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Jack’s pelts adrift and tie 'em here. We can do it as
we go. Our traps can be served in the same way. [t
isn't the weight that'll tell so much as the amount of
ground our runners cover. A sleigh towing behind
will hold the dogs more than the load on it will do
when added to this sleigh.”

““Shucks! You aer got the best head of the three
of us,” cried Hank. ‘You git in at them dogs,
Beaver Jack. Me and Joe'll fix the kit while we're
moving."”

Away went the lash of the whip cracking over the
leaders. Beaver Jack handled the team as a man
does who has had great practice. Anyone could have
said that from merely observing his manner of wield-
ing the whip, for the short-handled, long-lashed dog
whip employed in the north of Canada is apt to be
more dangerous to the amateur wielder than to the
dogs. It requires an amount of practice to control it;
and as it twirled and cracked, and leaped backwards
and forwards, now over the dogs, and then above the
heads of Hank and Joe, there was proof positive of
Beaver Jack's previous acquaintance with it. Mean-
while, Hank had drawn up the smaller sleigh along-
side, and he and Joe rapidly transferred its load to
the large one on which they themselves sat, lashing
every article into position.

At the enemy’s camp there was now huge com-
motion. At first the confusion had been so great
that no one could guess what had happened. Even
Hurley himself had little more than an inkling, and
it took him a few seconds to pick himself up and
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