
l'HE WIERN I4ôME MON¶I-LY

OLARK'S PORE AND BEANS save
y ou the time and the trouble. They are

me ~prepared only from the finest beans com-
bined with delicate sauces, made from
the purest ingredients, in a factory equip-

ped with the most modern appliances.

The Patriot
By Francis J. Dickie

*HE sun wias already an hour
high, and peering over the tops
of the Apruce trees back of the
littie clearing, when Morris
came ovt of 'hie cabin. Without

bothering to close the door he shoulder-
ed bis pack in true 'woodsmnan style-
the strapas lipping over shoulder and
forehead difier the fashion, of northern
packsacks-and with odd limpi.ng gait
set off 'down the littie pathway that led
into deeper, ail encompassing wooda.

Only once lie turned, just before a
point where a bend in the trail shut off
sight of the shack. LA long moment lie
stood gazing ab the scene. T he haIt
open door, cauglit by a breatli of wind,
creaked on ïtis leathern linges, as if to
accentua"e the desolation-there was no
other sound.

Slowly the man raised bis fist and
shook it i sloxw motion that took in the
âwelling, the open doorwway and ail the
sulent surroundings. There iwas no
malice in, the action; rather litw"s a
farewvell, harsh, uncaring, i keeping with
the stern crueliy of thie land.

"Thank God!" lie said, and turning,
dlsappeared down the littlejtrodden trail.
Re moved forward alowly, what of the

line, soft with kindly bits ýbf vârled
Woodland-old, tali, standing mnaple,
beeeh a.nd hickory, and mnany 1iinbed,
feir reaching elins al iiedding an
umibrous pleasantness whieh the trèe.et
this northland neyer did. Again., hie
dreame had te do with elea.n, weli kep
barns, or, fat cows che-wing grmvee1y
f rom recent cropped clover fields.

For Morris, lin spite of hie five yeer¶
in the Northland, was an agrioulturist.
The placid ways oft an Ontario farm
should have always been his. ¶Uwenty-
eight years of bis thirty-three had been
spent upon one. But, swayed by strangely
corne dissatisafaction, a longlng to
travel, to see new lands, thdIngs imbued
by ten generations of sea rovers, land

pioneers and trail blazers 'of sturdy
British stock, Morris haed follo'wed this
bent; started te see the world. And,
bem~se hie niind worked in simple
grooves, the beginning tSk formn of a1
harvest excursion ticket thu.t led .to the
wheat filds of the great west. Frein
here he had diifted on dnto haréher
northland. He lied wceehed gold on the
headwaters of the Peac, freîghted scow
boats on. the Athabasom, and on even th
distant Fort Resolution. But a.lwayu

Accomaplished Highlander pisys tuneful melodies en "Insidh of Piano", while hie fellows dine

seventy pounds un bis back, and onle bad
leg? It 'was rwith light heant, for the
load consisted of three almositbleck fox
peits, fifteen su vers and forty other
skins-mink, marten, lynx-result of an
extra good season's catch.

During the past ýwinter months the ever
growing pile of sleek, glistening bides
liad become almoit. an obsession. Hie bad
fallen to playing with them during long
wiater nights, as a mise~r doos bis gold;
but not frorn any hoarding instinct, only
because they represented fine clothes,
wonderful food-at least at first tili the
assurance of tbe viands' ever nearness
made palaite less desirous. And, too, and
above ail else, they rel)rcsented train fare
hack home, and the possibilit.y of awner-
sliip of that quarter section, rigbit next
the "Old rMan's," a quarter weIl kept,
Nvith snug barns, a bit of bush and zig-
?.ag rail fence stili solid and sound after
alrnost a quarter eent urv.

Seven thousand dollars, Morris biad
reckoned bis catch !to bu w ortb, a valiua-
tion based on last year's prieus. Peurbaps
hie mighit get more, lie tiought, éfor good
fox skins lîad been going up vbcn last
bie liad visitud the fur post.

So, tbrough tlie'long w~inter davs, lie
biad toilsoniely joîirneyed ovur bis trap
lines, tbe loneiiness and i ardshîilîs inii-
inizu(l by'thoughits of tlie rtevaîîs iii
stoîre. AndI during long iiiglits flieth
Arvtie %w md bom-led mit anon- tîju spînice
trve.s and sont lads of siiew craishi iig
îlown froin tlwir oviVbirvdlh lis oit
to tiie roof of thue littie cabin, bie liail sat
and drueamed of the sigliin of a softer
winf(l thbrougb apple orcl!iard; an i divaiii-
i ng, relieved happy days of earlier lift, '11
kinder landI, wliere nuat, sinall fields of
roots and grain stretchied to cîcar sky-

liad bis lieart been empty, a continuai
homesiekness lay upon bim. Yet he
could not go home broke; the sturdy
provineialisan tlat was bis forbade.
So, atter 'three profitless years, lie lia
turnied to trapping-a trade for the
pýoor man, ithe rewards of which are pro-
portioned liy slili and luck.

The first year had furnished the
experience makinig for skill, and, too,
brouglit enough to grubstiake him a
second season. Then the second ele-
ment, luck, lsd <»rne to biun in athe
finding of a virgin fiéld teeming in fur,
tr place lying a hundred miles to thé
nortli and east of Fort MCMUrray.

N'ow, wvitli bis reward assured by
heîavy f ur pack, tlie agniculIàirist tîhet
vas the real him leaped into bing. He
liad but one thought: "Back to the
East, and bity a little farm."

Witli this tixouglit ibefore bim, fie now
nioved on liglit heartedly. Presently the
shor.t little trail of bis own making
'ading taw'ay from the cabin door, was

no more. Hle 'alked on througb path-
less, silent ranks of spruce and' poplar
growing up frorn springy muskeg, and
again upon rolling stretcb os of bigher,
sanidv lnd.

'flic leîîgthiening hours brougit op-
pressive buat, a still humidity from
suni kissing too moist earth. Sudh April
davýs occuir oceasionially in the north-
laîîd. «.Morris, burdtcnud w'ith the wveighit
of seventv îîoinhxks irsed the unusual
wozither, ýursu<l the w~ildernenss a.nd tbe
fw\ eiarly niiosqttitoes a.lready oome to
life. Still lie pressed on doggedly, in-
tetuîi o aking a point on C-utîton Creek,

tbrvmiles beyond, where lay his
caclîcd canoe.

After tInt the going would be easy-
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