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BUSINESS AND ROMANCE

Iytooden Spoil" is the story of an American's lively adventures In

0 anad ian woods. He falls heir to a hundred square miles of forest

a lumbering tusiness. Upon taking possession he finds that he has

inherited trouble. Being young and two-fisted, he welcomes the

Oe, objects to being run out of the country and goes to work.
less the Seigneur's altogether adorable daughter has something to

with his decision.
Love, Jealousy, loyalty, treachery--all the passions of a primitive,

coded people-figure in this stirring tale. Strikes, adventure,

ing, hardships-action crowds every chapter.

A manly hero, a lovable heroine, a real love and a happy ending-

•, oo d story from start to finish.

CHAPTER I.
-1-

The Rosny White Elephant.

otffice in Quehlec whLIlh (eorges

-,,e, the notary, ,c cupied wtas

l nconlspiculi(silt in a smnlll]

ing in an old part of the Lower

, Small, wiry. Illack-haired,.

t an air of iiiun 4(n1iv ii' ll iU il lil- i

about him. M unsieur lanl;Irtin)e

seated at his desk, drlilunling lli

,staring ill! If tilthe wind w. a dl

llagagain to lII: it a lttter siilet(l

Askelw, wIhel his l;'' brolug:ht

a card iti the n i n mle toe :upl)'!

Konsiell ni' r ij:r t ti nei ii .

"tell M nli ur \ c •:v'\ tha;t I 1m11

said, " A s hh1 1 I• 4 :i 1 ;it th is ti ul c 1

• .ro.

IllKr. skewI sFi" lt " l l , 1 ' tIll, :U,,I

1wait, ;lln l io alve'd N.' , . :'vtllu ' -

Te notar'y consi elrel. "W ,l, telil

i'll see hi i a f w ni tM it''-.'
' 
hI'

ered.
W•len thel l i iV 4 Z ihe t' i

the t.•leiil C' receiver itl i ,i,'

number.
Is that you:, Brou.eaiul?" he aisk(ed. i

1"ler ltilary Askew lhas turned

!ere was a sputtering at the other

of the line which made the notary

I can't say. I haven't seen him
said Monsieur Lamartine, In an-
. "But If I can't send him home
a smile on his lips and a check

his pocket I shall try to keep him
(xiebec until I have seen you. And
d better try to get Morris by long

•eand warn him. Good-by."
l' hung up the receiver, rang for

bhy and told him to admit Mr.
Then he rose to receive his

I looked at 'ilary keenly as he
hands with him. The young man

d fterent from what he had ex-
' He was about as big, and he
_the ame air of American energy;
i appeared more determined, he

like one of those uncomfortable
iwho have the knack of disentan-
Sthemselves from sophistries.

s, Hilary looked good-natured.
lae was certainly inexperienced.
.r Lamartine gave him a chair

bgatked very plausible indeed.
Irb vuit has followed very close

R t letter, Mr. Askew," he said.
you did not get mine, advis-

to wait before coming to Que-

S" m Ellary. "but I would have
alyway. I want to get this mat-

American haste," said the no-
T haaig almost Ingenuous. "But

Is not to be taken by storm,
Sall In Quebec. It Is only a

- e your uncle died. Perhaps
" be' months before we can turn

ale property to you. I under-
that you were not in close touch

Lour uncle during his latter

. dn't seen him since I was a boy.
swas what made the legacy a sur-

oue. He had not shown any
I n me. I had a hard fight to

. trough my forestry course. So
I beard that I had become the
of a tract of a hundred square

sir."

lest of the old feuda i -ants.
ost the last on the" inuith shoreth

It. Lawrence that reuains ini
d0 of the ori-i al fm•ilv."

hundred thousalnd dollars
Sbig sumg for vmy uile to have

.*r It," said llilhir' .
Uncle," said Monsieur Laiar-

_- lning to drum n aftly, "iniado
'istnent agailiost t• he vice ot

many people. ''h- itolsny tim-
tS are practically valueless, bHe.
lhe wood is principally balsam
d of pine and spruce."

Doted that Hilary only watched
d of answering, and he be-

• teel that he would not be dis-
Sas easily as he had antici-

property has never begun to
_ a.y," continued Monsieur La-

"Your uncle paid three hun-
ifty thousand for the cutting

ao ses, He found himself up
te law which places a limit

Sof trees. Seven inches for
-- 5amp spruce, I believe;
lor white spruce; twelve orfor pine. And nearly all the

t the Roony limits that aren't
• 4er the legal size. Your un-

- me---eccentrc. This is
the timber cannot be cut

t a loss, on account of Its

The balsam fr is to gm-
ay but Inferior paper, be-i a even of the newspa-

4Ciuples the greater portion
together with second

which i•, of course, of
bsloood. The expenses

"Inao rI , tMr.

Askew, I cannot advise you to consid-
er your uncle's legacy seriously."

"I'm srry to hear that," answered
Hilary. "BIut I suppose something can
hIe done with the wood. There are
uses bsidIes pulp-wood to which the
timber (l b)e )put?"

Monsieur tLiunrtine dlrummed his
ii gers tfor quite a while before an-
swering.
"A clinplny with a large capital

mini1,t find it conlrer'ially piroitabile
t1 ( develo y, iur tract," lie saul pres-
entiv. "lhlit ni1 man withlolt an ample
ft:l'ulne and a thor,)ugl) knowleulgc of
In;uler -u ' tolitinms in this l)provin(ce
'1111( rr a in o f )l" ip lli e ou11t even."

ilury h:ened frw:ird in his chair.
".l, rlk ir Ilulartine," lb a te 1, "Iil

I \111 h v I via thlis l natter. I

Monsieur Lamartine Could Not Deo.
cide Whether it Was a Sign of
Strength or Weakness.

didn't build any extravagant hopes
upon my uncle's legacy. I'm not con-
structed that way. What I want prin-
cipally is to settle somewhere among
trees and do something with them. I'm
tired of what I've been doing these
past five years.

"I'm tired of hunting a job here and
a job there to tend somebody else's
trees. I'm tired of other people's trees.
I want my own trees. I want to see
them grow up, and thin them out, and
have a real forest In bearing.

"So I've decided to take hold of that
St. Boniface tract and see what I can
make of it. Im going to show my un-
cle, Monsieur Lamartine, that he eized
me up wrong."

Monsieur Lamartine smiled at his
caller's frankness.

"I understand how you feel, Mr. As
kew," he said. "What you want is a
nice little tract of a few hundred
acres, not far from Quebec. A place
with a little trout lake on it, to build
your camp beside, ten acres freehold
and the rest leased. You'll enjoy that,
and"-he paused and scrutinized him
with his fox look-"I think I may be
able to dispose of the Rosny white ele-
phant for you."

Hilary returned no answer, and
Monsieur Lamartine could not decide
whether it was a sign of strength or
of weakness. Still he was sure that a
man who loved trees apart from their
commercial value was a dreamer and
unpractical.

"They would pay forty-five thousand
tollars, cash," said the notary. "And
that would enable you to realize your
own aslutir.tions. You :are fond of fish-
ing, Mr. Askew? Think it over. Spend
a week here-two weeks. Look ablout
you. Inspect lour fine old city. Do you
know we( are the only walled city on
this contineute"i

He toll'pedl; perhaps he saw Hilary
relddlen, p;rhaps his instinct warned
him to do so.

"Whalt I want," said HIilary, "is the
RItosny tract."

"The offer is too small? I doubt-"
"I will discuss that after I have seen

the concession."
The notary sighed. "Well, at least

think the matter over for a while," he
said. "Mr. Morris, the manager, is
away on business. He should be in
Quebec tomorrow, and perhaps he can
arrange to take you up there."

"I am thinking of going at a very
early date," said Hilary, "In fact, by
the boat tomorrow."

"Mr. Askew, I assure you, you had
better wait for Mr. Morris. He is a
man of expert judgment. You cannot
have a better adviser, and he has abso-
lutely no personal interest one way or
another. There are so many things to
consider; and then-you don't speak
French, do you?'

"A little."
"It would not help you, anyway.

The dialect up at St. Boniface is seven-
teenth century. They are a wild lot
up there, a very bad lot of people;
smugglers and poachers, Mr. Askew."

Hilary, who had already sensed La-
martlne's objection to his going to St
Boniface, awakened to suspicion aI
last. "I shall leave on tomorrow mor-
lng'a boat," he msaid. "When I have
made my decision I shall let you know,
I think I shall uI t your eompany'-

1n1e tO timelt over ills sii'n'ell r ,t5 lie itrent. D

Ills statement in the store imust have tl
reated a good deal of sensation, for p
resently two clerks, as well as the ye
wo loungers, who had gone inside, a
ane to the door and stared. Disen- w
gaging himself from among these came c4
he foreman, a tall, lean, lanky New
nglander, whose deliberate slouch na
.nd typical hearing warmed IIilary's
cart instantly. He knew the type, n
new it as only one with the New Eng- pi
md blood knows his own. d.

"I'm Lafe Connell, at your service, ri
Ir. Askew," said the foreman, coming tl

p to Hilary and standing respectfully to
efore him. ci
"I suppose I should have let you peo- a;

le know that I was codlxing," said C

lilary. Ii
lhe wondered why Lafe Connell b

hlistled; he knew nothing about I'
troussenu's telephoned warning. el

'I guess you'll find things upset a
ittle," said Connell. "Mr. Morris has tI
caon away for a couple of weeks, see- Iw

ng to his other interests, and I can't .i
xactly do lIuch for y~l till he conmes I
ack. It's our slack month, you know, to
Ir. Askew. The men don't go into o

le woods until Septembner. and we k
ln't keep a hIlrge force empllloyed on

ii mill work." ti

"Torlltonow's soon enough! to start

n," Said Hilary. '"I'm lpleased to have

11t you. Mr. Connell." .
"Wait a mlllinute," said the foreman. ft

If you don't nmind having me, i'll go

p to the hotel with you. Maybe \\

iere,'l Ihe soiae things that you'll ta
aulit to ask mei."

"All right, saidl ll:,lary. A
They \'ent t tetller silently across i

ii' shaking bridge and ascended the l
ill, each quietly taking stock of the
ther. At the top, where a branch d

nad ran off at right angles to that
'hich crested the cliff, a figure on 1
lorseback appeared in the distance. i
It was a girl, riding side-saddle. As

he horse drew near she pulled in to r
ake the branch road without scatter- a
ng the dust, passing within a few feet f
) Hilary. He saw that she was about I

Wenty years of age, or a little more,
light, very straight upon the saddle, p
ith gray-blue eyes and brown hair n
lown by the wind about her flushed
Cheeks. There was a combination of a
ignity and simplicity about her, both
I her demeanor and in the way she -
-ode, and in her acknowledgment of a
ionnell's greeting. a
Hilary watched her canter up the

oad till she had disappeared among
he trees. Then he realized that he i
tad not taken his eyes off her since he c
tad first seen her.
"That," said Late, "is Mamselle

fadeleine Rosny. Her father's what c
:hey call the Seigneur."
"The owner of the Chateau?' asked t

Eilary, although he knew this per-
'ectly.
"Yes, Mr. Askew. I guess she

:ouldn't have smiled so pleasant it
he had known who you was."
"Why, Mr. Connell?"'
Late Jerked his thumb vaguely sabout t

ho horizon. "Proud old boy," be ps-
laned. '."Family's been here nigh on
t thousand years, I guess-leastways,

inee them Frenchmen first ame to
his continent, Hated like thunder to
ell out to your uncle. But I guess
e was land poor, like the rest of them,
md Mamzelle Madeleine must have
osmt him a mnt of money finishing up
a the convent at Paris, France."'
.ilary turned this over in his mind

s they continued their walk along the
1lif and then down the road to the
.otel. The idea of any personal ill-
eeling on the Seigneur's part or on
hat of his family had not occurred to
.ilm. Though he did not expect to
feet Monsieur Rosny, except possibly
n the course of his business, he was

onscious of a feeling of regret, and
iso of a half-formed resolution, the
nature of which he would not admit,
o put relations upon a pleasant foot- '
ing.

In the hotel the landlord's wife was
Ialready preparing supper. They ate I
n omelet, washed down with strong

1 1

\\ I

t

That," Said Lafe, "Is Mamielle
Madeleine tosny."

ea and followed by raspberries and(
cream. Then they went out on the
porch and lit their pipes.
"You are the foreman, I ander-

itand?" asked Hllary.
"Yes, Mr. Askew. I took the Job

oon after your ancle bought the tim-.
ber rights. I'd been up here for the
Shoeburyport Gazette, which was look-

ng for a pulp supply. Mr. Morris of- I
fered me the job, and I took it Andl
'ye been sorry ever aince."

"Why?'
"'It's a h-- of a country," naswered
Lade frankly. "I never guessed suach i
9Mb. mtaterdr In a avitnal land be.l

fore. NSov you take ia l tellnlluna or a
D)ngo-their ways ain't our ways., but
they're more or less humanI. 'Thes
l eople ain't. They paint their houses
yellow and green, when they paint 'tmn
at all. I never saw a yellow Ihouse
with a green porch in my life till I
come up here."

"Just a difference of taste, Mr. Con-
nell."

"Maybe," sail Lafe, spitting. "May-
De It's all right not to have sense to
plaster their houses, so as to freeze to
death in winter time. Maybe it's all
right to run to Father Lucy when
there's a forest fire, instead of getting
to work and putting it out. Maybe he
can pray it out for them. I got nothing
against the place, except that my wife
Clarice and the kids are in Shoehury-
port. and I'd rather rot here alone than

bring 'em up. But what's the use?
I'm here and I got to stay here," he
ended, shrugging his shoulders.

Lafe was a bad cross-questioner, and
the task put upon him by Ilrousseau
was not only uncongenial but inimps-

sible for a man of his tetmper•mlent.
However, he nlmade a valiant attempt
to draw Hilary out. "You're lhiniking
of spendingr some time here, Mr. As-

kew'?" he asked.
"I've come to take charge. I'm going

to stay," said Hilary.
Lafe looked at him curiously. What

sort of a man could this ihe who ('lhose
of his volition fo reside in St. HI ni-
face?

"I guess you'll change your mind
when you've seen it a little longer." lihe
said incredulously.
"On the conltrary. Mr. ('ionell, I

mean to take hold, and I lmean to malke
it pay. It hasn't paid very well, I un-
dlerstan(ld?"

Lafe floundered. "I've heard it
don't pay ias much as it ought."

"I understand that most of the tim-
ber is below the size at which cutting
is allowed?"

Lafe stared at him. "Why, them
rules are for government land!" he
answered. "You can cut any size on
freehold. The timber ain't so bad-
leastways, some of it ain't."

Hilary began to think hard. On this
point Lamartine had clearly and defi-
nitely lied to him.

"Too much fir on the property?" he
asked.

"Why, there is some fir," conceded
Lafe. "But there's some good spruce
along the Rocky river," he added,
again oblivious of his instructions.

"I saw a good pile in the river."
"Why, that ain't our cutting-not

much of it," said Lafe. "Most of that
comes from the Ste. Marie limits."

"Where is Ste. Marie?"
"Ste. Marie's two miles along the

coast, beyond our settlement," said
Late. "Most of our hands come from
there. It's a tough place, Mr. Askew.
I seen some tough towns in the West,
but this has got 'em all beat, with the
smuggling of brandy, and the drinking,
and the fights every Saturday night-
there was a man knifed there last
week; and not a policeman within fif-
ty miles, and nobody except Father
Lucy, and he' can't hold 'em."

"What I want to know," said Hilary,
"is, what this company is that you
speak about, and how they come to use
the Rocky river for their logs."

Late hesitated, but only for a mo-
ment. Then he mentally cast Brous-
seau to the winds; for, after all, if
Hilary meant to know, nobody conuld
prevent It, Brousseau's instructions
notwithstanding.

"It's this way, Mr. Askew," he said.
"Mr. Morris and Mr. Brousseau have a
company of their own. Their limits
touch ours on the west, across the
river, and run ten miles or so back
into the bush, right alongside ours.
They got the right to float their logs
down the river."

"And use the mill?"
"Mr. Morris leases the use of our

mill by the year to the company."
Hilary was staggered for the mo-

ment. Morris, as his uncle's manager,
leasing the mill to Morris, a partner in
Brousseau's company, seemed a queer
role.

"How do they tell our lumber from
theirs?" asked Hilary prestntly.

"Oh, that ain't hard,"' said Lafe.
"You see, the jobbers, who sublease
the tracts, know how much their men
have cut. And it's scaled in the
woods before they shoot it down
stream. I guess there ain't no difli-
culty there, Mr. Askew. And you see,
Mr. Morris representing both concerns,
he naturally does his best by both of
'em."

wV're 1 fOW tih ful(it' lly lrmi-O lvd.

"Andl Mr. I'tr-iiis;in 
hli< no •n't'ern

with us, e'xcept for the hlii,' ' • l he'
mill and the right-of-way dolwn :-he

river." mused ifilary. "Who is this
Mr. Brousseau~?"

"Why, I guess he's the big man of
the district," said Lafe. "lie's the
nearest thing to a boss they've got up t
here; tells 'em how to vote and gets
'emn out of trouble. lie ain't good to a
his father, though. That was old
Jacques Brousseau in the store, the
trapper."

"I didn't see him."
"lie was Mr. Itosny's slave, or what- it

ever they called them, in the lhi p
times, before these people betn in'

free." P

Ile tappedl the ashes out of his pi p
and pocketed it. j

"lie's got old Itsny in his ,pocket." r
he said, leaning toward Ilihrlry. "I,'> -

got him hound a uit1nd mortgaged'l after
leading him to lthr'ow ytour uncle's

rt'o"ey awa\;y in cra'zy inlvest'itonts,. lib'

lid it delieraltely, Mr. Askew. When
he was a kidl. growin• 1up ni tti• hei

houtse sorviants tp at the I 'ha•alt .,

he wanted to he a hig tn:mtn, ftr \hi, h

I don't iamic hinm.t a le , t his wa .

the tseiguelt's pl'ace, heiI•\ts ire fc .nlI -
that the folks ulp het' r ltou h1 mlitr'
of old .1lr. I•.o-ny, with hi: lr,,l:
d\wn hiout. adi ebts. s, un they dida

of hin withl ll hi s Intt . So hlle -•n
,to work aml, ] ot .. imn ein' h,' e l.

himt, and lie's hIu li ftltiene : uinst i
for a lon tine, buit hi setin ; :h;

oitlnitng to him and I r guss he's l:l+,

up his mitnd hell have to stotl:t 'h it.
irousseeu's st; keled old Mr. Iws;
pride against his love. and I gne. he's

won his stake and won Mamzelle
.Matdeleine into the bargain."

He rose. "That'll be all for tonight,
Mr. Askew?" lie asked.

Hilary rose too. "Thanks, Mr. 'on-
nell," he said. "In the morning I shall
ask you to show me around the place."

He didn't follow Lafe Connell in-
side the hotel, but sat upon the porch,
musing. Lafe had enlightened him on
several points. He doubted whether
Lamartine had spoken anything ap-
proaching truth concerning the prop-
erty, and he was sure was sure that Morris and
Brousseau were the company in whose
behalf he had offered forty-five thou-

He Saw the Blue of Her Eyes, the
Curve of Her Flushed Cheek, the
Dignity and Gentleness and Pride
That Blended in Her Looks.

sand dollars. There would be need of
a good many explanations from Mor-
ris. Yet Hilary felt instinctively that
it was Brousseau, not Morris. with
whlom he would have to contend.

On the face of the soft night rose
the face of Madeleine Rosny painted
with surprising clearness, lie saw the
blue of her eyes. the curve of her
flushed cheek, the dignity and gentle-
ness and pride that hlended in her
looks. If ever hle had any quarrel with
Brousseau, he would show him-

Then he cursed himself for a fool,
and, entering the hotel, took his hIntp
auId welit tip to his roomt.

A girl's hostility adds

zest to the game.

i'r" ,E C(JNTINELI).

SAW COSSACK AT HIS BESTI1

Writer Waxes Enthusiastic Over Camp
of Tired Men, "Soldiers to the

Manner Born."

If you have read "Tarus Bulba," Go-

gol's story of the Cossack, then you
will know what I mean when I say
that last night I had a chance to see

a real picture of the Cossack, writes
William V. Duncan in the Yale Re-
view. It was at sunset when over the

tops of the white birches the heavens
looked as if on fire, while to the right
the clouds were like waves rolling over
a sea of pink. I heard a shout, "The
Cossacks are coming," and through the

opening in the woods rode these lovers
of war. The horse and the rider are
one; both were tired, but there was
something that told you that if the

bugle had blown all the tiredness
would have fallen away. They are
soldiers to the manner born. War is life
to them. If a thing is worth having
it is worth fighting for. Even when

they gathered in groups around the
common palls and borrowed one an-
other's spoons to eat the common meal
their bearing was that of soldiers.

Pigs can feed from a trough and you
gp away disgusted, but when you see

these fellows back from a fight, delv-
ing into their mess, you stalnd to ad-
mire. Their leader was fully six feet
seven inches tall, with a beard that
said he was Russian of the Russians.
All were well-formed, strong men,
hardened to the out of doors. Their es-
chelon was not there, so they made
themselves at home for the night on
the ground. It was a sight to remem-
ber as our train pulled out of from the
station, those Cossack groups around
the fire, singing the songs of war in
which their spirits revel.

Flower Show Old Institution.
The flower shows of English villages

have an ancient origin, though few
people may ever stop to give the mat-
ter a thought. The ancestry of the
floral fete reaches back to the days of
Ovid, the poet. As for when flower
shows were first held in England, it
cannot be certainly known, but It is a
fact that if they did not actually in-
troduce them, the worsted manufac-
turers from Flanders, fleeing the
wrath of Philip and Alva, in 1567, gave
a fillip to the practice. To these pee-
ple English gardens of Elizabeth's
time owed such favorites as the gilly.
flower and the carnation.

IGKC WOMEN
HEAR ME

'ou Can Be Free from Pain

as I Am, if You Do as I Did.
lIarringt-,n, Me,. " s rored wI 'th

)aci;'h,. I ain; t•r,, in y h i ps
I:tI n d ndl1 a ht ar-

, -. , . ti, t t ca' ll i ti

1 also had ether dis-
-, trcs ing Symp)tmnIls.

; At tuimcs I had to
p ive Iup work. I

*" • tried a numlier of
remedies lut Lydia
E. Pinkha,:i's Ve~ge-
table Compound (did
me more good than
anything else. I antregular, do not suffer the pains I used

o, keep house and do all my work. I
recommend your medicine to all who
auter as I did and you may use my let-

er as you like."--Mrs. MINNI1E M1rca.,LL, Harrington, Me.

There are many women who suffer asMrs. Mitchelldid and whoare being bene-
fited by this great medicine every day.
It has helped thousands of women who
have been troubled with displacements,
inflammation, ulceration, irregularities,
periodic pains, backache, that bearing

down feeling, indigestion, and nervousprostration.
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-

pound contains no narcotics or harmful
drugs. It is made from extracts of
roots and herbs and is a safe medium
for women. If you need special advice
write Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co,
(confidential), Lynn, Mass.

ing remned taker all of tlvi a rt-
Il p::: I , wit ~i bur ;. s hb ,~t L
:prairn, etc...au 'l•hickly hbe., tine
Injury. (;,t it '.:a or 'm: ,,tue thd y
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For your health's sake you should
Immediately correct any irregu-
larity of the Bowels by taking

DR. TUTT'S LIVER PILLS.
It your Bowels are not working
properly you cannot expect to
keep fit. Take one or two at bed,
time. Get right and keep right.

Vaseline
PETROLEUM JELLY

For b r ts.
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MRltWI9IDW' SYRUP
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Chiklren grow heslthy and free
irmnm colic, diarrhoe•, flatuiency,
constipation and other trouble it
given it at teething time.
Safe, pleasant-always brings re-
marksble and grattifying results.
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WATCH
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Stomach-Kidneys-Heart-Liver

Keep the vital organs healthy by
regularly taking the world's stand-
ard remedy for kidney, liver,
bladder and uric acid troubles--

GOLD MEDAL

The National Remedy of Holland fotr
centuries and eadorsed by Queen Wilbel-
mnin. A: all dmruggist, three sizes.
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r F1er. 111 i•' you let llnc have tie Ip-
pers, Monsieulr Laniartine, includini z
the last half-yearly statement and the
map of the limits? ?"

"But it is entirely irregular. JMr. As- I
kew. Really-" t

"Let tme have the papers, please," '

said Hilary, smiling. "And you need
have no fear that you will he held re- t
sponsihle for my anticipating my In-
heritance. I imagine I have as much (

right there as Mr. Morris."
"Of course, if that is your decision,

there Is nothing more to say," an-
swered the other brusquely. He
pulled out a dlrawer and removed an
envelope containing some documents.
"You will find the statement here," he
said. "Mr. Morris has the books and
the ml:i, of St. Boniface. I wish you
a pleasant journey, sir. You wish me
to continue to represent you?'"

"For the l)resent. yes. Good-day."
When he was gone Monsieur Lamar-

tine sait hack in his chair and drunmmed
his finmers for nearly a minute. Then
he nilled up Broussen m.

"li 's just gone," he said. "And he
startis for St. BAif'e tomnorrow inlrl-
iln , in spite o:f all Ily representa-

tionsIis."

lie smiled at lhe sputtering that
ianle over the wire.
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wiire i •e t' i 'e ll ' nt the ti ,lf thatia : .' m nai' itt t i ,'•, t un til ]lt St.
lt:,n-ry ralixe , :alili( ti with surprise,
tlat the shiIp \\;ts sainlitle ilttii a terri-
tohy :is priitive as it h oad been a score
of years afiter Jacues ('artier landed.
t-omething of the primeval nature of

the land entered Hilary's heart naln
gripped it. He had never known what
it was he wanted. But he knew now:
it was to take hold of a virgin land
and tame it, to grapple with life, not
among the men of cities, but some-
where with the smell of the pines and
of the brown earth in his nostrils. Pac-
ing the deck of the little ship, he felt
that his desires had come to light at
the moment when their fulfillment had
become possible.

He looked about him with approval
when he stood upon the porch of the
tiny hotel at St. Boniface. Nobody
else had got off the boat, and evident-
ly the landlord of the little hotel ex-
pected nobody. After an ineffectual
attempt to enter into conversation with
him, in which hardly a word was mu-
tually intelligible, Hilary gave up the
effort and started up the hill road]
which led, he surmised, toward the
lumber mill.

The whole whole settlement was gathered
e about the shores of the little bay. Be- 1
yond it were the mountains, on either
side the forest-clad hills, broken, on
d the east. by an inlet, and on the west
by the deep cleft of the Rocky river,

e whose mouth, closed by a boom, wuas

a congested mass of logs.
Hilary crossed the bridge and ap-

t proached the mill. Two or three men,
lounging outside the store, looked at

him without any sign of interest. I
SEverything was very still and peace- I

tul; there was hardly a sound to be I
* heard except the distant hum of the I

mill machinery.
S Between the dam and the store,

Supon a terrain heaped with tin cans
Sand misacellaneous debris, were piles
of wood in four-foot lengths, each conm-
Sprising about two hundred cords.
Kneeling at the narrow end of one of
these piles was a little man, whose
clean-shaven upper lip, the whiteness
e of which contrasted with a sun-black-ened face, indicated that a mustache

had grown there recently. He was8 scaling, or measuring, the pile, and
e muttering as he added up his figures.,

r Hilary surveyed the lumber. It was
a unrossed, and most of it was black

r spruce; there was also some white
spruce and a little pine. The mass in
the river, if it consisted of wood of
the same quality, hardly substantiated
Latuartine's statements.

r"You seem to have some good spruce
on the seignlory," said Hilary.

The little man leaped to his feet,
t vaving his arms. "What you want
here ?" he demanded. "Strangers are
not plermuitted on the company's prop-

erty. If you want to buy at the store,
you go by the road."
il ilary looked down coolly at the
excited little man. "I'm Mr. Askew,

e and I've come to take charge of my

property," he answered.
The little man was bereft of vocal

Spowers for quite some time.
"But Mr. Morris, he ain't here," he

t gasped at length.
"Well, he ought to be here. That's

what I'm paying him for," said Hilary.
"What's your name?"

"Jean-Marie Baptiste."
"Perhaps you didn't expect me, Mon-

sleur Baptiste?"
y "Holy Name, no It was said that

you had sold out to the company."
"What company?" demanded Hulary.
S"The company at Ste. Marie. Mon-

t sleur Brousseau's m company."
"See here, Baptiste," said Hilary,

r taking the other by the arm. '"Let us
o begin by understanding each other. I

k know nothing about any company ex-

cept myself. I own this district, the
land, the timber, the mill. Have your. got tlhat?"

r- ean-Marle gaped again, and then
t diplomatically disengaged himself.

; "I guess you want to see Mr. Con-
nell, the foreman," he said. "It ain't

i- my job. You'll find Mr. Connell In the

L store."
t "Brlng him here," said Hilary. "gTell

'- him I'm waiting for him."
e The little man departed at a trot,

r. quilte evidently startled and scared,

a sad casting bask comeial looks from


