The Ice Box

. By DANTON.

M,H\.’an while renewing my sequaintanes

with Motunt Revelstoke and feeding my
| soul on the loveliness of her surround-
| ings my eye happened to fall on a notice board.
* I stared hard at it and sorstehed my head.
| Was 1 dreaming? 1 looked once again to make |
| sure. Holy shades of my thirsty ancestors. It |
| prociaimed, directed, large as 1ife and plsin anﬁm
| all to see—'""TO THE IUE BOX."”
My Interost was aroused, for after all ome
has & body as well ps & soul, Could thie be a
| practioal joke? It did not appear so. The board
| was no hurried makeshift. That was apparent.
It had been erected by the powers that be.
Then what wes the ldea? [ frowned. Hare
was I on the summit of a4 mountain over 8000
fest tn height. And so far I knew the only |
resident wes the gentleman of the "Look Out,”
Anl, a thought. Perhaps it 1s his lce box,
But common sense came to the resoue.
Would the gentleman In question be likely to
| direct all-comers to his private supply of re-
| treshmenta? Nothing doing
m Then came & brain wave, It waa the kindly
| a0t of the Dominlon Covernment. Premler
Bennett In his forceful way was sndeavoring
to do something for the travel-worn American |
touriet. He could sea them tolling up that
long wigesdg road In thelr Packard oara on a
hot day and finding no hotel on the summit
Well, I was a Canadiap tourist, At the
thought of what that loe box contained my |
mouth watered. The day was warm. So was 1. |
I mnacked my lips in anticipation and followed
the course sst by the arrow. Lead on, Maoe
Duff,

There was another board and I wes like a
deg on the seent. Not that bosrds ware abso-
lutely necessary In my case. No lce box of
such possibllities could long evade me.

Where the walking was rougher, a lttle
further on, I same to a third arrow, and I
began to wonder. This was beginning to have
the hall marks of & joke after all. Perhaps
I would be dragged or led all aver the moun-
tain only to find & final board with “You Ass™ |
inscribed on it

Howevsr my blood was up, 1 thought of
the brave Iad In the poem who refused to rest
his head on the lady's bosom and stoutly erled

| “Exoelsior.”

I feund myself walking on & boulder-clut.
tered slope where loose siones elid beneath my
feet, but I plodded on.

Buddenly I found myself in front of what
looksd ke » glant cave only It was without a
 ronf. In fact s chasm with straight precipitous

In » spece betwoen those Righ walls was a |
deposit of snow and lce, about seven fest long, |
four fest wide, and fully elght to ten feet deep |
~-the lce box. It was indeed & natural re- |

| trigerator completely protected from the wun |
_quow rosky walls. The only G.qu!unu-m
was-~-suppiles, |

Perhaps by noxt season Mr, Hennott -,Em

| have corrected this. There ls litle sense in

| wasting s perfectly good loe box. In hard

*Eﬂl“ﬁ.ﬁ!t‘:& any kind should be
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