artis-
tic tomfoolery out ot you.”
“Alas! these degenerate days,” Kit
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 belleve”—

waleh ne
o

moved along under his bur
The indiin dropped his pack on
in frout of the post. and Kit

the setles

ullered back and forth w toues of awe
“oing to Lake Lindeman with it
¢ mant’ Kit askea
The indinn swelling
gruouted an atlirmuative
Here Kit siid our of the conversatiou.
A young woini standiug in the doer-
iy had canght his eye. Uunlike other

with pride.

traveled 1o evident awmusewent down
to the big revolver at his thigh, Then
Ler eyes cillue back to his, and in them
wias amused contempt, Sbe turned to
the many beside ber and jodicated Kit
The wan zianced him over with the
Saile amused contempt.

“Chekako,” the gir] said.

The van, who looked like a trawp In
his cheap overalls and dilapidated
woolen jucket, grinned dryly, and Kit
felt withered, though he knew not why

“Did you see that wman with the
girl?" Kit's veighbor asked hiw excit-
edly. “Know who he is?"

Kit shouk his head.

“Cariboo  Charley. He was just

“And | am twenty-seven years old
and a ean” he privately assured him-
self many simes in the days that fol-

ward a mile a day. he had lost fifteen
pounds of his own weight. His fiace
was lean and haggard. Al resilience
hiad gone out of his body and mind
He no longer walked. but plodded, and

{on the back trips, traveling light. his
{ feet drazged almost as mnceh as when
| he was londed.

the canyon they made a change in
their plans. Word bad come across
the pass that at Lake Lindeman the
Inst available trees for building boats
were heing ent. The two cousins, with
tools, whipsaw. blankets and grub en
their backs. went on, leaving Kit and
his uncle to hustle along the ontfit.
John Bellew now shared the cooking
with Kit, and both packed shoulder to
shoulder Time was fiying, and on the
peiks the first snow was failing. To
be 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.

% ) “l1 knew. 'I'wentyseven. You fin-| pointed out to me. He struck it big on | 2"t '“"-"‘""'"‘d f“s “'"‘“‘ and f:;’f[*'“‘;d
whimper. You can’t help ished college at twenty-two. You've | Kiondike Old timer. Been on the | DS 0Wn straps to 100 pounds. It
but he had learned the knack,

feeling the thrill that rans

| dabbled and played and friiled for five

Yukon a dozen years. He's just come

hurt,
and his body, purzed of all softness

tn the veins of these iron years. Before God and man, of what | vut.” : = , o
muscled: giants of the gold use are you When | was your age| ~What does ‘cheknko’ meant Kit | “1d f"f' was, b‘i"’“"i"* -ul) barden ap
| I bad one suit of underclothes. 1 was | usked. with lean and bitter muscle,

fields, particalarly since
Jack London, a good, husky
figure of a man himself,
has been through many of
the adventures he writes
abont and has the knack of
taking you along and of
making you ‘‘hit the trail”
with him.© “Smoke,” once a
tenderfoot,- now a sure
enough sour dough, has the
test of his life in one story
and is saved from defeat by

riding with the cattle in Coluso. |
was bard as rocks. and | could sleep on
a rock. | lived on jerked beef and
bear meat. | am n better man physi-
cally right vow than you are. You
weigh about 165. | can throw you
right now or thrash you with my fists.”

“It doesn't take a physical prodigy
to mop up cocktails or pink tea,” Kit
murmured deprecatingly. “Besides, 1
wasn't brought up right. Now, if when
I was a youngster | had tuaken some of
those intensely masculine vacations
you go in for—I wonder why you didn't
invite me sometimes?”

“Yon're one; I'm one,” was the an
swer-“tenderfoot.™

Kit's tirst pack was a success. Up
to Finnegan's Crossing they bad man.
aged to get Iudians to carry the 2,500
pound outfit.  Irom that point their
own backs must do the work. They
planned to wove forward at the rate
of a mile a day. It looked easy—on
paper,

Since John Bellew was to stay In
cawmp and do the covking, he would be
unable to make more than an ocea-
sfoual pack. So to each of the three
young men fell the task of carrying
If they

Also be observed and devised. He
took note of the head straps worn by
the Indians and manufactured one for
himselt, which he used in addition to
the shoulder straps. It made things
ensfer, so that he began the practice
of piling any light, cumbersome piece
of lugguge on top. Thus he was soon
able to bend along with 100 pounds in
the straps, fifteen or twenty more ly-
g loosely on top the pack and against
kis 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:
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In the early morning he spread a
tarpanlin on the ice. loaded it with
three-quarters of a ton and started to

. o Jetned the group of admiring gold rusy | 'owed. There was need for it. At the | pull.  Where the pitech of the glacier
Centemeri Florine Gloves—Real French kid; high grade ers who surrounded tim Phe pack | etd of a week. though be had sne- | yecelerated. his lond likewise accelerat-
French kid; plain backs; white, black and colors. Pair...... $:2.00 welzhed 125 pounds. which fact was | cecded In moving his 800 pounds for- | ed, overran bim, scooped him in on top

and ran away with him

A hundred packers, bending under
their loads, stopped to watch him. He
velled frantic wuarnings. and those In
his path stumbled and staggered clear.
Below, on the lower edge of the gla-
cler, was pitched a small tent, which
seemed leaping toward him, so rapidly

A popular glove with many. Pair . R $1.50 wotlien lnndiag frow the steiuers, sbhe | He had become a work animal.  He | did it grow larger. e left the beaten
('h:nuuisvt} e Gloves—16-button length; natural, gray, white \.\ uuf{.lmr ’sluon' s‘mm:u nor lm.mmer z feil asleep over his food. and his sleep | track where the packers’ trail swerved
and black. $1 and i B o o me e B0 clitd, She was dressed as any woman | was heavy and beastly save when he | to the left and struck a pitch of fresh
Grinnel’s Gauntlets—For auto and driving; black, tan and traveling lllll}'“'n-vre .\\‘uulu be dressed was aroused. screaming with agony, | snow. This arose about him in frosty
gray. Pair,$3.50,83and ... T &e 00 Che Lright beauty aud coler of her | hy the cramps in his legs. Every part | smoke, while it reduced bis speed. He
Children’s Kid Gloves—White and tan. Pair......._ §1.25 oval fuce _held ~m“.]' dud he looked over | of him ached. He tramped on raw | saw the tent the instant be struck It,
Children’s Mittens—Red, white and light biue; sizes, one to Copyright, 1914, by the Wheeler Syndicate. :,0\:‘:—;:'::&:‘0:“ :.:T: l:sﬁzfjwliu::d :,e: [blisters, carrying away the corner guys, burst-
five years. Pair. .. SN T 25 M sur\“_cv ;,'m‘n i T m: When ther had moved the outfit | Ing in the front flaps and fetching up
Boys’ Gauntlets—Boy Scout style. Pair. .. B0¢ | B " 6 Y | neross the foot logs at the mouth of | tside, still on top of the tarpaulin and

in the midst of his grub sacks.

The tent rocked drunkenly. and in
the frosty vapor he found himself face
to face with a startled young woman

THERICKS COMPANY, Limited

Shreveport, Louisiana
35-26

800 pounds one wile each day.
made tifty pound packs it weant a
daily walk of sixteen miles loaded and
of fifteen miles light, *“because we

The older man looked at his nephew
with unconceuled disgust. “Well, I'm
going to take unother one of those
what you call mascuiine vacations.

a mere girl. In another he
drops, ashe supposes, to sud-
den death to save the life of

their packs grew heavier, and each day
saw the snow line dtopping down the
mountains, while freight jumped to G0
cents. No word came from the cousins
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For Sale—Farms

)

§ 80, 100, 150 and 200-acre, well improved farms, con-
venient to railroals and schools. If you want a farm at
the very lowest prices, write to us and we will mail you

a friend. Beyond question
Jack London has struck the
rich "“mother lode" of fic-
tion in these wonderful sto-
ries.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Taste ot the Meat.
N the veginuiug he was Christo

*1 have just seen a copy ot the Bil

Suppose | asked you to come along?
Hal and Robert are going in to Kion-
dike, and I'm going to see them ncross
the pass and down to the lakes, then
return” —

He got no further, for the young man
bad sprung forward and gripped his
hand. *“My preserver!”

John Bellew was lmmediately sus
picious. He had not dreanmed the In-
vitation would be accepted.

“When do we start?”

have to do the same.

don’t back trip the last time,” Kit ex-
plained the pleasant discovery. Eighty
pound packs meant nineteen iniles
travel each day, and 100 pound packs
meant only tifteen miles.

1 don’t like walking,” said Kit,
“therefore | shall carry 100 pounds.”
He caught the grin of incredulity on
bis uncle’s face and added hastily:
~Ot course | shall work up to it. I'li
start with ffty.”

He did and ambled gayly along the

pack behind bhim on a rock or stump.

beyond, so they knew they must be at
work chopping down the standing
trees and whipsawing them into boat
planks.

CHAPTER Il
The Making of a Man.

OHN BELLEW grew anxious.
Capturing a bunch of Indians
backtripping from Lake Linde-
man, he persuaded them to put

untl overtaken by the 400 pounds with

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

who was sitting up In her blankets—
the very one who bad called him a ten.
derfoot at 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.

- . - ther Bellew. By the titne he was “ e E , 3 :
y a list of good cnes. Prices, $12.50 per acre and up; i S e b s Ohos | o2 WIN bl Bard U, Yo De uj A0 Hodrepped “’Ie sack :‘ “:e nest |\ eir straps on the outtit. They charg- | He followed ber glauce and saw & d
) L o . § ke be had e e LAMS | the way. camp site and ambled back. It was d 30 cents u pound to carry it to the | *heet Iron stove and a coffeepot, at- 7
easy terms. Let us hear from you at once. Bellew.  Later in the botemian | No. I won't. Il work.” ensier than he had thought. But two bou i ST chadind by %, youtk: Roatr. s siadios :
. crowd ot San Francisco he was called | ~Each man bas to take a year's sup | wiles had rubbed off the velvet of his T’“";f"“h"r (,hllko.ot. ff"d tmneu;'o_r) the coffee and looked back to the girl. ;
Kit Bellew. Apd in the end be wis | plies in with bhim. There'll be such u | strength and esposed the underlying m\?h ifmd tﬁs bt “:i‘d :zme oats|  “Tve sbied ‘my sheoting o™ ke
w. Ko WH LSON, Jl'. I.;ml)\\'u b)\nu tloer name than Smoke | jan the Indian packers won't be able | softness. His second pack was sixty- g:'i"}em l:mt t?unfi?eduxsﬂe remaluzd be- | sald.
3 ellew. Nor would it have happencd | to handle it Hal and Robert will bave | five pounds. It was more difficult, and . . N iyl o
3 Real Estale Agent = Shreveport, La. bad he 0ot bud u foud mother 2nd 0 | 1o pack thelr outlits across themseives. | he no longer ambled. Several times, | iid 1o move it along, dispatching Kit | geﬁ";:z; Aeguieg B At e
518 First National Bank Bullding fron uncle 8ud had he not recelved # | Thar's what I'm going along tor—to | following the custom of all packers, he w':h‘:)hi :nil::n:io“.ilt t;z:;:}mn;;: t:n: "it thl; lar;' o lll:l‘:i‘l:ntedoz{l:mt you
it » . " 211 o 4 . .
1: 19-4 letter from Gilet Bellamy, help them pack. It you come you'll [ sat down on the ground. resting the was e e =

Again, and greedily, be sniffed the

> et T X o y h ele guaranteed to catch | air. “As I live, coffee!” He turn
. low,” Gillet wrote from Parls.  “Of | “When do we start?’ With the third pack be became bold :il:l:(‘b . Sl directly nddressed ber: “I'll m::l;:“d
- course f) Hara will succeed with I‘L “Tomorrow.” He fastened the straps to a ninety-five Kit it wton T couth A S ] Y l\tile S ik lt-on' St reprt
&*********** But he’s missing some tricks. Go | “you needn't take it to yourself that | pound sack of beans and started. At lndhmp ackers. At theend:of @ quar | P45 anythitie: Ul by yoor sk i
° #% | down and see him. Let nim think | gour lecture has done it Kit said at | the end of a hundred yards he felt P ile he desired to rest: ‘But | a'yenr and a:day o any other ol ¥in
We Pay 4 Per Cent thes're your own suggestions. Above | parting. 1 just had to get aw: 1 H a torof ia, il lio desire n : L %
0 l ay - 11. don’t forg ake him tire th: PATUDE. a 0. Be ?-S that:tie. must collapse. @rsat: down the Indians kept on. He stayed with | if you'll give me a cup out of that pot.”
Interest on : = \:':1‘» "‘rﬁ‘t wu:’ FLAE \; "’, wd f_: somewhere, anywhere, from O'Hara.” | and mopped bis face. them and kept his place in the line. | ‘And over the coffee he gave his name
° < u o's doing the musica! and ar . & - % = = - “Short hauls and short rests” he p -
i B ¥ K g nvinced that | and learned hers, Joy Gastell
Excu I'Sl ons Time Deposits criticism.  Another thing. Tell hin t0 | por poyo 10 dod through the mad. | muttered. “That's the trick.” At the half mile he was co ¥ Gastell. Alsv he

The Cotton Belt Route
will sell round-trip tickets

to the...

Southeast

and stations in Arkansas,
Louisiana and many other

points at...

Very

Low Fares

Long Return Limit

Y This is your chance to visit the
old home and friends at little cost.

Ask your home ticket agent for complete
Information as to rates, train service, etc.,

E. W. LaBeaume,

St. Louis, Mo.
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Avenue Garage

1322-4-6-8 Teras Avenue

Shreveport

The skillful repairing of

9 Every loan made by our
bank is carefully consider-
ed, as is evidenced by the
fact that 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?

9] We want your busi-

ness and in return will

render you prompt and +

accurate service.
23

Bank of Benton

Benton, La.
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|9 I have purchased all the remaining

buildings, trams, sheds and foundations
at Bolinger, as well as enough of the
new lumber to take care of the local
trade. Any one wanting lumber wiil
find a stock on hand there, at low prices.
Will handle Windows, Doors, Lime,
Brick, Cement and Shingles. I expect
to handle all kinds of building material.
9 Come and see me. Yours truly,

45-tt R. C. PURCELL.

Where the Big Crowd Eats
When in Shreveport

kick around and get sume gink te turn
ont n live serial and to put into it the
real romance and glamour and color of
San Francisco.”

And down to the otfice of the Bii-
low wents Kit Bellew faithfully to in-
struct. O'Hara  listened. O'Hara
agreed, O'Hura tired the dub who
wrote criticisms. f'urther, when
O'Hara wanted anything no triend
could deny nbim. Before Kit Bellew
could escape from the office he had
becume an associnte editor, had agreed
to write weekly columns of criticism
till somwe decent pen was found and
had pledged himself to write a weekly
tnstalliment of 10,000 words on the San
Francisco serfal—and all this without
pay. ‘The Billow wasn't paying yet.
O'Huara expliined.

Luckily for Kit he had nis own in- |

come.  Small 1t was compared with
some, yvet it was large enough to en-
able him to beloug o severil clubs

the Billow, in perennial
sorbed his cash as well as his brains

priut, and the otfice boy, who frequent-
Iy refused to officiate. At such tiwes
O'Hara tovked at Kit, and Kit did the
rest.

\When the stenmship Excelsior arriv- |

ed from Alaska, bringing the news of
the Klondike strike that set the coun-
try mad, Kit made a purely frivolous
proposition.

“Look bere, O'Hara,” be said, “This
gold rush is going to be big-the duys
of 49 over again. Suppose | cover it
for the Billow? I'll pay my own ex-

distress, ab- |

ness of the Dyea beach, congested with
the thousand - pound outfits of thou-
sands of men. This lmmerse mass of
luggage and food. tung ashore in
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Sometimes he did not make a bun-
dred yards, and each time he struggied
to his feet for another short haunl the
pack became undeniably heavier. He
panted for breath, and the sweat
streamed from him. Before he had cov-
ered a quarter of a mile he stripped off
his woolen shirt and hung it on a tree.
A little later be discarded his hat. At
the end of half a mile he decided he
was finished. As bhe sat and panted
bis gaze fell upon the big revolver and
the heavy cartridge belt.

“Ten pounds of junk!” he sneered as
he unbuckled it.

He did not bother to bang it on a
tree. but tlung 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 eardrums and the
| sickening tottering of his knees com-
! pelled him to rest. And his rests grew

| represented as many days. and this by
| all accounts was the easiest part of it.
“Wait till you get to Chilkoot,” oth-

i"“’ait till you hit the canyon. You'll
| have to cross u raging torrent on a
sixty foot pine tree. No guide ropes,

| nothing, and the water boiiing at the |

| sug of the log to your knees. If you
fall with a pack on your back there’s
no getting ont of the straps. You just
stay there and drown.”

He and the sack of beans became a
perambulating tragedy. It reminded
him of the Old Man of the Sea who sat
on Sindbad's neck. Again and again
be was nearly seduced by the thought
of abanduning the sack of beans in the

he was incapable of another step, yet
he gritted his teeth, kept his place and
at the end of the mile was amazed
that he was still alive.

Then, in some strange way, came
the thing called second wind, and the
pext mile was almost easier than the
first. The third mile nearly killed him,
but, though half delirious with pain
and fatigue. hg never whimpered. And
then when he felt he must surely falnt
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 at ease, talking and smoking.

A fuli balf hour passed before they
made another start. To Kit's surprise
he found himself a fresh man. and
“long hauls and long rests” became his
newest motto.

The pitch of Chilkoot was all he had
heard of it. and many were the ocea

a dnving soow squall it was in the
'3 i e
company of uis [ndians, and his <ecret

pever lagged.

When he had paid off the Indians
and seen them depart a stormy dark-
ness was falling, and be was left itlone,
a thousand feet above timber line. ou
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. Instend,
he ate half a dozen cold tlapjacks 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

learned that she was an old timer In
the country. She bad been born in n
trading post on the Great Slave and as
a child bad crossed the Rockies with
her father and come down to the Yu-
kon. She was going in, she sald, with
her father, who had been delayed by
business in Seattle.

[n view of the fact that she was still
in her blankets, he did not make it a
long conversation, and, heroically de-
clining n second cupful of coffee, be re-
.moved himself and his quarter of a
ton of baggage from her tent. Further,
he took several conclusions nway with
him—she had a fetching aame und
fetching eyes. could not be more than
twenty or twenty-one or twenty-two,

*her father wust be French, she bhad a

will of her own, temperament to buen
and she had been educated elsewhere
than on the frontier.

The last pack from Long lake to

¥ sions when he climbed with hands as| Linderman was thri il d th
, er.  But his mind was busy. It | ©OUS W e ee. inlicy, ena. th
OF write the undersigned. We will be Mg maintain n stedio in the Labn [ioBBer - well as feet. But when he reached | trail rose up over a thousand foot hog.
; . o 2 . L w renty-eig i g TN 3 S $ vot -

Pleased to arrange the details of your trip. 2,",.%,**&33**4‘***“ quarter. Yet he was always broke, for | was a twenty-eight wile portage, which the crest of the divide lu the thick of

back, dropped down a scramble of slip-
pery rocks and crossed a wide stretch
of swamp. John Beliew remonstrated

crears | Lumber for Sale | e eer 0 i S e e | e e B S G| oL 6 i 3 e
St.L.S.W.R’ : i el | “where v i 3 P | wi hem ‘er squealed and ounds in the straps and pick u
y printers. who periodically refused to | | “where you climb with hands and feet. ith the nd nev p ! I VA

fifty pound sack of flour and place it
on top of the pack agninst the back of
his peck.

“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 bhis head
“I'm afraid I'm getting old, Christo-
pher.”

“*Avuncular, 1 want to tell you some-
thing important. I was raised a Lord
Fauntleroy, but 1 can outpack you. out-
walk you, put you on your back or lick

nses.” . 1 -
Au t Oom Ob i l €S pPO'Hum shook bis head. “Can't spare | A Young Woman s“"d':‘g '"E"“ Door- | rush aad of sneaking around the | of the cunvas, ate a couple of pounds | you with my fists right now.
”'The COIu’llbia yon from the office, Kit. Then there's Wy, Mg Cabighe (e = ae. ramp to the beach and catehing a | of uncooked bacon, buckled the straps | Jobn Bellew thrust out his hand.

Your Business Solicited
All Work Guaranteed

Restaurant and Lunch Room

521 Market Street

that serial.”

The next Kit beard of the Kloudike |
was when he dropped into the cluh |

mountiains by the steamers. wias begin-
aing siowly to dribble up the Dyea
valley and across Chilkoot. It was a

steamer for civilization.
Before the mile pack was ended if
ever a man was a wreck he was.

As |

| on a bundred pounds and went down

the rocky way. Several hundred yards
beneath the trail led across a small

“Christopker. my boy. | believe youn
«an do it. 1 believe you can do it with
that pack on your back at the same
time. You've made good, boy. though
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that afternoon and encountered bis an- | portige of twentreizht miles and | the end of the pack came in sight he glacier and down to Crater lake. Oth- t .
!:,';? = cle. “Hello. avuncular reiative,” Kit | ¢dnid be accomplished only on the | xtrained himself in de-sper‘:ltlum g:l‘;qud :l‘ lt":l l':l;!'k-'g n(‘rn:]s t:'he ;:hllt"ker“ .-}Il it :{‘!tﬂoml;!;?lltl;]lsl:(l,("nt,«{; 'E‘r.z.l;\m:;. i
ini sas 2 eeted. “Won't you join me?” | backs of men, the eamp site and pitched forwurd on wmt day he dropped his packs at the
R Phon: ; tio?xlg;nt%ep?;i,o,; for Jalivs tn ek pous nge ordered a cocktail, hll.the uncle | Tenderest of the tenderfeet was Kit | bis face. the beans on his back It did | glacier’s upper edge. and by virtue of | 2ack four times a day. which is to say
PRI G 0 _ glaneed with firritated disapproval at | Like many hundreds of others. he ear | not kill him, but he lay for fifteen min ‘ the shortness of the pack he put his f.h:‘It he daily r-overe.d twenty-four
-9 Wheznils,segrsitsra and other Sea Foods the cocktafl and on to his nephew’s | ried a big revolver swung on a car- | utes before he could summon suificient i straps on 150 poun(?x‘ ench. lond. Fis | miles of monntnh’l climbing, twelve
: G. L. WILSON, Prop’r | @ p . face. John Bellew came of the old | 1#dze belt. A strapping six foot in- shreds of strength to release himself | astonishment at being abie to do It | Diles of it under 150 pounds. He was
2 ° | Courteous treatment, clean linen, and | porg ana hardy stock that bad crossed | dinn passed him carrying an unusual- | from the straps. Then he became i never nbated.

wholesome food at popular prices. Continued on Page Four.
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