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"It's hard; it's mighty hard' said

Capt Eli Holmes to the young
woodsman.
: Walt Blake had come down from
the Bangor region to the coast to
develop the Richardson tract. He
had invested the savings of ten years
m the part ownership of a sawmill
and saw-wealt- h ahead of him. He
had lodged with Capt. Eli in the old
sailor's unpretentious cottage at
Shreve. Capt, Eli had a daughter,
Lida, a lass of 19, who was the apple
of his eye. The young people had
been mutually attracted to each
other. Then Walt had spoken vague-
ly of selling out.
"J "What in thunder you want to sell
but for when the mill's cleared you
two thousand this season, with twice
as much in view?" Capt Eli had
asked.

Walt told him with simple frank-
ness, and the two simple men dis-
cussed the situation.

"She Jcnows all about it?" asked
khe captain.
0 Walt nodded. It staggered the
captain.' He did not know how to
meet such a situation.
J "Now here's the facts," he said
presently. "We'll get the facts
straight first Ten years ago, when
you was 21 you was a clerk in a city
Office. You married a gal in the
'Same office. You. loved her and she

. was one of them flighty women like
the summer boarders we get here.
"Now after three years vwhen there
wasn't no babies she got naturally
restless and left you. And went on
the stage. And the life she-- led as
Miss Stella Blythe didn't seem to
--'make it possible to take her home
again."

"She wouldn't have come," said
"Walt
A

"Well, that's settled," the captain

went on, pondering between puffs of
his pipe. "She wouldn't get no di-

vorce because she wanted to spite
you. Lord, I know them women!
And she wasn't going to marry when
she could have a better time as she
was. And so you haven't seen noth-
ing of her for Seven years. And you
have lived straight and true and tried
to forget the past by going into the
woods, which is the best place, next
to the sea, where a man can get next

"I'm Not Afraid to Have the World
Spit on Me."

to his own heart Well, sir. You
loved my darter.

"You and Lida just took to each
other naturally, for which I can't find
it in my heart to blame you. And this
love kind of surprised you, so that
the mischief was done before you
was aware of it And you was for
going away. And Lida asks you why,
you ups and blurts out the truth. And
you don't believe in divorce, accord-
ing to your training. What are you
'to do?"
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