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lazed Trail Stories

(Continued.) ‘
“ye'Tl bend your backs a libtle, Jimmy
Bourke,” said he, “‘and cut th’ stumps low-
er to th’ ground. There's a. ‘bunch of
chibgles it least in every stump ye've left. |
And you must eaw straighter. And th’
contracts calls for eight inches and over;
mind- ye that. Don’t go to skippin’ th
little omes because they won't ecale ye!
high. 'Tis .in. the contract so. And I
won't have - th’ tops left.. There’s many
a good log in them, an’ ye trim them fair
s and clean.” i
“Go to hell, you ——" eghouted the
Rough Red. Where th’ blages did ye
Jearn so much of loggin’? I log th’ way,
“me father logged, an’ I'm not to be taught
by ‘a high-bahker from th’® Muskegon!”
Never would he acknowledge the wrong
‘v nor promise the improvement, but both
#yvere there, and both he and Fitzpatrick
“knew it. The Rough Red chafed fright-
fully, but in a way his hands were tied.
He could do nothing -without the report;
and it was too far out to send for an-
other secaler, even if Daly would « have
given him one. i
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THE SCALER.

Finally in looking over a skidway he
noticed that one log had not beem blue-
That meant,
that it had not been scaled; and thatin
Rough Red,
1 would not be paid for his laber in cutting
{ and banking it. At once he began to bel-

pencilled across .the end.

turn meant that he, the

low through the-woods.
“Hey! Fitzpatrick!"

blank-blanked-Blank of ‘& blank!

here!” !

The scalér swung leisurely down the
travoy trail and fropted the cother ' with

level eyes.
“Well?” said he.
“Why ain’t that Jog marked®”
“T culled it.”

“Ain’t it sound and good? Is there a
A streak of punk or rot?
What the hell’s
th’ matter with it? You tried to do’me

mark:on it?
Ain’t it good ' timber?

out of that, you damn skunk.”

A log is culled, or thrown out, When,
for any reason, it will not make good

timber.

“TR tell you, Jimmy Bourke,” replied
cai%n]y, “th’ stick is sound

Fitzpatrick,

Come here, -you
Come

i
i
[
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As You Would

Make Them

1f you knew how to make
fne Chocolates, and wanted
to make them better than
Chocolates had ever been
made before, you would make
hem like -

Stewart’s

Delicious

Chocolates

ASK FOR ST“ART'S.
‘Flie Stewart Co. Limited, Toronte

Jand good, of was before your muprderin’ |
crew got hold of it, but if ye'll take a|
squint at the butt of it yell see that
your gang has sawed her on a six-inch
dlant. They've wasted a good foot of th’
log. I epoke of that afére; an' now 1
give Ve warnin’ that T cull every log, big
or little, punk or sound, that ain’t sawed |
gquare and true across the bubtt.”

“Th’ log is sound and good, an’ ye'll
seale it, or Tl know th’ reason why!”

“.will mot.” veplied Fitzpatrick.

“By God, Fitzpatrick, ye £ too far!
Ye've hounded me and harried me
through th’ woods all th’ year- By God,
‘tis a good stick, an’ ye shall scale it!”

“Yo' and yore Old Fellows is nobbers
alike!” cried one of the men.

Fitzpatrick turned on his theel and re-
sumed his work, The men teased  theirs

and began to talk. ;
That night was :Christmas Eve. After
Red went directly from

All Standard Patterns reduced to

10¢. and 15¢.

Exactly 549 Litﬁo@raph Cushion Tops to Go On S’ale
Saturday Morning and Will Be On Sale Until
They Are All Seold.

This is the greatest bargain in this class of goods that we have ever had to
offer you, ~ They are all of thé newest patterns printed on the best materials.

No. 1 lot=will be sold at 10c. each.
This is a golf cushion, comes in dif-
ferent colorings, but all of the golf de
signs.,

Nol\2 lot will be sold ab 25c. each.
These are the regular 50c. quality, and
come in a very large assortment of
patterns.-Printed on heavy duck with
the new lithograph patterns.

No. 3 lot is a linen cushion, inclnd-

ing front and back, ready to be fill-
ed, will be sold at 3oc. This has a
very pretty floral design on the front
side, and the cushion is finished with
button hole edge.-

No. 4 lot will be sold at 39c. -This
is @ lithograph cushion, ready to be
filled, handsome designs on front, in-
cluding the “Champlain.” These ave
very nicely finished, and have always
been geld at Toe.

> Buttons made to match your
materials. Orders taken for plaiting

The following day e culled a-log in an- & 58 oren
other dnd distant skidway wi butt | - . Py ¥
/ g s . | he sounds of ‘debauch risi stead-
Shojged 4 slant of » gocc 6 Jdtua, SHe Bvarﬁkzhinyosberious storm v"indl:g in dis
day following he culled amother of 't\\e:t~ i s He his ot
same sort on still another skidway. He d“m' p,mf. & ajlieg‘ N dwes Wk
examined it closely, then sought the:ine;s’ ;::1 tunéd  into. his  bunk
Bi":h_ . . % e | wearily, for of - holidays there are mone
It is useless, Jimmy. Bourke,” said he,}i“ thé,wooﬂ cive Sunday. About mid-
“to be hauline of the same poor log from niglit someons . came in. - Fitzpatrick
gkidway to skidway. You can hift heg to! el fom AR cep by aimless blun der’
every travoy trail in th’ Crother tract, inos. strack a light, and gaw the s
but it will do ye little gpod. Tl .cull it} 4 ogfi’in e ertainly ‘toward him through
g}herevr If T}‘)d it]'o and never will ye get blood-cglotted Jashes. The man was partly
* seale of that log.” \ S T :
The Rouch Red raised his hand. then dr,‘f,’f,i’e ?:rbgg liliur :é,b;fz T:owbiin&m;:g;
dropped it again; whinled avav with a] Lo e eyabed thigkl ’
ouxse, whirled back with another,. and I"Izp pamci; mcngi iids the Viaoketh
osp 9t | and set foot on the floor.
|  “Le’ me stay,” pleaded the cook, “1
!won’t bother you; I won’t even make a
noise. I'm skeered!”

“Course you _can stay,” replied the
scaler. “Come here.”

He washed the man's forehead,
bound up the cut with surgeon’s plaster
from the van. The man fell silent, look-
ing at him in Wonderment for such kind-
nees. {

the crew depart for the woods in the
early dawn. On the crest of some higher
waves of consciousness weré borne - to
him drunken shouts, maudlin blayphemies,
After a time he & and demanded
breakfast.

The cook, pale and nervous, served him.
! The man was excited, irrésolute, eager to
| speak. Finally he dropped down on the
benech opposite Fitzpatrick, and began.
| “Fitz,” eaid he; “don’t go'in th’ woods
| today. The men—is fair wild wid th’
drink, and th' Rough Red'is beside hi-
self. Las’ night I heerd them. They are
goin’ to skid the butt log again, and' they
swear that if you cull it again, they wil]
kill you. They mean it. That's all why
they wint to th* woods this day.”

Fitzpatrick gwallowed his coffee in eil-
ence. In silence he arose and slipped on

In connection with this there will |
be on sale & lot of cambric cushions }
which will be sold much below the
regular prices, starting at 23c. and pp
to $1.00 for the real down filled ¢ush-
ions.

OUSHION CORDS AND TASSELS
WILL BE SOLD DURING THis H!
SALE at 25c. each, and 30c. for the
heavier quality, Cushion cords -will

lets 1 i
be Be. a yard. ete into his

able scaler’s rule

throst his beechwood- 1
| pocket, and picked his p
i frem the corner, .

DYKEMAN @ CO.,

59 Charlotte S reet.

;:,nxiously._ e

“I'm ‘goill’ to do th’ work they pay
me to do,” answered Pitzpatrick.
|- He tock his way down the trail, his
| face set straight beforeé him, thé smoke

, of his breath streaming behind. The first
|

skidway he scaled with care, laying his

and!

Four houre later, djmly, through the|
! mist of his broken sleep, Fitzpatrick heard '

'¢le. And no bones broke! True for ye,

| bruises. Every step shot a red wa.viuo{
i,
his mackinaw blanket coat. In silence h&\dru k themselves into a stupor.

A | fist.
i “YWher ‘eare ve goin’?"’ asked the cook,| “So would I replied Fitzpatrick.

rule flat acrose the face of each log, en-
tering the figures, on his many-leaved
tablets of beech, marking  the timbers
swiftly with his blue crayon.

The woods,K were empty. No ring of
the axe, no shout of the driver, no fall
of the tree broke the silence. Fitzpat-
rick comprehended. He knew that at
the next skidway the men were gathered,
waiting to see what he would do; gath-
ered openly at last in that final hostility
which had been maturing all winter, He

knew, Dbesides, that most of them were|

partly drunk and wholy reckless, and
that he was alone. Nevertheiess, atter
finishing conscientiously skidway number
one, he moved on to skidway number
two.

There, as he bad expected, the men were
waiting in ominous a.lence, their eyes red
with debauch and hate. Fitzpatrick pad
them no heed, but set about his business.

Methodically, deliberately, he did the
work. Then, when the last pencil-mark
had been made, and the tablets had been
closed with a snap of finality, the Rough
Red stepped forward.

“Ye have finished with  this skidway?”
asked the foreman in suft cat-tones,

“T have,” answered Fitzpatrick, briefly.

“Yo™ have forgot to ecale one stick,”

‘(No.!’

“There is a stick still not marked.”

“I culled it.”

“\Vhy?”

“Tt was not sawed straight.”

Fitzpatrick threw his head back proud-
ly, answering hs man at ease, as an
accomplished swordsman.. The Rough
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Actual Sterility in Women is Very Rare—Healthy
Mothers and Children- Make Happy Homes. :

Red sh.fted his feet, aimest awed in spite
of himself. One after another the men
dropp.d their eyes and stood ill at ease.
The scaler turned away; his heel caught{
a root; he stumbled; instantly the pack
was on him, for the power of his eye was
broken. - |

Mad with rage they kicked and beat '
and tore Fitzpatrick’s huddled form long
after consciouspess had left it. Then an
owl hooted from the shadow of the wood,
or a puff of wind swept by, or a fox
barked, or some other little thing hap-
pened, so that in blind unreason.ng pan.¢
they fled. The place was deserted, save
for the dark figure against the red-and-
white snow. |

Fitzpatrick regaiped his wits im pain, !
and so kpew he wad still on earth. Every |
movement cost him a moan, and some'
agency outside himsclf inflicted added tor-|
tuve. After a long time he knew 1t was!
the cook, who was kindly kneading his
limbs and knuckling his hair. The man
proved to be in a maze of wonderment
over his patient’s tenacity of life.

“I ‘watehed ye,” he murmured, “I
did not . dare interfere. But I kem to yo’
’s soon as I could. See, here’s a fire that
I built for ye, and some tea. Take a lit-

ye're a hearty man, and strong with th’
big muscles on ye fit to fight th’. Retgh
Red man to man. Get th’ use of yere
lege, darlint, dn’ I'll tak’ ye to camp, for
its fair drunk they are by now. Sure an’
I tole ye they’d kill ye?”

“But they didn’t,” mutered Fitzpatrick
with a gleam of humor. {

“NSQure ‘twas not their fault—nor yer

awn!”

s later, as it seemed, they moved
alowiyl in the .direction of camp. ‘bhe
cold had stiffened Fitzpatrick’s cats and

torture thréugh his arteries to his b
They came in sight of the camp. It wad
silent. Both knew ®that the 'men had

«1'd like t kill th’ whole lay-out as
she eleeps,” snarled the cook, shaking his

_Then as they looked, a thin wreath of
smoke curled from under the open door-
way and spread lazily in the frosty air.
Another followed; another; still another.
The cabin‘was on fire.

“They've kicked over th’ etove again,”
said Fitzpatrick, seating himself on &

Many women long for achild to bless
their homes, but because of some de-
bility or. displacement of the female

ans they are barren.
reparation for healthy maternity is
sccomplished by Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound more suceessfully
than by any other medicine, because t
gves tone and strength to the entire
male organism, curing all dizrlwo-
ments, ulceration and inflammation.

A woman who is in good shysie;sl
eondition transmits to her children the
blessings of a good constitution Is
not.that an incentive to prepare for a
healthy maternity ? .

Ife t mothers would fortify
themselves with Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound, which for thirty

ears has sustained thousands of
women in this gondition, there would
be a great decrease in miscarriages, in
suffering, and in disappointments at
th ”>

The following letters to Mrs. Pink-
ham demonstrate the power of Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound in
such cases.

Mrs. M. Keener, Hebron, Yarmouth,
N. S., writes :

“Dear Mrs. Pinkham:— ’

« Before my baby was born I was in very
salt able to get out of bed in
Y n.nx often .so that all

to me and life
1is . but as soon as I began
i Pl N G
dneredgnvednﬁylltemdthéliﬁ

Many Women Have Been Beneftted by

'ing or ovarian trouble, b

-

of my ehild, for i# helped me give birth to my
boy znd also made mggtonggidm the child
e okie Compound, 80 sl €x.

| ex-
nt mothers, and feel sure that i$ wiil

p them as it did me.”

Mrs Mae P. Wharry, Secretary of
the North Shore Oratorical Society,
The Norman, Milwdukee, Wis., writes/
Dear Mrs. Pinkham:—

«“1 was masried for five ms and ga
birth to two premature ¢hil Lydia
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound was recom-
mended to me, and I am so glad I took it, for
it changed me from a weak, nervous woman
to a strong, happy ar
geven months. ithin two years a lovely
little girl was born, which is the pride and
Ey of our household. Every day 1 bless

ydia B Pinkham's Vegetable Compound for
the U th and happiness it brought to
our

If any woman thinks she is sterile,
or hasdoubts about her ability to carry
a child to 8 mature birth let her write
$o Mrs. Pinkham, Lynn, Mass., whose
advice is free to all expectamnt or
would-be mothers.’ She has }:elped
thousands of women through this anx-
ious peried. .

Women suffering with irregnlar or
painful menstruation, leucorrhcea. dis-
placement, ulceration or inflammation
of the womb, that bearing down feel-
i ache, bloat-
ing or nervous rostration, should re-
member that Lydia E. Pinkham’s Ve
table Compound holds the record for

came, I
mend

of woman’s ills,

and accept no substi-
tute.

Wrs. Pinkham's Advice and Medlcine.

stump. His eyes blazed with wrath and
bitterness. s
“What yo' going to do¥’ asked the
cogk. ¢
“Sit here,” replied Fitzpatrick, grimly,
"The cook started forward.
“Stop!” shouted the scaler, fiercely; “if
you move a step, I'll br your back!”
The cook. stared at him through saucer

eyes.

“But they’d be burnt alive!” he ob-
jected, wildly. i

“I hey ought to be,”” snarled the scaler;
“it ain’t their fault I’'m here to help them
*Tis their gwn deed- that I'm now lyin’
beyant there in th’ forest, unable to help
myself, Do you undemstand? I'm out
there in th’ woods!”

“Ah, wirra, wirra!” wailed the cook,
wringing his hands. “Th’ poor lads!” He
began {o weep.

Fitzpatrick stared straight in front of
him for a moment. Then he struck his
forehead, and with wonderful agility, con~
sidering the ifjuries he had but just re-
ceived, tore down the hill in the direc-
tion of the smouldering cabin. The cook
followed him joyfully. Together they put
out the fire. The men snored like beasts,
undistarbed by all the tumult.

“ Tis th’ soft heart ye have have af-
ter all Fitz.” said the cook, delightedly,
as the two washed their hands in pre-
patation for a lunch. “Ye could not bear
t’ see th’ lads burn.”

Fitzpatrick glowered at him for an ir
stant from beneath his-square brogh

“They can go to hell for all of mE
answered, finally, “but my people
these logs put in this winter, an’ thi'e .
nobody else to put them in.”

(The Endg
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