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way for, a woman to feel—to love a
man, to admit frankly that he satisfied
her ideal of a man, that her flesh yearned
to his after the law of nature—yet to
fear, to holdfbavgkm’ the decisive
step because of— t?

ences? Rod dismissed

not matter. What then?

urge of this desire. A flare of|;

them 3
gesture.  They existed, but ‘they did
An unexpl i

ed reluctance to

the business of living,” he sdid to he

impatiently, one day. He had bl

a trail from the upper werkings on

Valdez to join the path ‘that ran from
Granite Pool to Oliver Thorn’s.

He had made several journeys over

that ridge before Mary went back to la

town, sometimes in ‘the evening, some-
times on a Sunday afternoon. It was
peasant to see the momentary glow in
her eyes when he came iin,

“1 like you in mackinaw and calked

, Rod,” she said irrelevantly. “Are

you going to make a prolession of log-
ing?”

m“gl said you have some queer ideas

about this business of living,” he per-
sisted.

Vo, you only think ‘them gqueer,”

“They’r sound enough. [

want to make a blunder,”

“You think marrying ‘me might be a
blunder.”

“I don’t want to marry anybody,
Rod,” she repeated, a.statement that
n.ver failed to anger im. “Is it so
important that one ghould marry?”

“It’s important to mie,” he said.

“Are you the only one whose will
or desire counts?” she inquired. “It
isn’t Tike you to take that position
#bout anything.”

“Mary, Mary, you know what I
mean,” he exclaimed. *“Life doesn’t
seem more than half«omplete without
you in the picture, W en we were
kids playing together we lived from
day to day. But we can’t do that now.

I can't, anyway. I’ve either got to be |;

sure of you, or give up 4ll idea of you,
All this stuff that seems to scick you—
my people and moncy, and what they'll
do to me in disapproval, and all that—
it doesn’t really amount to anything,
If T dida’t know how you feel about
me 1’d say it wasn’t worth while com-
batting such fool impressions.”
“Ah. If you found yourself cuc oft
from a great many things you uncon-
sciously value; deprived o things you’ve
accepted as your birthright, you'd
begin to change your tune, I think.
You wouldn®t be buman if you didn’t,”
Mary commented, “Anyway, that
isn’t all, and you know it isn’t, Rod,”
she broke out with unexpected Sheat,
“I'n e as you are that mar-
i ; 1 itself. ¥t’s just a step,
instinct tends to drive a man
woman into each other’s arms.
It seems s0. But I can see things ahead
of us in such a step that 1 rather shrink
from. And what is just as important, I
happen also to see things ahead of me
that 1 rather andcipate, things 1 want
to t and do. 1 want—ch, what’s

Rod? We don’t get anywhere |}
t w &

talking about this, Why t
be friends and et it go 1
ould you be just friends with me

he challenged.

And when the girl’s fundamental
truthfulness brought a thoughtful look
and atouch of color to her face Rod
was answered without words.

It was like swimming upstream, he
thought to himself, halting on his way
to look down on the tide roaring 4nd
foaming thrnu;i{] its narrow passage by
Little Dent. Manhood wasn’t proving
uite the careless easy way of his youth-
ul fancy. It had sometimes seemed to
him then, with preternatural vision for
a boy, that for well-born people the
chief trouble lay not in getting things
they wanted, but in wanting anything
much, His life had seemed to him then
a matter of absolute certainties.

Apd it wasn't. Not by a long ghot.
He ‘wanted Mary Thormn. He wanted
very much to write brilliantly and ac-
ceptably abcut his native land, which
he loved for its bigness and rugged
beauty as well as for what it ha _s(

enerously bestowed on him and his.
ﬁ; could’ neither Fave one nor accom-
plish the other, But he would! Oh,
yes. He pursed his lips and set his teeth
upon that determination, as he lingered
on the ridge where the old trail pitched
down to the Granite Pool on one side
and the new one slanted to the camp
at tidewater, ¥

The autumn haz: hung li'e a di-

il over mountains and water-
wa: Vine maple and alder shone
brick-red and pale gold in the Jow ground,
Hawk’s Nest lifted

5 of tthhee wzg;

me stalking up

calked boots and Macﬁ:raw
] ledimEven Phil consid-

marriage. She had

4 of class distinctions.

the gentlemanly
issez faire which his father had set as’
ndared. F
“Oh, damm, I wish it were spring)
again,” Rod muttered as he strode.
down the hill,
Spring was at hand almost before he
realized that the vernal equinox had

come and gone. But winter had to|bee

preceds spring. In October the fall
rains broke in bitter earnest. ‘The sod-
den drip of eaves lulled him to
sleep at night and greeted him on awak-
ening. He went to work in the morn-
ing with his fellows and trudged back
at night soaked through heavy cloth-
ing. The bunk house reeked with stcam
from sodden garments Testooned above
a red-hot stove. Day and night, for
weeks on end, gray dlouds and drift-
ing mist hovered above the trees. Ev-
ery gully discharged a wstream seaward.
To step through a clump of brush meant
a shower bath. Everythirg a man
touched, tools, gear, fimber, was damp
and clammy cold. The thin soil squash-
ed into mud wunder their boots,

d‘ wziisP saturated.  The

rip e weeping giants.
old mds on the coast beg
profanely that there ha never been
such rains, ”

Yet the logs came down. The fall-
ing %angs went grumbling into the
wet ‘thickets about the hase of the trees
they must fell. The riggi i
hook tenders cursed
the slippery cables. Donkey engineers
scowled from beneath the fin sheiter
over each machine. And Jim Handy
prowled in oilskins from gang to gang,
silent, eagle-eyed, on the Job. Ram or
shine the timber came Yog by Jog to
the booming ground, the boom men
with their pikes arranged it in secfions,
and when the sections grew to a thirty-
swifter raft, a tug hauled in, hooked on
her towline and the cedar and fir of
Valdez began its journey to the mills,

During those spdden weeks Rod Nor-
guay put by all that he had ever been,
His work, that opus which had led him
to forswear, howev: r briefly, the ease
and comfort of Hawk’s Nest, was laidi
away. Not forgoiten. He sat some-
times in the evening, dréaming. He
had want-d to sec what made the wheels
go round, to know how and wky men
labored and endured privation, to see
what life was fike in the raw. ~And he
was getting insight with a vengean
le saw men throw down their tools in
a passion and quit at a word. He saw|

new men reel drunkenly down team-1 fi

er's gangplank and go %o
morning with aching heads and bl
shot eyes, He saw a sn

a blow, 'a fight to a fir

their—power to
‘Whereu he

He looked across the table into her
eyes and wondered if she had alway
n as keenly aware of the invisible
fences about him as he was fast be-
coming himself, Well, he i
himself lightly, some of those fences
were due to be smashed,

CHAPTER XII.

Isabel Wall, the pert and ‘pretty
sister-in-law of Mr. Grove
became at last the cause of Rod”
definite breach in the fences.

When summer full-blown came trip-
ping_on the heels of spri Rod
the Valdez camp for good
a wholesome experi ) e year in
the woods had shown him quite Tullly the
technique of big timber operations, It
bad shed an unreckoned light, more-
over, upon the nature and mental pro-
cesses of the men who handled the
timber, which Rod was
peared

a to get
inside the shell of his class and see how
and -why-man —in general Functioned
both in and out of industry, He had
covered the first phase that
to him. His own indivi j
book, began to nag
assume form pn ion, to cry out
for embodiment, he laid aside calked
boots and Mackinaws for
and flannels, and took up -the plleasant
ways of Hawk’s Nest when June brougift
the first coho salmon into the rapids and
a chair inthe shade was a confortable

‘thing.

Perhaps, as Phil put it in fraternal
railery, Isabel thou that if one
Norquay in the Wall mily wasa good
thin{:, two would be better. The truth
is that Isabel suddenty became aware
of Rod as a man and characteristically
sought to annex him by the usual meth-
e She "had finished -her education

rom the University of B. C,
social experience had been judicially
expanded in the intervals of education,

panorama of the tim| trees, men,}i

machinery, shifted before his eyes that
wintér, gave him food for thought - as
well as sometimes a flash of somthing
that stirred his pulge: For there were

heroic moments, risks, long® chamces |

taken and skilfully avoided, A flying
limb, a snapped ‘cable, a rolling log.
A man had to be alert, It was no place
for a dullard, The logger had his pride
of calling. * It was borne in upon Rod
that only tried men followed the woods,
It was something of a satisfaction that

he qualified as one of them on the job. Yk

It was not so regarded in the family
circle, he discovered to his secret ‘amuse-
ment,  Grove openly disliked the idea

Red granted

She ‘was pretty

and she spol

effortless facility, Bu

his eye she failed to

was a sufficient reason for Rod’s im.

munity, which of course Isabel did not
ow,

5 '
It became obvious that Isabel was in
earnest,

of any Norquay mixing with the men, }if

Morguay senior observed dryly that Rod

need not make quite so cloge a contact | then

with logging and I s. Phil frankly
invited him on different occasions to
come in out of the wet,

At the Christmas shutdown, fore-
gathered at Grove's house in town, Rod
noted the growing concern on his be-
half. ‘There was a hint of protest in
the jocular remarks about his devotion
to Ng as a vocation. Grove’s thinly

that Ty in for “that sort of
thil{r[g r:ctgaedk od,

} sa ck, appraising his father,
brothers, the fricads of the family,
! ople who came within
range of his observation, all well-to-do,
4ll thoroughly insulated against mater-
i tort, able to command and
ir commands obeyed without
. They were as supreme in
as Jim Handy

mor

vei ucomé;t, Laska’s mild wonder|ed
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FAMOUS ENGLISH SBOCCER TEAM TOURING CANADA

* photograph shows the members

inateur teams, who ar

Vancouver and Vietoria. Left to rig]

H. Chadder, H. Davis, J. G.

8. F. Morrison (captain),
inson.

of the Corinthian Football Team, one of the most fam-
at present touring Canads. They will B0 . across Canada to
t, back row: N. C. E. shton, P, C. Lashmer,

Knight; second row, A. H. Barn
C.. Wieterd Brown, V. E. Morgan;

VIEWS OF HALIFAX.

rd, R. W. de Koven,
in fromt, J. K. Reld, H. J. Lewis, N.

»

J. B. Partridge, A.
G. C.

pEEao

HALIFAX '

4 ] Tt A PR i v i
w--..c-.xw” o . 2
N|

Bainbridge, J.

fyen away

pded by Mij g

y, in @ d

bieta and | “pink
da bouq\:‘%? ’
Mabel “2 frock - of
i, 'ifa;"nttle blue
anc flowers. ..
e'&the bride, w

fic Census Burea
Cars Entering F
S
gm0 ingmcto a -staten
tra ce o
' ed by ' the < Hi
i ‘Shates bl
Unite and
Dominion entering
3l was 4.37t7- (
fity per cent, or
mvick registered 4m:
fotor cars e
New Brunswick bord
i July 31 i~clusive
ts, excluding New
ps, numbered - 1
points, 970, " a
svick 2,888,
om the - beginning
0 until gyy 31,
entering way o
| while there were
mouth, * The - cens
hing the province
[ Yarmouth. »was
murtesy of the Dy

bearing the State
aring the

plates 't >
ists with g?? ‘whic
other state in tl

i next with'95, wi
state numbered 8
numbered 80. (
e union,. only 1¢
epresented i th
L to. New ..Bi

ed  automobiles
arrivals, num

Manitoba,
h Columbia cars we

Fishes live in”the se

i, the great ones
Ies. —Shakespedare,



