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L e t U s  F il l  t h e  
X-mas Stockings
Our big, varied stocks fairly thrive with tempting, seasonable, 
appropriate and appreciative Christmas suggestions. You will 
find shopping here, either by mail or in person, delightful and 
convenient. If uudecided as to the gifts you will give send us a 
list of those you will remember and the total sum you desire to 
spend, we will fill the list with an appropriate gift for each person, 
and spend your money in a manner highly satisfactory to you.

—a few suggestions:
For Father: A box of cigars, humidor of tobacco, pipe, or a
safety razor and shaving accessories, a fountain pen or a travel
ing kit, a Thermos bottle or a pocket knife. ,For Mother: A 
manicure set, dressing table articles of Parisian ivory, a clock, 
WHITMAN’S CANDIES, toilet articles, picture frames, hand 
mirror, powder box, stationery, etc. And for all others in the 
family and on your lift are gifts here sure to please.

t w m
Texas a t Market S tre e t, Shreveport 
Telephones, 637

¥

C otton

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. .

T he HICKS COMPANY, Limited
Shreveport, Louisiana
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1 For S a le— Farm s :
s !$ 80, 100, 150 and 200-acre, well improved farms, con- *
2 venient to railroals and schools. If you want a farm at £
J the very lowest prices, write to us and we will mail you * 
2 a list of good ones. Prices, $12.50 per acre and up ; 2 
2 easy terms. Let us hear from you at once. 2

1 W . K . W IL S O N , J r .  j
S Real Estale Agent =  Shreveport, La. g
2  518 First National Bank Building •
• •
•  49-4 •

ij| We Pay 4 Per Cent ^  
T Interest on 2% Time Deposits ^

jk 1 Every loan made by our
bank is carefully consider- jg  
ed, as is evidenced by the *T 

^4 fact that we have been in 4^ 
^•r business eleven years and ^  

have never lost a dollar o" jjL 
jt a loan. Can you deposit -  
t. your money in a bank with £  
v  a better record ?

•j \\ e want your busi
ness and in return will 
render you prompt and 
accurate service.

I  Bank of Benton %
^  B enton, La. ^

X  *1* •-j« »44 *1* *1* ■‘T* *|* ijMF*

Lumber for Sale
il 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 will 
finci 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. 
*5 Come and see me. Yours truly

45-« R. C. PURCELL.

SMOKE
BELLEW

t

By
JACK

LONDON

Copyright, 1914. by the Wheeler 
Syndicate

SYNOPSIS.
C h ris to p h e r Uellew. a  tenderfoo t, s ta r ts  

fo r th e  K londike in a  «old ru sh  an d  pluck- 
ilv w orks a t th e  back  b reak ing  to il of 
pack ing  fre igh t.

H e m eets  a  beau tifu l girl. Jo y  G astell, 
d e se rts  h is  own p a rty , and  he and  Shorty , 
a  new  acq u a in tan ce , h ire  out to  tw o 
w ea lth y  p ro specto rs. Joy  has n icknam ed  
him  “ Sm oke."

CHAPTER III.
The New Gentleman’s Man.

\L F  the time the wind blew a 
gale and Smoke Bellow stng- 
gered against It along the 
lake beach. In the gray of 

dawn a dozen boats were being loaded 
with the precious outfits packed across 
Chilkoot. They were clumsy, home
made boats, put together by men who 
were not boat builders out of plnnks 
they had sawed hy hand from green

F o r S a le  :
A good combination horse, gentle, and i 
will worn anywhere. Dun in color, with I
nlnolr mano to ll ___t. ,  _ I

Where the Biß Crowd Eats 
When in Shreveport

^The Columbia
Restaurant and Lunch Room 

521 M arket S tre e t

black mane and tail—marks horse trad
ers look tor—about U or 15 hands high 
weight about UIOO pounds; old enough I «
to know his own business. rKn™ k! Game, Oysters and other Sea Foods

when in season.

Dining parlor for ladies in back por
tion of the room.

own business. (Soon be
comes attached to the man who carries 
the crib key.) For price and pedigree 
apply at this office. Courteous treatment, clean linen, and 

wholesome food at popular prices. u

spruce tree«. One boat, already loaded, 
was just starting, and Kit paused to 
watch.

Tills wind, which was fair down the 
lake, here blew iu squarely on the 
beach, kicking up a misty sea iu the 
shallows. The men of the departing 
boat waded In high rubber boots as 
they shoved it out toward deeper wa
ter. Twice they did this. Clamberiug 
aboard aud failiug to row clear, tile 
boat was swept back anï! grounded. 
Kit noticed that tbe spray on the sides 
of the hont quickly turned to Ice. The 
third attempt was a partial success. 
The last two nieu to climb in were wet 
to their waists, but the boat was a float. 
They struggled awkwardly at the 
heavy oars and slowly worked off 
shore. Then they hoisted a sail made 
of blankets, had It carried away iu a 
gust and were swept a third time back 
on the freest ug beach.

Kit griuned to himself and went on. 
This was what be must expect to eu 
counter, for he, too, in his new ro'e of 
gentleman's man was to start from the 
beach in a similar boat that very day 

Everywhere men were at work, and 
at work desperately, for the closing 
down of winter was so imminent that 
It was a gumble whether or not they 
would get across the great chain of 
lakes before tbe freezeup. Yet when 
Kit arrived at the tent of Messrs. 
Sprague and Stine be did not find them 
stirring.

By a fire, under the shelter of a tar 
pauiin. squatted a short, thick man. 
•‘Hello!*’ be said. “Are you Mr. 
Sprague’s new man?’

Kit nodded.
“Well. I’m Doc Sllne's man.” the 

other went on. “I’m five feet two inch
es long, an' my name's Shorty—Jack 
Short, for short Sit down au’ have 
some grub. The bosses ain’t turned 
out yet.”

Thomas Stanley Sprague was a bud
ding mining engineer and tbe son of a 
millionaire. Dr. Adolph Stine was also 
tbe son of a wealthy father, and 
through their fathers both had beeu 
backed by an investing syndicate in 
the Klondike adventure.

“Oh. they’re sure made of money.” 
Shorty expounded. “When they lilt 
the beucb at Dyea freight was 70 cents, 
but no Indians. There was a party 
from eastern Oregon, real miners, 
tbat'd managed to get a team of In 
dian8 together at 70 cents when along 
comes Sprague an' Stine. They of
fered 80 cents an' 90. an" at a dollar 
a pound the Indians Jumped the con
tract an' took off their straps. Stine 
an' Sprague came through, though it 
cost them three thousand, an' tbe Ore
gon bunch ts still on the beach. They 
won't get through till next year.

“Have another cup of coffee, an' 
take It from me that I wouldn't travel 
with no such outfit If I didn't want to 
get to Klondike so blamed bad. They 
ain't hearted right. Did you sign a 
contract?”

Kit shook bis bead.
"Then I’m sorry for you. pardner. 

They ain’t no grub In the country, an’ 
they’ll drop you cold as soon as they 
bit Dawson. Men are going to starve 
there this winter. What's your name, 
pardner?”

“Call me Smoke.” said K it 
“Well. Smoke, you’ll have a run for 

your verbal contract Just the same 
They can sure shed mazuma. but they 
can’t work or turn out of bed Iu the 
mornln'. We should have been loaded 
an* started an hour ago. It’s you an 
me for the big work. What d'ye know 
about boatin' on the water? I’m a 
cowman an' a prospector, but I’m sure 
tenderfooted on water, an' they don’t 
know punkins. What d’ye know?" 

“Search me.” Kit answered.
It was 8 o’clock when the call for 

coffee came from the tent nnd nearly 
9 before the two employers emerged.

"Hello,«' said Sprague, a rosy cheek
ed. well fed young man of twenty-five. 
“Time we made a start. Shorty. You 
and”-  Here be glanced interrogative
ly at K it “1 didn’t quite catch your 
name last evening.”

•Smoke.’’
"Well. Shorty, you and Smoke had 

bettei begiu loading the boat"
Sprague strolled away among the 

tents, to be followed by Dr. Stine, r 
slender, pallid young man.

To more 3.U00 pounds on the sboul 
ders 100 yards wns no slight task, and 
to do it in half a gale was exhaustin 
Then came the loading. As the boat 
settled It had to be shoved farther 
and farther out Increasing the dis 
tance they had to wade.

By 2 o’clock it bnd all beeu aceorn 
plished. and Kit was weak with the 
faintness of hunger. His knees were 
shaking under him. Shorty, iu similar 
predicament, foraged through the pots 
and pans and drew forth a big pot of 
cold boiled beans in which were em 
bedded large chunks of bacon There 
was only oue spoon, a long handled 
one. and they dipped, turn aud turn 
about, into the pot.

Sprague and Stine arrived in the 
midst of this pleasant occupation.

“What's the delay?" Sprague com
plained. "Aren’t we ever going to get 
started?’ '

Shorty dipped in turn and passed the 
spoon to Kit. Nor did either speak till 
the pot was empty and the bottom 
scraped.

"Of course we ain’t been doin' noth
in'." Shorty said, wiping his month 
with the back of his hand. "We ain't 
been doin' nothin' at all. And of course 
you ain't had nothin' to eat. it was 
sure careless of me "

“Yes, yes,” Stine said quickly. "We 
ate at cne of the tents—friends ot 
ours. But now that you’re finished let 
us get stnvted."

They waded out nnd the employers 
got oc hoard while Kit and Shorty 
shoved clear. When the waves lapped 
the tops of their boot* they clambered 
In. The other two men were not pre
pared with the oars, nnd the boat 
swept back and grounded. Hair a

dozen times, with a great expenditure 
of energy, this was repeated.

"li you'll take my orders I’ll get her 
off,” Sprague finally said.

The attempt was well iuteudeu. but 
before he could clamber ou board, he 
was wet to tbe waist.

"We've got to camp an<^ build a 
fire." he said as the boat grounded 
again. “I'm freezing."

"Don't be afraid of a wetting.” Stine 
sneered. “Other men have gone off 
today wetter than you. Now. I’m go
ing to take lier ou t”

This time it was he who got the 
wetting aud who announced with chat
tering teeth the need of a fire.

"If you give me a shot at it l think 
1 can get her off," Kit said.

"How wduld you go about it?" Stine 
suapped at him.

“Sit down aud get a good rest till a 
lull comes In the wind nnd then buck 
in for all we’re worth.“

Simple as tlie idea was. he had been 
the first to evolve it. The first time It
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Before He Could Clamber on Board He 
Was Wet to the Waist.

was applied it worked, and they hoist
ed a blanket to the mast and sped 
down the lake.

Sprague struggled with the steering 
sweep for a quarter of an hour and 
then looked appealingly at Kit. who 
relieved him.

"My arms are fairly broken with the 
strain of i t ” Sprague muttered apolo
getically.

Kit steered the length of Lindeman, 
displaying an aptitude that caused 
both young meu of money and disin 
clination for work to name btm boat 
s t e e r e r .

Between Lindeman and Lake Ben 
uett was a portage. The boat, lightly 
loaded, was lined down the small but 
violent connecting stream, and here 
Kit learned a vast deal more about 
boats and water. But when it came 
to packing the outfit Stine and Sprague 
disappeared, nnd their men spent two 
days of back breaking toil in getting 
the outfit across.

They came to tbe rapids—first the 
Box canyon and then, several miles 
below, the White Horse. The Box 
canyon was adequately named. It 
was a box. a trap. Once in i t  the 
only way out was through.

On either side arose perpendicular 
walls of rock. The river narrowed to 
a fraction of Its width and roared 
through this gloomy passage In a mad 
ness of motion that heaped the water 
in the center iDto a ridge Hilly eight 
feet higher than at the rock sides. 
The canyon was well feared, for it 
had collected its toll of.dead from the 
passing gold rushers.

Tying to the hank above, where lay 
a score of other anxious boats. Kit 
and his companion^ went ahead on foot 
to investigate. They crept to the brink 
and gazed down at the swirl of water, 
Sprague drew back, shuddering.

“My God!" he exclaimed. "A swim 
mer hasn’t a chance in th a t”

Kit scarcely heard. “We’ve got to 
ride that ridge.” be said. “If we get 
off it we'll hit the walls.”

“ And never know what hit us.” was 
Shorty's verdict 

“That's what I say.” a stranger, 
standing alongside and peering down 
Into the canyon, said mournfully. 
“And 1 wish I were through i t  I've 
been here for hours. I am not a boat
man. and I have with me only my 
nephew, who is a young boy. nnd my 
wife. If you get through safely will 
you run my boat through?”

Kit looked at Shorty, who delayed 
to answer.

"He's got his wife with him." Kit 
suggested.

"Sure." Shorty affirmed. “It was 
just what i was stoppln' to think 
about I knew there was some reason 
I ought to do it"

Again they turned to go. but Sprague 
and Stine made no movement.

“Good luck. Smoke, Sprague called 
to  him “I’ll—er— I’ll Just stay here
and watch you."

• We need three men in the boat two 
nt the oars and one at the steering 
sweep." Kit said quietly.

Sprague looked at Stine.
“I’m cursed If 1 do." said that gen- 

Peinait.
••We can do without them." Kit said 

to Shorty. "You take the bow with a 
Imddle. an0 I'll handle the steering 
sweep. All you’ll have to do Is just to 
help keep her straight. Once we’re

started you won’t be able to hear me.
> just keep on keeping her straight." 
They cast off the boat and worked 

out to middle in the quickening cur
rent. From the cauyou came the ever 
rowing roar. The river sucked in to 

the entrance with the smoothness of 
molten glass, and here, as the dark
ening walls received them. Shorty took 
a chew of tobacco and dipped his pad
dle.

Tile boat leaped on the first crests 
of the ridge, and they were deafened 
by the uproar of wild water that re
verberated from the uarrow walls and 
multiplied itself. They were i.nlf 
smothered with flying spray. At times 
Kit could not see his comrade at the 
bow. It was only a matter of two min
utes. iu which time they rode the ridge 
three-quarters of a mile and emerged 
In safety and tied to the bank in the 
eddy below

Shorty emptied his mouth of tobacco 
Juice lie had forgotten to spit and 
spoke. "Say. we went n few. didn't 
we? Smoke, I don't mind tellin' you in 
confidence that before we started I 
was the gosh dangdest scaredest man 
this side of the Rocky mountains 
Now I’m a bear eater. Come on an 
we'll run that other hont through."

After running the stranger’s boat 
through Kit and Shorty met his wife.
1 slender, girlish woman whose blue 
eyes were moist with gratitude. Breek 
himself tried to hand Kit $50 and then 
attempted it on Shorty.

’’Stranger." was the latter's rejection,
I come Into this country to make 

mouey outa the ground an' not outa 
my fellow critters."

Breek, the stranger, rummaged in his 
boat and produced a demijohn of wbis. 
Icy. Shorty’s hand lia if went out to It 
and stopped abruptly. He shook his 
head.

"There’s that blamed White Horse 
right below, an' they say it’s worse 
than tile Box. I reckon 1 don't dast 
tackle any lightnin'."

Several miles below they ran In to 
tile bank, and all four walked down to 
look nt the bad w^terv The river 
which was a succession of rnpids. was 
here deflected toward the right bank 
by a rocky reef. The whole body ot 
water, rushing crookedly into the nar 
row passage, accelerated its speeil 
frightfully and was uptiuug into huge 
waves, white and wrathful. This was 
the dread mane of the White Horse 
and here an even heavier toll of dean 
had been exacted. On one side of the 
mane was a corkscrew curl-over and 
suck-under, and on tbe opposite side 
was the big whirlpool. To go through 
the mane itself must be ridden.

AS they watched a boat took the head 
of the rapids above. It was a large 
boat fully thirty feet long, laden with 
several tons of outfit and handled by 
six men. Before it reached the mane 
it was plunging and lenping. at times 
almost hidden by the foam and spray.

Shorty shot a slow, sidelong glance 
at Kit and said: "She's fair smokin', 
an' she hasn't hit the worst They’ve 
hauled the oars in. There she takes it 
now. God! She's gone! No! There 
she is!”

Big as th? boat was. it had been 
buried from sight in the flying smother 
between crests. The next moment, in 
the thick of the mane, the boat leaped 
up a crest and Into view. To Kit’s 
amazement he saw the whole long hot 
tom clearly outlined. The boat for the 
fraction of an Instant was in the air. 
the men sitting idly in their places, all 
save one in the stern, who stood at the 
steering sweep. Then came the down 
ward plunge into the trough nnd a sec- 
otid disappearance.

Three times the boat leaped and 
buried Itself. Then those on the bank 
saw its nose take the whirlpool as it 
slipped off the mane. The steersman 
vainly opposing with full weight on 
the steering gear, surrendered to the 
whirlpool and helped the boat to take 
the circle.

Three times it went around, each 
time so close to the rocks 011 which 
Kit aud Shorty stood that either could 
have leaped on board. The steersman, 
a man with a reddish beard of recent 
growth, waved his hand to them.

The only way out of the whirlpool 
was by the mane, and on the third 
round the boat entered the mane ob
liquely at Its upper end. Possibly out 
of fear of the draw of the whirlpool 
the steersman did not attempt to 
straighten out quickly enough. When 
he did it was tdo late. Alternately In 
the air and buried, the boat angled the 
mane and was sucked into the stiff 
wall of the eoflkscrew on the opposite 
side of the river.

A hundred feet below boxes and 
bales began to float up. Then appear
ed tbe bottom of the boat and the scat
tered heads of six men. Two manag
ed to make the bank in tbe eddy be
low. The others were drawn under, 
nnd the general flotsam was lost to 
view, borne on by the swift current 
around tbe bend.

.11 me top of the bank they met 
Breek. His wife stood nt a littie dis
tance. Kit shook his hand.

"I'm afraid your boat can't make 
It." he said. “It is smaller than ours 
and a bit cranky."

The man pulled out 11 roll of bills. 
"I'll give yon each a hundred if you 
run it through.”

Kit looked out and up tbe tossing 
mane of the White Horse. A long, 
gray twilight was falling, it was turn
ing colder, and the landscape seemed 
taking on a savage bleakness.

“it ain't that." Shorty was saying. 
"We don't want your money. But my 
pardner Is the real meat with boats, 
an' when he says yonrn ain’t safe I 
reckon he knows what he's talkin' 
about.”

Kit nodded affirmation aud chanced 
to glance at Mrs. Breek. Her eyes were 
fixed upon him. aud he knew that If 
ever he had seen prayer in a woman's 
eyes lie was seeing it then. Shorty fol
lowed his gaze and saw what he saw. 
They looked at each other in confusion 
and did not speak. Moved by tbe com
mon Impulse, they nodded to eaeli oth
er and turned to the trail that led to 
the head of the rapids.

Barely had they shoved Breck’s boat 
out from the bank and caught the first 
rough water when the waves began to 
lap aboard. They were small waves, 
but it was an earnest of what was to 
come.

The rnpids grew stiffen aud the 
spray began to fly. In the gathering 
darkness Kit glimpsed the mane and 
the crooked fling of the current into i t  
He worked into this crooked current 
and felt a glow of satisfaction as the 
boat hit tile head of the mane square
ly in the middle. After that, in the 
smother, leaping and burying and 
swamping, be had no clear impression 
of anything save that he swung bis 
weight on the steering oar.

They emerged breathless, wet 
through, the boat filled with water al
most to the gunwale. Lighter pieces 
of baggage and outfit were floating in
side the boat. A few careful strokes 
on Shorty’s part worked the boat into 
the draw of the eddy, and the eddy 
did the rest till the boat softly touched 
I he hank.

Looking down from above was Mrs. 
Breek. Her prayer had beeu answer-' 
ed. and the tears were streumingflown 
her cheeks.

"You boys have simply got to take 
the money.” Breek called down to 
them.

Shorty stood up. slipped and sat 
down in the water, while the boat 
dipped one gunwale under and righted 
again.

"Dern the money.” said Shorty 
“Fetch out that whisky. Now that it’s 
over I’m gettin' cold fpet. an’ I’m sure 
likely to have a chill." •

The trail by water crossed Lake La- 
barge. Here was no fast current, but 
a tideless stretch of forty miles which 
must be rowed unless a fair wind 
blew. But the time for fair wind was 
past, and an icy gale blew in their 
teeth out of the north This made a 
rough sea. against which it was al
most Impossible to pull the boat Add
ed to their troubles was driving snow; 
also the freezing of the water on their 
oar blades kept one man occupied In 
chopping It off with a hatchet. Com
pelled to take their turn at the oars. 
Sprague and Stine patiently loafed.

At the end of three hours Sprague 
pulled bis oar in and said they would
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"I’ll give you each a hundred if you run 
it through.”

CHAPTER IV.
The Yukon Surrenders.

HERE was a long minute Gif 
silence. Shorty was the first 
to speali.

"Come on." he said. “We 
might as well tackle it. My feet ’ll 
get cold if 1 stay befe any longer.”

Shorty and Kit tramped back through 
a foot of snow to the head of the rap
ids and cast »ff the boat.

“You’ve sure got to keep the top of 
the ridge." Shorty shouted at him as 
'.he boat quickened In the quickening 
,-urrent nnd took the head of the rnp- 
ds.

Kit nodded, swayed his strength and 
weight tenfatively on the steering gear 
and headed the boat for the plunge.

Several minutes later, half swamped 
and lying against the bank in the ed
dy below the White Horse. Shorty spat 
out a mouthful of tobacco juice and 
shoot Kit’s hand.

run back into the mouth of the river 
for shelter Stine seconded him, and 
the several hard won miles were lost. 
A second day. and a third, the same 
fruitless attempt was made. The 
freezeup was very immiuent.

"We could make it if they had the 
souls of clams.” Kit told Shorty as 
they dried their moccasins by tbe fire 
on the evening of the third day. “We 
could hare made It today If they 
hadn’t turned back. Another hour’s 
work would have fetched that west 
shore. They're- they're babes in the 
woods’

Shorty debated a moment. “Look 
here. Smoke. It’s hundreds of miles to 
Dnwson. If we don't want to freeze 
In here we’ve got to do somethin’. If 
we’re goln’ to Dawson we got to take 
charge of this here outfit."

They looked at each other.
’’It's a go." said Kit as his hand went 

out iu ratificatiou.

in the morning, long before daylight. 
Shorty issued his call. "Conic on. ' ne 
roared, "tumble out. you sleepers’. 
Here's your coffee! Kick Into it! 
We’re goin’ to make u start!"

Grumbling and complaining. Stine 
and Sprague were forced to get under 
way two hours earlier than ever be
fore. If anything, the gale was stilT- 
er. nnd in a short time every man’s 
face was iced up. while the oars were 
heavy with ice.

Three hours they struggled, and four, 
one man steering, one chopping ice, 
two toiling at the oars anti each tak
ing his various turns. The northwest 
shore loomed nearer and nearer. The 
gale blew ever harder, and at last 
Sprague pulled In his oar in token of 
surrender. Shorty sprang to it. though 
his relief had only begun.

“Chop Ice.” he said, handing 
Sprague the hatchet.

’’But what's the use?" the other 
whined. "We can't make It We're 
going to turn back."

“We're goin' on," said Shorty. “Chop 
Ice. An' when you feel better you can 
spell me.”

It was heartbreaking toll, but they 
gained the shore, only to find It com
posed of surge beaten rocks and cliffs, 
with no place to land.

Nobody s{>oke. ami Kit held the boat 
into the seas as they skirted the for
bidding shore. Sometimes they gain
ed no more than a foot to tbe stroke, 
and there were times when two or 
three strok»* no more than enabled 
them to hold their own. Another hour 
they labored and a second.

A few minutes later Sprague drew 
In bis oar again. “I’m finished." he 
said, and there were tears in his voice.

Stine had ceased rowing, and the 
boat was drifting backward.

“Turn around. Smoke," Sprague or
dered.

And Kit. who never in his life had 
cursed any man. astonished himself. 
"I'll see you in h— first.” he replied. 
“Take hold of that oar and pull."

Sprague Jerked off a mitten, drew tils 
revolver and turned It on Ills steers
man. This wns a new experience to 
Kit. He had never had a gun presented 
at hlm lu his life. And now, to his sur
prise. it seemed to mean nothing at all 

“If you don’t put that gun up." he 
said. "I’ll take It away aud rap yon 
over the knuckles with It.”

“If you don’t turn the boat around 
I’ll shoot you." Sprague threatened.

Then Shorty took a baud. He ceas
ed chopping lee and stood up behind 
Sprague. “Go on an’ shoot." said 
Shorty, wiggling the hatchet. "I’m 
Just achin' for n chance to brain you. 
Go on an' start the festivities."

"Sprague.’’ Kit said, “I'll give you 
Just thirty seconds to [tut away that 
gun and get that oar out,"

Sprague hesitated, gave a short hys
terical laugh, put tbe revolver away 
and bent Ills back to the work.

For two hours more, iucb by Inch, 
they fought their way along the edge 
of the foaming rocks until Kit feared 
be bad made a mistake. And then, 
when on the verge of himself turning 
hack, they came abreast of a narrow 
opening not twenty feet wide, which 
led Into n landlocked lnclosure where 
tbe fiercest gusts senreely flawed the 
surface. It was the haven gained by 
the honts of previous days They 
Innded on a shelving beach, nnd the 
two employers lay In collapse in the 
boat, while Kit and Shorty pitched the 
tent, built a fire and started the cook
ing.

A cup of coffee, set aside to cool and 
forgotten, a few minutes later was 
found coated with halt an inch ot ice. 
At 8 o’clock, when Sprngue nnd Stine, 
already rolled in their blankets, wen» 
sleeping the sleep of exhaustion. Kit 
came back from a look at the boat.

It’s the freezeup. Shorty." lie an
nounced. “There’s a skin of ice over 
the whole [Kind already. The rapid 
current of the river may keep it open 
for days. This time tomorrow any 
boat caught In Lake Labarge remains 
there until next year."

"You mean we got to get out to
night? Now?"

Kit nodded.
“Tumble out, you sleepers." was 

Shorty's answer, couched iu a roar, as 
he began casting off the guy ropes of 
the tent.

They broke their way through the 
thin ice in tbe little harbor and came 
out on the Inke. where the water, 
heavy and glassy, froze ou their 0:1 n* 
with every stroke. The water soon be
came like mush, clogging the stroke of 
tbe oars and freezing in the air even a»
It dipped. Later the surface begun 
to form a skin, and the boat proceeded 
slower nnd slower.

Often afterward, when Kit tried to 
remember that night and failed to 
bring np aught but nightmare recol
lections. he wondered what must have 
been the sufferings of Stine and 
Sprague. Elis one impression of him- 
reif was that he struggled through bit
ing frost nnd intolerable exertion for a 
thousand years, more or less.

Morning found them stationary. 
Stine complained of frosted fingers, 
and Sprague or bis nose, while the pain 
in Kit’s cheeks and nose told him that 
he. too. had been touched. With each 
accretion of daylight they could see 
farther, and ns far as they could see 
was icy surface The water of the lake 
was gone.

A hundred yards away was tin* shore 
of the north end. Shorty insisted that 
it was tbe opening of the river and 
that he could see water. He and Kit 
alone were able to work, and with their 
oars they broke the ice and foiled 
the boat along. And at the last gasp 
of tbelr strength they made the suck 
of tbe rapid river. One look back 
showed them several boats which had 
fought through the night and were 
hopelessly frozen in: then they whirled 
around a bend in a current running six 
miles an hour.

Continued on Page Four.
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