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Some time @uring the next
slie went southerly along the lake §
on foof without object or destlnation.
merely o satisfy in some measure the
restiess craving for-action. - When she
returned ‘$o camp at 2 o'clock, driven
in by hwmger, Jack Fyfe sat on the
doorstep.

“How de do? I've come #o bring
you ovér -to my place,” he announced
guite caspually.

“Thanks. T've already declined one:
rressing invitation to that effect” Stel-
la returned dryly. His matter of fact
ssturgmce rather nettled her.

A woman always has the privilege
of chamging her mind,” Fyfe smiled.
“Charlle i going to be at my caLn.p
for ut’ feast three weeks. IFll rain
soou, and the days'll be pretty gray and
direary amd lonesome. You ‘might as
well paek your war bag and come
slong.” ;

She sfeod uncertainly, Her tongue
beld ready a blunt refusal, but she did
not ghber i, and she did not know why.

g - huu't had any lunch,” she tem-
porized. ‘“Have you?”’

Ht: shoeok his head.

“I _weowed over here before 12
Thowght I'd get you back to éamp in
time for dinner. You know.” Ke &aid.
with &’ twinkle in his' blue eyes, “a
logger mever eats anything but a meal.
A lemoh“to us is a snack that you put
. yemr pocket. I guess we lack tone
out here. We haven't got past the
breakefast-dinner-supper stage yet. Too
busy making the country fit to live in.”

Tﬂlhve a tremendous job in hand,"
she‘ebserved.

“Oh, maybe,” he laugled. ;“All in
the way you look at it. Suits some of

8. - Well, if we get to my camp before
S the ceok might feed us. Come on.
Youw'N 'get to hating yourself .if you
stay here alone till Charlie’s through.”

Why mﬂ Thus she parleyed with
herself, ome half of her ‘minded to
stapd wpon her dignity, the other @art
of her wrging acquieseence in his wish
that was almost a conxmand She. was

""“%

teinpted to-refuse just to, see whatjze ;

wonld de, but she rec t!mt.
Without any logical foundation for the.
feeling, she was shy of pitting her will

against Jack ‘Fyfe’s. = Hitherto quite | /£

smotietself,schooledmseupoues
sion, it was a new and disturbing ex-

perleneetocomeincenuctmththat,

subtle, mlyshde&ln;

ty which
£ straight

tohhorhergodomanopposiﬂon, 3

-which indeed many times stifies all-op-
position. Force of character, overmas-
tering personality, emanation of sheer
will, she could not say in what terms
it should be described.  Whatever it
was, Jack Fyfe bad it. Tt existed, a
factor t0 be reckomed with when one
dealt with himi. For within twenty
minutes she. had packed a suit case
full of clothes and was embuked in
hiz'rowboat.

Eﬁamtthenghuymntcuttm
through the water with regular, effort-
less strokes. Stella sat in the sterp,
facing him.  Out past the north horm

of the bay siv broke. the flonce tha |

had fallen between them..
“Why did you make a point of com-
g for me?” she asked bluntly.

B'yfb rested on 'hi§ oars:.a moment,

at ber in his dn!ct unembar- '

way:
“I wintered once ‘on $hé Stickine,”
she sald. ' “My pastner pulled out be-

fore’ Christmas and never came back. !

It was the first time {'d ever been glone:
in mylife. ' I wasn't a mugch older hand
in'the coumtry than you are. . Four

monthis without hearing the scund of /|
1. got 8o

- human voice— stark alone.
| talked to myself out loud . before
spring.. 8o I thought—well, I thought
I'd come and bring you over to see
Mrs. Howe.” ’

! “If ¥d ‘&’ known you weré Hvin' so

*|-pected the man’s home to be rough and
| it was, but a comfortable sort of rough

Stella sat m:lt the slow
vanorama of the lake shore, her

| to her lonely soul to have Some one of

@ hev band = H T

(™Fliank you.” she said &t last, ‘and
very gently.

Fyfa looked at her a minute or more,
& gueer, half amused expression creep-
Ing into hig eyes.

“Well,” he said finally, *T might as
well tell the whole truth. T've beem
thinking about you quite a. ot lately,
Miss Stella Benton, or I' wouldn't bave
thought about you getting lonesome.”

He smiled ever so faintly, a mere
movement of the corners of his mouth,
at the pink flush which rose gquickly in
her cheeks and thcn resumed  his
lteaay pull at the oars. ’

BExcept for a greater number of board
shacks and a larger area of stump and
top littered waste immediately behind
it, Fyfe’s headquarters, outwardly at
least, @iffered little from her brother’s
camp. . Jack led her to a long log
structure with a shingle roef, which
from its more substantial Aappearance
she judged to be his personal domicile.
A plamp, smiling woman sof forty
greeted  her on the threshold. ~ Once
within Stella perceived that there was,
in fact, considerable /differenee in Mr.
Fyfe's habitation. There was a great

stone fireplace, before which big easy ¥
chairs invited restful lounging.’ The
floor was  overlaid with thiek mgs,
which: deadened her footfalls. . With
20 pretense of ornamental decoration,
the room: held: an air of homely com-
fort.

“Cotne ' In ‘here and 12y« off your
shings.” ‘Mrs. Howe beamed’on her.

sjose. weld have been acquainted /a
week ago, though I ain’t got rightly

seftled here myself. My lahd, these
‘men are such clams! T never knowed
tin t.hls momin there Was any white

;enough she thought, if’ she kept her |
i mind strictly on it alone.
i that idea’ to guide her she found the

"Now you know that was nething te
scrap .Inut." she heard him say.

woman at th!s end oi‘ the lake besides
myself.” .

She showed Stella into a bedroom.
It boasted an enamel washstand with
taps which yielded hot and cold water,
neatly cnthlned windows and a ‘deep
seated morris chair., Certainly Fyfe's
bousehold accommodation was far su-
perior to Charlie Benton’s. Stella ex-

ready like himself, and in a measure

n |

. ~But she did not spend much time
. puzzling ever Jack Fyfe. Once out of
ber.sight she forgot him. I1t'was balm'

1.prey on the salmon, and sea trout and

»lsed, “T'll put a cook on

Tiuiewa ses 200 comvapy,  What Mrs

melpﬂon
Her husband

m‘ Hnﬂlnu's.
‘ l’:ﬁ‘l foreman. She herself was

howlin’ about bein’ left alone shortly
after school started again, so I got my

the time Mr. Benton’s through here.”

/Stelly eventually went out to take a |
look around the camp. A hard beaten
path led off toward where rose the dh-
tant sounds ot

Fyte with sagging creel. He did not-
stop to exhibit his catch, but half an
hour later they were served hot and
crisp at the table in the big living
room, where Fyfe, Stella ‘and -Charlie
Benton, Lefty Howe and his wife sat
. down together, -

A man from the. clmp kitchen served
themenlmdclunditaway. For an
hour or two after that the three men
sat about in shirt sleeved ease, puffing
at  Jack Fyfe's cigars. Then Benton
excused - himself' and :went “to: bed.
When Howe and his wife retired Stella
did likewise. The long twilight had
dwindled to a misty patch of light sky
in the northwest and she fell asleep
more at ease than she had been for
weeks. ~ Sitting ‘in Jack Fyfe's living
room through that evening she had be-
gun to formulate a philosophy to fit her
enforced environment—tg Yve for the
day only and avoid thcm«ht of the fo-
, ture until there loomed on the horizon
some prospect of a future worth think-
mg about, The present looked passable

And with

days slide by smoothly. She got on
famously with Mrs. Howe, fipnding that
woman  full ot \rlrtnes nasuspeeted in
her type.
Altogethershespentgmlerabl}pleu-
ant three weeks. “Antumn's gorgeous
paintbrush laid = wonderfel coloring

upon the maple and alder and birch |.

that lined the lake shore. The fall run
of the salmon was on, and every stream
was  packed  with the silver horde,
threshing ‘through- shoal and rapid to
reach the spawning ground before they
died. Off every creek mouth and all
along the lake the seal followed to

lakers alike swarmed to the spawning
beds-to feed npon the roe.” The days ;
shortened. Sometimes a fine rain
woulddnzﬂeforhoursonend,md
when it would clear the saw toothed
tanges flanking the lake would stand
out all freshly robed in white—n man-
ﬂethstcreptlowerontheﬂrehd
slopes after each storm.
* Barly in October Charlie Benton had
squared his neighborly account with
Jack Fyfe. With erew and equipment
he moved home, to begin work anew
on- his own Mmit. 2

Katy John and her. people came back
from the salmon fishing. Then Charlie
wheedled Stella into taking up the-cook-
house burden again, consented.
In’ truth she could de. nothing ‘else.
Charlie spent a little of his contract
profits in piping water.to the kitchen,
506 o Dtoe 15” bilkbien u Axd
make more comtornbla‘their own guar-
ters.

“Justaasoonaslmnntlnothc
boom -over the rapids, Stell,”

And ‘there the matter rested.
e

CHAPTER Vi

eoursing drops, and ﬂ;roughan
.reaches of fir and cedar the
rain kept up a dreary monotone.. w‘lun
ever the mist that filew like rolling
smoke along the mountains lifted for a
brief hour there, creeping  steadily
downward, lay the banked white:'
Before the snow ppta stop to- log-
ging, Jack Fyfe dropped il once & week
or so. When work shut down he came
oftener, but be never gingled Stella
out for any particular sttention, Once
he surprised  her sitting with her el-
bows on the kitchen ﬁhh,her&eebur-
£ in her palms. She looked np at his

- { quiet entrance, am! mmlﬂiﬂi!ﬂn

. bher brother’s part in it.  He bad no
Tunds to pay a eook’s wages, yet he

b withcnlhdboouonxnd ‘Benton's hie-

'Mﬁnsm of the whole “whisky ut-

| urated gang.’ ltmpeneﬂmdd!sumr

= L
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®
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-ed aud frightened her.

 'The night frosts had crept through

the single board walls of Stella’s room
and ‘made its temperature akii to oug-
doors when the alarm wakeped her at
6 in the morning: She shivered as

she dressed. Katy John was blissful-’

1y devoid of any responsibility. for sel-
'dom did Katy rtise first to light the

= J & W
cmsedthcteﬂ"ﬁnadobmbe—
mmm ‘Abeve no
nmued‘nohrungerormelung
! cold stars twinkled over
blur!ulforelt.ltmcktmyxleamn
stumps that were now white

capped pillars: Alﬂ:htuentomthe.

’outside waiters. t its ‘melancholy

outuﬁleuthbatmtrmﬂldrubh
to the shore. It led past the bunk-

houss, #5d G THAE side opened two un-

panes-of one were broken now, sharp |
fragments standing like saw teeth inm
the wooden sash: '

She stole warily near and looked in.
Two men were being held apart, one by
three of his fellows, :the other by Jack
Fyfe alone. Fyfe grinned mildly,.talk-
ing to the men in a guiet, pacific tone.

“Now you know that was nothing te
scrap about,”™ she heard him say.
“You’re both full of fighting whisky,
but" a bunkhouse isn’t any place to
fight.  “‘Wait till morning. If you've
still got it in your-systems go outside ‘
and have ‘it ‘out - But “yon shouldntl
disturb our gamé-and break up the fur-
niture. ' Be gentlemen, drunk or sober.
Better shike hands and call it square.”

“Aw, let em go to it. if they want to.”

Charlie’s 'voice, driuk thi ckened.
harsh, came from a corner of the room '
into which she could not see until she |
moved nearer. © By the time she plcked‘
hmthMmedMsmtat the |
table -where three. othéi “and Benton i
waited ‘with eards in their hands, -red |
and white chips ‘and mMmoney stacked |
before them.

She knew enough of cards to ‘realize |
that 'a stiff poker game was on the!
board when she had watched one hand |
dealt ‘and played. It angered her, not |
from any ethical motive, but because of |

counld afford to lose ‘on' one hand as
much as he credited her with for a
monith’s work. ; She could slave af the
kitchen job da, in and day out to save
him $45 a mo He could lose that
without the flitker of an eyelash. but
be couldn’t pay her waiges on demand.
Also she saw that he fiad imbibed too
freely, if the vedness of his face and
the glassy fixedness ot his eyes could
be read aright.’ .

‘“Pig!” she muttered. “It thata his
idea of pleasure. Oh, well, why should
I ecare? I don’t, so far as lie’s ¢con-
cerned, if I could just get away from
this-beast of a place myself.”

Abreast of her @ 10gger came to the
broken window with a sack to bar out
the frosty air. And Stella, realizing
suddenly that she was shivering with
the cold, ran back to the cabin and got .
into her bed.

But she did not sleep save in unensy
periods of dozing, until midnight was
long past. Then Fyfe and her brother
came in, and by the sounds she gath:
ered that Fyfe was putting Charlie to
bed. She heard bis deep, drawling
voice urging the unwisdom or sleeping

cupy, response. mr«uammm_
mm morbidly |

=

, fog is no reason we

I Tess.

' ful - things.

dirge oo the frozefl beach. And, as she
always ‘'did at that hushed hour be-
foré dawn, she ex ced a physical
shrmkingtmm - grim solitudes in
wnich there was' g warm and
huuun and kind!yeaothlng but wvast-

J ness of space upon: which silence lay

like a smothering bianket, in which
she, the human atom, was ntterly neg-

-ligible, a protesting mote in the inex-
#A: light burned in- the kitchen. She-

thanked her stars that this bitter cold
morning she would not bave to build
a fire with freezing fingers while her
teeth éhattered, and she hurried in to
the warmth heraliled by a spark Belch-
ing stovepipe. ‘But the Siwash girl had
not risen tu the occadion. Instead Jack
Fyfe sat with his feet on tbe oven
door, a.cigar in ofie corner of 'his
mouth. The kettie ed. Her por-
ridze pot bubbled ready for the meal.
“(iood morning,” he greeted. “Mind
m5 pre-empting your job?’
*#*Not at all,” she ‘answered. “!ou
can have it for keeps if you want”
“Aren’t you -getting pretty slek of
this sort .of work, these more or. less
unvomfortable surromndings and the
sort of people You have to come ih con-
‘tact with?” he asked pointedly:
1 s she returnéd as bluntly, “but
v (hiink . that’s rathér an{impertinent
questions Ny l‘\rfe." )
Yo hire " he said positively. 1
sy vouwsd I've seen your feelings
£ k don’t ‘blame you. It's
business with a girl of your
ol bringing ap. And I'm afraid
Vi At woerse if this snow stays
wngd 1 knGW Wwbat a logeing camp 8
when work stops and whisky creeps in

i aad the bossilets go his hold.”
she returned ;
“but~ 1" don’t¥dee why you

“That may be true™

sloomily,
shouwld - enumerate’ these disagrecable
_things for my benefit.”

“1'm going To show you a way out,”
be said softly. *T’ve been thinking it
over for quite awhile. I want you to
marry me.”

Stella gasped.

“Mr. Fyfe™

“Listen,” he said peremptorily, lean-
Ing closer to her ‘and lowering his
voice. *1 have an idea that you’re go-
iug to say you don’t love me. Lord. }
know that. 'But you hate this. It
grates - against every inclination of
Yyours like a file on steel. I wouldn’t
Jar on you liké that; wouldn’t permif
¥ou to live in surroundings that would.
That’s the material side of it. Nobody

can live on day dreams. ‘I like you.'

Stella Benton, a whole lot more than
I'd eare to say right out loud. You
and I together could make a home
we'd be proud of. I want you, and
You want to get away ‘from this. It’s
natural. Marry me and play the game
fair and I don’t think you'll -be sorry.

ly. It:wouldn't work. ' You don’t ip—

pear 1o bave any idea what ‘it mefns
for'a woman to give. heérse!l ap body
and soul to a man she.oesn’t care for.
For me it Would l‘¢’ pi.ln selling my-
self. I haven't ilie leas: an'ecﬁon for
you. ' I might eton @etes: vou."

*“You wouldn't.” he saitt positively.

SWhat makes you vo =0 of
she dernanded

“1t swould ‘sound conceifed ¢
You why,” hie dranded. “Lis' . Ve
not gods and guddessces: we [.uisuuibe
ings. We're-nol. afier wll,/in our,real
impulses, s6 1uch diiierept f1- 7Y the
age when # mae. fovk ‘his eluL and
went affur a“Teuiit="that looked good

yoan

I tdd

hto him.  Phey nrdted end raised their-

young and very liliely faced on ‘an’
 average -fewer problems than arise in
modern mrrharum ordain-
ed in heaven. ~ You'd have ‘the “one
big problem solved—the lack of means
to live decently, which wrecks more
homes than anything else, far more

than lack of love. Affection doesn’t ,7 -

thrive on poverty. What is love?”

His voice took on a challenging note. |

“I den’t know,” she answered absent-
ly, turning over strips of bacon with
the long handled fork. °

“There you are,” he said. T don’t
know, either. We'd start even, then,

torthesakeotargundlt. No, I guess
we wouldn’t, either, because you're the
onlywomanl’vemnmnmwlthl

“whom ‘I could calmly contemplate spend-

ing the rest 6f my life in close contaet.
That’s a fact. 'To me it's a highly im-
portant fact. You don't happen to

have any such feeling about me, eh?’
*“No. I hadn’t even thought of you in
that way,” Stella answered truthfully.

“You want to think about me” he
“Youwantﬁotl;hknbmt
me from every possible angle,” because
I'm going to come back and ask you

said calmly.

this same guestion every once in awhile
so-long as'you're in reach and doing
this dirty work: for a thankless boss.

You want to tbifk of me as a' possible [~

refuze from a lot nf_dp::gggea!g;thim

I'd Tike to, have you to chum-with, and
F'd like to have some incentive to put
a big whife bungalow on that old foun-
dation for' us two,” he smiled. “Pl
never do it for myself alone.- Go on.
Take a gambling chance and Harry ‘me,
Stella. - Say . yes; gnd say it 'now.”

But she shook “her head rsolubely
and as Katy Jobti came in just thea
Fyfe took ‘his foot off 'the stove and
werit out’of thg Kitchen ™ He threw a
glance' over his shoulder at Stella, a
broad smile, as if 'to say that he har-
bored no- grudge: and pursed no wound
in his vanity because she would have
none of him.

Katy rang the bmkfnst gong. Fln

minntes later the tattoo of knives lnd

JCEIE

o 1 |

I'm putting it as baldly as 1 can. You |

stand to win everything with nothing
to lose but your domesti¢ chains.” The
gleam of a smile lit up his features
for a second. © “Won’t you take a
chance?” ¢
_“No,” she declared impuilsively. “I
won't’ be a parly to any such cold
bleoded transaction.’” 1
“You.don't seem to understand me,”
he said soberly. *I don’t want to band
out any sentiment, but it makes me
Sore to see yon wasting yourself on
thissort of thing. If you must do it
why don’t you do it for

some
: \'ha‘nmkenwmmr qum %

That Was Only One of a Dom
i Incidents.

forks and spoona told of

‘marry- mrmr heads in the ) an

fine. 'What are you going to do—stick
here atthisdﬂyougom? You
won't get away. Yeu don't realize
what a one idea., determined person
this ‘brother of yours is. He has ‘just
one object in life, and he'll use every-
thing and everybody in sight to attain
that object. - He means to succeed. and
he will, You're purely incidental. But
Lie has that perverted, 'middle class
family pride that will make him pre-
vent you from getting out and trying
your own wings. Nature never intend-
ed a woman' like you to bé & celibate,
any more than T was so intended. And
soonér or late! you'll marry somebody
if only to nop ont of the fire into the
frying pan.” v

“I' hate you," she. ﬁashed pasﬂlonnte-
ly. “when you talk like that.”

*No. you don't,” he retuyned quietiy.
“You hate ‘what 1 say hecanse it's the
fruth. and ‘it’s humiliating  to be help-
Youw think ‘I 'don’t sabe? But
P'm putting a weapon into your hand,
Let's put'it differently: leave out the
sentiment for a minute. - We'll say that
1 want a housekeeper, preferably an
ornamental one, because 1 like beauti-
Yoy want to - 'get away
from this drudgery. That's what it is,
simplé drudgery. You ctave''lots of
:' 00

L ennil helame wat for o

3

‘shouldn’t get on | Ing

CHAPTER ¥N.
The Plunge,

TELLA went over that queer de-
‘bate a good many times in the
ten days that followed. It reveal-

ed Jack Fyfe to her in a new, inexplie-
able light, at odd variance with" her
former conception of the man. She
could not have visualized him standing
with one foot on the stoye front speak-
ing calmly of love and marriage if she
had not seen him with her own eyes,
heard him with somewhat incredulous
ears. She had continued to endow ‘him
with the attributes of unrestrained pas-
sion; of headlong leaping to the goal of
his desires, of brushing aside obstacles

' 2 " = thin on ‘can’t’ et hy yourself, but : &nd opposition with sheer brute force,
i '*-hi e “I ekl s !Ld he.had shown n.nmclgmed.vnnuhu
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BEATITY

Mrs. Parliament, wife of Nelson
‘Parliament, M.P.P,, who some days
ago underwent a serious operation
at the hospital here, is, we are pleas
<d to report, making very satisfac-

tory progress toward recovery.
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