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CHAPTER 1.

The. Rosny. White Elephant.
The efice in Quebec which Georges

There was a sputtering at the other
end of the line which made the notary
smile. R

“I can't ‘say,” ‘1'havea’t seen him
yet,” said Monsieur Lamartine: in

you'd better try to get Morris by long
distance and ‘warn him. Good-by? -

He hung up the. receiver, rang for
the boy and told him to admit Mr,
Askew. Then he rose to receive his
visitor. ) ;

He looked at Hilary keenly as he
shook bands with him: The young man
was different from what he had ex-
pected. He was about as big, and he
had the same air of American en HE
but he appeared ’“.
looked Iike ome of those uncomfortable

- nen who have thie kmack of disen
Sling: 'themselves  from sephistries,
However, Hilary looked good-natured.
And he was certainly imexperienced.
Monsienr Lamartine gave him a chair
and looked very plausible indeed. .

“Your visit has followed very close
upon your letter, Mr. Askew,” he said.
“Perhaps you did not get mine, advis-
ing you to wait before coming to Que-
bec?” -

“No,” said Hilary, “but I would have
come anyway. I want to get this mat-
ter settled,” :

= “The American haste” sald the mo-
tury Tooking almost ingenuous. - “But
melawlsnottdboﬁkuh:m.
‘least of all in Quebec.. It in omly &
month since your uncle died. Perhaps

— it will-be months before we can turn
-over; the property to you. I under
stand that you were not in close touch
with ‘your uncle during his latter
years?” petalie ;

“I hadn’t seen him since I was a boy.
That was what made the legacy a sus
prising one. He had' met shown any
interest. in-me. I bad a hard fight to
get through my forestry course. Se

hen I heard that I had become, the

. owner ua

nitles n“ﬁ'mue‘acfng :n "&(‘?ﬁn
! That s almost a king
" dom, sir.” 1ot

““Teén miles by ten?"inquired-the

notary, smiling. . “Well, I suppose if
does seem a large territory te.you, al

Wt?:“mmoryvu one of |

of the old feudal grants

(It 18 almost the last on the north shere | I8, ]

“Xour,

/ tine, begianing to drum softly, “made

this investment againdt the advice of

'ber rights are practically valueless, be

cause the wood is principally balsam

instead of pine and spruce.

- He noted that Hilary osly watched
n instead of answering, and he be

more deternmined, he |

| tortune and s thorough, knowledge of
| lumber conditions in ‘this province

- Hilary leaned forward ia his chair.

‘“Monsieur Lamartine,” he said, “I'll
4 tell you hows I view

= 'me up wrong.” - -

,uses’ bealdﬁ

hice lttle tract ‘of ‘a few hundred

! w-m.ﬁc“'ﬂ'"ﬁ:ﬁ&l \

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

“I'm sorry -to hear that” answered
Hilary, “But I suppose something can
be deme with the 'wood. There are
pulp-wood to. which the
timber can be PERY Ly 0 @
Monsieur Lamarting drummed his
fingers for guite a while before an-

swering. ' | g

“A‘ company with a Jlarge capital
might' find 4¢; comm iy profitable
to develop your tract,” he said pres-
ently. “But no mz2n without an smple

could dream of pulling ont even.”

hunting & job here end
Wid Sodbody S
ofsother people’s trees.

grow up, and thin them out, and
haye & real forest in bearing.

“Se I've decided to take hold of that
St. Boniface tract and see what I can'
make ofit. I'm going to show my un-
cle, Monpsieyr Lamartine, that he sized |

. ‘Monslenr Lamartine smiled at his
caller’s frankness,

“I snderstand how you feel, Mr. As- .
kew,” he’ sai “What you ‘want I8 a

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 serutinized him

with his fox look—*“I think I may be

able to dispose ef the Rosny white ele-

phant fer you.”

Hilary returmed no answer, and

Monsienn Lamartine could mot decide-
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notary sighed.  “Well, at least
the matter over for & while,” he
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on business.
to take you

.

i

‘He: should be in
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sald Hilary, smiling, "4 ,
|:have no tear that you will be held
' sponsfble for my anticipating: oy 1.
_heritance. Iimagins I have as much

said.

own trees. I want to see | the

: .side the forest-clad :

g | Hiary crossed the bridge.

o peins on’ the 8
ity ‘on §::m i i
o ¥ y 8 road.” . ¢ A H

&4 l "/Hilary looked down coelly at the |
excited little man. “I'm Mr. Askew, |
and T've come to take charge of my |

want,” said Hilary, ®is the |

er is too small? T deubt—"
discuss that after I have seen Ten

“Mr. Morris, ‘the manager, is |

e

t me Nave the papers,

ou need

right there as Mr. Morrig @ . - |
. “Of course; if that is your deeiston, '
_ -more ' to say” an-

swered  the . ‘other brusquely. He
pulled out a drawer and removed an
envelope containing some documents. .
“You will find the statement here,” he '
“Mr. Morris has the boeks and
the map of St. Boniface. T wish you
a’pleasant journey, sir. You wish me
to continue to represent you?’

“For. the ‘present, yes. Good-day.”

‘When he: was m,n? Moniseur Laman
tine sat back in his.chair artl drummed
bis fingers for nearly a minute. Them
he called up ousseat. i
“%He's just gone,” he said. “And be
starts for St. Boniface w
Ing, in spite of all my representa
tions.” . ; ? -

He smiled -at /the sputtering that:
came over the wire, dlie
* » ] . s [ . {

It was well into the afternson when
Hilary reached St. Boniface on
small tri-weekly mall beat.
or sixty miles below Quebec:
try, sparsely: inhabited though ‘it is,
aad primitive,. eontains

oo
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HH

the momeént when
become posaible.
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ad oriemt |

4

and '
ot the little hotel ex-
o m am uw {
. inte conversation with

'The whole settlement was gathered
aboit the shores of the lMttle
yond it were the memmtaing,
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ful; there was hardly a
heard except the distant
mill Machinery. i
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property,” he answered. .-
The Jiftle man was bereft of vocal

‘what I'm paying him for,” said Hilary,

“What's your n;:’o?' i R
“Jean-Marie Baptiste.” 5
“Herhaps you In't expect me, Moa-_

sieur Baptiste?” v

" “Hely Name, ne! It was said that

you had sold et te the company.”

~ and

they call the Seigneur.”

“Well, he ought to be bere. That's .

Pt AL
9 "I‘t'i‘ll'-ﬁ-ﬂlmﬁl

knew it.as only one with the-
land blood knows his own. i
“Im Lade Connell, at your service,

heart instantly.

v,j%m.. h . my
“"’“"“’“’”““mur.c...
aell .o

“Maybe,” said Lafe, sp!ttlng. “May-

© be it's all right not to have sense to

plaster their houses, 8o as to freeze to
death in winter time. Maybe it's all

Mr; Askew,” gaid the foreman, coming
up to Hilary and standing respectfully

right to run to Father Lucy when

before him. . | there's a forest fire, instead of getting
“F gafpose I should have let you peo- | to work and putting it eut. Maybe he

ple know that I was coming” said

© £An pray it out for thém. I got nothing
against the place, except that my wife

“He wondered why Lafe Copoel Ulrice and the kids cre in Shoebury-

whistled; he  knew nothing about
Bronsseau’s telephoned warning.
“l guess youwll find things upset a

oort, and I'd rather rot here alone than
' oring ’em. up. -But what’s the usel
P'm here and T got te stay -here,” he

little,” said Connell, ' “Mr. Morris hag | *?ded, shrugging his shoulders.

been away for & couple of weeks, see- !

ing to his other interests, and I can’t
exactly do much for you! he comes

back. It's our slack month, you know, |

Mr, . Askew. ..The men don’t go into
the wgods until September, and we
don't keep a large force employed on
the mill work.” :

#Tomorrow’s soon enough to start
in,” said Hilary. “I'm pleased to have
met you, Mr. ConnelL”

“Wait a minute,” the foreman
“I_you don’t mind having me, Tl go
up to the hotel with you.. Maybe
there’ll be some things that you'll

. want to ask me.”

“All right,” said Hilary. >
They went together silently across
the shaking bridge and ascénded the

,/hill, each quietly taking stock of the
- other. : At the top, where a branch

road ran off-at right smgles.to thai
which ‘crested the cliff, a figure on

. horseback appeared in the distance.

the horse: drew near she pulled in o
take the branch road without scatter
ing the dust; passing wi few feet
of Hilary. He saw that shé was about

“‘twenty years of age, or a little more,

slight, very straight upon the saddle,
with gray-blue eyes and brown hair
blown by the wind about her flushed
cheeks. There was a combination of
dignity and' simplicity about ker, both
in her demeanor add in the way she
rode, and in her ackmowledgment of
Conzell’s greeting. e
Hilary watched her canter up the
road till she had disappeared among
the trees.  Them he realized 'that he
had not tdken his eyes off her since he

-had first seen her.

“That,” sald Lafe, *i§ Mamzelle

3

what
o
“The owner of the Chateau?’ asked

a |Hilary, sithough he knew this per-

“Yes, Mr. Askew, 1 guess sbe

wouldn’t “have smiled #0 pleasant if

 had known who yeu wasl” .
“Why, Mr. Connell?”

him a mint of money finishing up
c¢onvent at Paris, France.”
‘Hilary turned this over in his mind
s they continued thw along the
d -then down' road to the
. 'The. idea of .

Lafe was a bad cross-questioner, and
- the task put upen him by Brousseau
| was not only uncomgenial But impos-
sible for a man of his temperament.
; However, he made a vallant sttempt
i to draw Hilary out. “You're thinking
lwfspendln:son.ﬂmehere,nr.n
kew?’ he asked.

I - “Pve comg te take charge. P'm going
| ‘o stay,” said Hilary,.

{ - Lafe looked st him curiousiy. What
sort otnmcoﬂdtbisbowhochgu
of his velition to reside in St. Bonk
face?

“I guess you'll change your mind
when you've seen it a little longer,” he
said incredulously.

“On the contrary,. Mr. Connell, 1
| mean to take hold, and I mean te make
' it pay. It hasn’t paid very well, I ane
derstand?”

don’t pay as much as it ought.”

“ understand that most of the time
ber is below the size at which cutting
is allowed?”

Lafe stavred at him. *“Why, them
rules are for government land!” he
answered. “You can cut any size on

leastways, some of it ain’t.”

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

*Too much fir on the property?” he
asked.

“Why, there is some fir,” conceded
Lafe. “But there’s Seme good spruce
along fhe Rocky river” he added,
again oblivious of Mis*isstructions.

“I saw & geod pile in the river.” ;

“Why, that al’t our cutting—net
much of 1,” said Lafe. “Most of that
comes from the Ste. Marie limits.”

“Where 1§ Ste. Marie?”

“Ste. Marie's twe miles along the
coast, beyond' our settlement” said
Lafé, “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-

]

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 riversfor their logs.”

Lafe 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 could
prevent. it, Brousseau's imstructions
notwithstanding. i :

“It’s this way, Mr. Askew,” he said.
*“Mr. Morris and Mr. Brousseau have a
company of their own. Their limits

river, and run ten miles or so back
into ‘the bush, right alongside ours.
They got the right to float thelr logs
down the river.” :

*And use the mill$”
i~ “Mr, Morris leases the use of our
wmill by the year to the company.”

Hilary was staggered for the mo-
ment." Morris, us his uncle’s manager,
leasing the mill to Morris, a partner in
Brousseau’s company, seemed a queer
vole. g

“How do they tell our lumber from
theirs?” asked Hilary presently.

“Ok,. that ain’t bard,” ssid Lefe.
“You see,. the jobbers, whe sublease

the tracts, know how much their men

4 have cut. Anrd’ it’'s scaled in the

woods before they 'shoot it down
}stream; I gliess there ain't mc diffi-
' Mr. Askew. And you see,

o&n_n i

Hilary's suspiclons, dormant  even

after the intérview with Lamartine,
| were now thoroughly aroused.

#And Mr, Brousseau has no concern
with us, except for.the lease of the

1

/feeling on' the Seigneur's part or om |

in' the coursé of his business, he was
‘canscious of a feeling of regret, and
also of a half-formed reselution, the
nature of which he wontd not admit,
to' ‘put relations upon a pleasant foot~

In the hotel the landlord’s wife was
already preparing supper. They ate
tea’ and followed by raspberries and
‘cream, ' Then they went out on.the

_porch and it their pipes.

““You' dre the foremsn, I under
stand?” asked Hilary, . : R

“ | “"¥es, Mr. Askew: I took the Job
i oy gy o i e g

up here for the

Late

frankly. “I never guessed such
0 ‘ A

family had not occurred to |
meet Monsleur Rosny, except possibly |

i the - district,” said' Lafe.
"nearest thing to a boss they've got up
i here; tells ‘em how to vose and gats
. 'em out of irouble. He ain't good to
| his ' father, though. That was old
| Tacques Brousseau' in the store, the
i trapper.”
l .“] didn't see him.” .
“He was Mr. Rosny’s slave, or what-
!.ever they called them, in the old
times, before these people becam:
 tree.” Y '
l He tapped the ashes out of his pipe
! and pocketed It. =
“He's got otd Rosny in: his pocket,”
he said, leaning toward Hilary. “He's

s 1aat | got ‘him bound and mortgaged  after
¢ e s g leading him to throw your uncle's

| %
[mobey away in crazy investments. He
-did it deliberately, Mr, Askew, When

| | he was a Kkid, growing up among the.

' house servants up at. the Chatean,
‘he’'wanted to be a big man, for which
!ldon‘tblunm He got his way,

' of Bt with A1l his monvy.. So-he set

o mm-—‘-—-—.‘

this country, and Tm here ¢o stay.
Now:‘suppose. you forget about Mr,

Broussesu’ for & while and consider

_yourself to be what you are, my paid

ecployee. And you can count on my

‘stsnding' by you.”

He 'held his hand out. For a mo-
ment Lafe Connell's keen gray eyes
met his searching inquiry; then he
.took 'Hilary’s hand and wrung it.

“I believe you mean what you say,
MF. Askew,” he. returned: “And you
car. reckon on me go far as my duty .
goes.” > 5 !

to 'work and got him cinched, V
“The old\man hates and despises
bim, and he’s been :fighting against ft
for. a long time, but he seen what's
coming to bim and I guess he’s made
up his mind hell have to stomach if.
Brousseau's staked old Mr, losny’s.
pride against his love, and. I guess he’s
won his' stake and won < Mamzelle
Madeleine into the bargain.”’
""He rose, “That'll be all for tonight,
Mr, Askew?’ he asked.

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

He didn’t follow Lafe Connell ine
side thé hotel, but sat upon the poreh,
musing. Lafe Bad emlightenéd him on
several poimts. He doubted whether
Lsmartine hgll spoken snything ap-
proaching truth’ concerning the prop-
erty, and he was sure that Morris and
Brousseau were the company in whose
behalf he had offered forty-five thou-
sand dellars. There would' béd need of
R good many explanations from Mor-
ris. Yet Hilary felt instinctively that:
it was Broussesu, not Meyris, with : 1
whom he would have o comtmni, . | 1 Mé Binds. bo naturaly el fo

On the face of the. soft night rose “Brousseau is the big man up here,
the face of Madeleine Rostiy painted . 013 he'q had his eye on the Rosny

. with surprising clearness. Ee saw the seigniory for 4 long time. e wanted
blué of ker eyes, the curve of her to buy, but Rosny was sore on him,

% “| and he closed the-deal with your unehe
¢ | instead. But afterward Brousseau got
the ‘mortgage 'on thé Chateau and the
Hitle bit of land round it, to keep hold
on Rosny.

“Well, the Rosny seigniory is the

only piece of free-hold up this way. Be-

ny seigniory being nothing but fir is |
a He, Connell?” asked Hilary pres-!
ently, as the pony ambled through a |
villey overgrown with red pine. !

“Mostly,” sald Lafe, “There is a |
deal of fir, but there’s enough spruce |
and pine to make the concession pay, |
if Mr. Morris wanted it to.”

“So Morris hae Socz playing doudble?”
Lafe nodded. “You see, Mr. Askew,
it’s this way,” he satd. “When Morris !
came up here I believe he meant to
run straight. Bt he'd Beep a lumber
man in a smsll way up I Ontario, and
he wasn’t wise to the game as it's
‘played here, it’s gratf, and it's
never beea g else. So when
Morrig found your unele didn’t know
nothing about the bmsiness, ‘and left

“I suppose that tale about the Ros- |

Late floundered. - “T've heard #t !

fréehold. The timber ain’ so bad— [

ty miles, and nobody ‘except Father:

touch ours on the west, across the

I

l

{

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

flushed: cheek; thesdignity and: gentle-
ness and pride-that. blended in her
loeks, If ever he had any quarrel with
Brousseau, he would show him—

Then he cursed himself for a fool,
and, entering the hotel, took his lamp
and went up to his room.

CHAPTER Il

Lafe Connell Explains.
, After breakfast the next morning
Hilary hired Monsieur Tremblay’s
buggy and started out with Lafe, with
the intention of covering a portion of
the limits apd seeing the operations of
the. jobbers;” he 'also meant to keep
his eyes ‘open as #9 the nature of
the timber:

The buggy surmounted a hill, and
i another hill appezred,in the distance.
Here and there, scattered along the
roadside, were solitary cabins, with
little patches of cultivated ground
about' them,

“And on the right of the rodd is the
Ste. Marie territory?” asked Hilary.

“Yep, Mr. Askew. The two runs
neck and neck back into them fhoun+
tains, We turn off presently, We haven't
tevched this disirict Fat”, wn o = ”
=%y notedl the BrstErowlh ipPuce
along the banks. “Why don’t we cut
thli,anyway,lfthereltummy
fir?” he asked. “There’s enough lum-
ber here to fill our dam instead eof
the Ste. Marie company’s logs.”

Lafe answered volubly, but did met
meet Hilary's eyes. : ]

“You see, Mr. Askew,” he.began to
explain, “it's this, way." There’s a
ggod deal of fir on: our property, and
‘what pine and spruce there is is small-
ish. There was a big fire over this
district fifteen years or 8o ago. Now
Mr. Morris calculiites that if we go
slow for a while and give the trees a
chance to grow, they'll: be ‘worth twice
88 much;in a few years. ‘We're de-
veloping the property slowly, Mr,
Askew—"

Hilary’s hand fell on Lafe’s shoul-
der. “Connell,” he said, “I brought
¥ou up hiere with me to learn the truth
from: you. You're going to sign en
again on October first, and it's me
you're going to sign ‘with, not Mr,
Morris. Now tell me fhe facts about
el this,”

Lafe stammered and hung his head
like & schoolboy caught im wrong-
doing. But Hilary’s hand was grip-
ping his shoulder, and at last Lafe
raised his ‘head and looked straight
at Hilary.

“If T thought you’d stick here” he
said, “I guess I’'d back you to the lim-
it. But youll never stand for St.
Bouiface, Mr. Askew. They're s0 in-
fernally slow here, they ain’t got hu-
man ways, sir. And they’re crooked.
I thought, when I heard you was com-
ing, you'd be likke Mr, Morris—I mean,
wise to the game—but you ain’t. I
guess most business is crooked every-
where,  but here it’s crookéd all
through. You'll be selling out to Mr.
Brousseau In a month’s time, and
that’ll 'be my finish.”

“You're dead wrong, Connell,™ ame
swered Hilary, “I like the looks of

yond it's government land, and all
round it's government land. Breus-
seau started in to squeeze your uncle
out. And Morrls went with him. He
played @buble, as you were saying,

| Mr. Askew. The point of the whole

game was to freeze out your uncle
and get the property for a song.
That's how it stands. Here we turm
off into Mr. Leblanc’s lease.”

“Who's he?”’ ’

“Your chief jobber,” said Lafe,

The buggy turned eff through the
forest along & new road. Here was
some: splendid timber, black and white
spruce and tall white pine. The sound
of axes began to be audible, and pres-
ently they reached a clearing, in which
a number of frame shacks were under
construction. Superintending the work
was a tall, rather fair man of abont
forty years, with a cast in one eye;
and with him was & sheort, thickset
man of great muscular power. The
two looked up as the buggy ap-
proached, and the short man scowled.
¢ “This is Mr. Leblanc,” said Lafe.
“Mr. Leblane, this is Mr. Askew, the
owner.” '

Leblanc put out his hand limply, but
Hilary, nettled by his manner, did not
take it.

“Mr. Leblane is clearing a camp for
his next year’s lease,” continued Lafe.

“But the lease is not signed?” asked

“It will be signed in October,” an-
swered Leblane. “I have arrange
with Monsieur Morris”

“Yowll make your arrangemants
with me in future,” said Hilary. “If
the price is satisfactory, you can have
this tract.”

Leblane stared at him insolently
with his good eye, the other fixing a
tree on Hilary’s right. “I work for
Mr, Morris. I make arrange with him,”
he answered. 1 4

“Bee here, Leblane, you didn’t catch
whe this gentlemen is,” said Lafe.
“This is Mr. As¥bw, the nephew of
the late Mr. Askew. He has come into
the property. He's boss. You get me,
don’t ypu, Leblanc?”

Leblanc shrugged his shoulders.
“Oh, yes, I understand,” he answered,
and, turning without another word,
walked back toward the lumbermen,
lccomehpanled by the short man, whe
was chuckling maliciously at Hilary's
discomfiture. :

Hilary - flushed, but. Lafe laid his
hand, on his wrist, closing the fingers
qbogt?!t With a, viselike grip.

“Stéady, Mr. Askew. Don't let those
fellows, get you riled” he said “If
you're coming into this game it means
steidy work. - You've got to hold back
and hold back, until you've got things

”

They re-entered the buggy and, turn-
Ing the horse, drove back.

Presently Hilary cooled down. “Who
was the little man?” he asked.

“That’s Plerre something-or-other,
Black Pierre, he's called. He's Brous-
seau’s chief crook. He’s a trouble-
some man, Mr. Hilary. He'll bear
watching.” ;

“We'll fire him first thing,” said Hil-

ary.

“Why, he ain’t hired by ms” ans
swered Lafe,

“Then what in thunder is he doing
on my ‘concessipn, talking to my chief
jobber?” '

“Well, there ain’t no law against
it,” said Lafe, with a humorous look
on his face. “I guess them two are
pretty thick together.

“You see, Mr. Askew, it's this way,”
he went on. “If you're going te clear

up this mess, it ain't a.bit of good
going for the little fellows. They're
the tail that Brousseau wags. Once
you get Brousseau’s hand out of your
pre, the others foliow him. Whea
Pierre sees there ain’t mo more pick-
ing= out of the St. Bonifage land he’ll
20 back to the smuggling business.”

“Braady-smuggling ?"

“Why, he’s the bad man of Sta. ¥a-
rie, He rins cargoés of gin and brandy
ashare from’ the' south coast, and
there’s never been a revenue officer in
this district within human memory, nor
would one dare to show his face here.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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