
4o8 THE BLAZED TRAIL
fine, anyway; and to me it's sort of picturesque.
You 11 like Mrs. Hathaway. She's a buxom, motherly
woman who runs the boarding-house for eighty men
and still finds time to mend my clothes for me. And
you 11 like Solly. Solly's the tug captain, a mighty
good fellow, true as a gun barrel. We'll have him take
us out, some still day. We'll be there in a few minutes
now. See the cranberry marshes. Sometimes there's
a good deal of pine on little islands scattered over it
but It s very hard to log, unless you get a good winter.
V\e had just such a proposition when I worked for
Radway Oh, you'll like Radway. he's as good as
gold. Helen !

"

'^' Yes," replied his sister.
" I want you to know Radway. He's the man who

gave me my start."

"All right. Harry," laughed Helen. " I'll meet any-
body or anything from bears to Indians."

" I know an Indian too— Geezigut, an Ojibwa—
we called him Injin Charley. He was my first friendm the north woods. He helped me get my timber.
This spnng he killed a man— a good job, too— and
IS hiding now. I wish I knew where he is. But we'll
see him some day. He'll come back when the thine
blows over. See ! See !

"

;]
What ? " they all asked, breathless.

"It's gone. Over beyond the hills there I caueht
a glimpse of Superior."

" You are ridiculous, Harry," protested Helen
Ihorpe laughingly. " I never saw you so. You are
a regular boy !

"

^ x^u are

" Do you like boy.? " he asked gravely of Hilda.
Adore them !

" she cried.
" All right, I don't care," he answered his sister in

triumph.
The air brakes began to make themselves felt, and

shortly the train came to a grinding stop.
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