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Rod would say to himself that'she
was ‘wrong, that-money and caste and
social i made no difference.
But his mind was tco acute not to see
that she was right. Where he differed
from her, what he resented most was
her conviction of the importance of
these things to him. That resentment
kept him away from Mary Thorn as
8 Bosh e’ JARBAl ceocat e 65
too much egotist nof
believe he could ultimately break that
down. But he did not wish to coerce
her, even t her own affection,
until he saw a breach in the Norquay
wall through which they could walk

mﬁt.her.

eantime he sweated through the
last of a hot Jul{l.1 Phil h;xd obligingly
supplied him with a “job”.

“This working up from the bottom
doesn’t strike my fancy,” Phil had ob-
served. “But if you're keen on it, old
kid, have your way. They’re apt tg
give you a rather rough time, though.

Rod grinned at that. He stood now
five foot eleven in his socks. Oné hun-
dred and seventy pounds of bone, mus-
cle and nerves perfectly coordinated.
He had made ry team in school
that he tried for, and he knew what
it was to undergo discipline, to ‘with-
stand punishment. It only amused
him (when it did not irritate)—this
solicitude for his comfort—as if he were
something to be marked *“fragile”,
“handle with care”, whenever he step~
ped outside his own well-ordered en-
vironment, where rights and privileges
and precedence were so clearly defined
they went unquestioned. His father’s
admonitions, Grove’s unsolicited coun-
sel about girls, Phil’s prudent objection
to his getting down to a logger’s level,
It was the first and only time Rod heard
Phil voice the old caste shibboleth. It
surprised him, but he made no comment.
He had his own program. He did not
mind what they said so long as they
did not actively oppose. And if the
loggers undertook to give hint' a “rough”
time because he happened to be the
owner’s son, he expected both to learn
and teach in the process.

His work began in a camp fifty miles
northwest of the Euclataws, on Hard-
wicke Island. For a -month he worked
as a bucker, following up a falling crew
to saw the felled trees into standard
length logs. He pulled all day on the
end of a crosscut saw. The woods ahout
him resounded with the clink of axes,
the whine of steel cable in iron blocks,
the shrill tooting of ‘donkey whistles,
the shudder and thrash of great ma-
chines spooling up half a mile of twist-

ed steel rope on revolving drums, drag-
ging enormous logs as if they were
toothpicks on a thread, shooting them
down - to. salt water, whence by raft
and towline they passed to the hungry
saws of the town mills.

Rod loved the cool green forest, It
made him a little sad sometimes to
see it so ravished, Wherever the logger
went with his axes and saws and don-
key engines he left behind a desola-
tion of stumps and broken sdplings and
torn earth. But Rod was no sentimen-
talist. He knew that humanity does
not survive by beauty alone. Timber
is a utility. It must serve its tumn. Nev-
ertheless the artist in him suffered now
and then at the havoc,—as a sensitive
man turned butcher may perhaps oc-
casionally revolt at his Kkilling trade,

te the fact that man is a meat-
eating animal. .

In this first month Rod found little
of note beyond hard work and monot-
ony. The camp was well-established,
well-equipped, moving along an efficient
routine, The crew was disciplined and
orderly. They let Rod alone. Insen-
sibly they seemed to realize that while
he was among them he was not of them,
and they neither rode him nor made
him one of themselves, In this camp
he! learned something of logging opera-
tions, but little or nothing of the log-
ger that was new.

With the dog day, however, , Phil
transferred him to a new camp nearer
home, a new operation—lock, stock,
and barrel—from the gray-mustached
logging boss to the cookhouse flunkys.
They were mustered on the Valdez
shore a mile below Little Dent when
Rod joined. A hundred men, half a
dozep donkey engines on floats, drums
and drums of flexible steel cable, scow-
loads of lumber, tools, all the machin-

~ery and é}ersnnnel gathered for a raid
on the fir and cedar spreading over
that, hillside. to the Granite Pool and
beyond.

“You can get all the dope you want
on logging here, and be at home too,”
Phil pointed out. “This. camp will
run for years, We may have to put in a
railroad to reach the farther limits,”

“Are you going to cut all this Val-
dez timber?” Rod asked.

“That’s the idea, I believe,”

“ We seem to be speeding up all around
for some reason,” he remarked after
a little. “I don’t see why we should,
but we are. This show very near dou-
bles our force.”

Nor could Rod séé why, but he sus-
pected Grove'’s financial expansion as
the cause. Grove was shooting at mil-
lions. He talked quite casually now of
major and minor operations, as if he
were treating the y of commerce
like a surgeon. The Norquay Trust
was getting its fingers into every indus-
trial pie from whic'i a money plum could
be extracted. Before the new camp had
cut a stick Rod learned that ground
was beu:ﬁ broken in Philips Arm for a

p mill capitalized at two millions
Fll:le Norquay Trust was helping t)
finance

, handling ull
company's bonds. Y

imber last of all, because he liked
;‘:zlxb:outh from Hawk’s Nest on a
slope of unbroken. green, But he had
no voice in the matter.
to strip the granite ribs of the earth to
their primal nakedness, not of necessity
but for an ambitious man’s profit, he
could only shrug his shoulders. He
had his own row to hhoe. ‘fRGOd was be-
gihning to suspect that i rove were
a throwback to some coarse, high-
handed anjmalistic type, he himself was
something of a variation from the true
Norquay strain. Like did not always
produce like.

Here about him work went forward
with a swing. ‘A dozen carpenters wrought
marvels of construction on shore, trans-
forming raw lumber into bunk houses,
cook shacks, office, blacksmith shop,
commissary = The falling gangs kept
intérmittent shudders running ‘through
the hillsides above, where they threw
down their daily score of .great trecs.
The donkey engines hitched cables to
stumps ashore, - slid their floats,
hauled themselves puffing and grunting
into the shadowy woods, black-belliod
mechanical spiders drawing thems:lves
along by a thread of twisted stez] wire.
A pile-driver crew with a two-ton steam
hammer drove rows of sticks along-
shore to enclose a booming ground. An-
other crew built a chute from tide-
water to the first benchland. Men and
powerful machinery directed with skill
and energy wrought this transformation.
In two weeks logs were plunging down
the chute,—one huncr:d thousand board
feet per diem.

It was all new; machinery from Wash-
ington shops—steel cable from England
—tools from Welland Vale—a logging
boss from Oregon—men from every
corner of the earth. To Rod there was
a dual advantage in this. He saw the
techique of preparation pass through
every stage, emerge from apparent con-
fusion to orderly, foreseen results. On
the personal side he was merely one
man in a crew. There were no old hands
to make it easier or harder for him be-
cause he was a Norquay. The logging
boss was a man with a reputation for
getting out .timber. It was almost a
religion with him. Rod marked him
shrewdly. If Jim Handy had any hopes
or ambitions beyond 'so many thousand
feet per day brought to tidewater~Rod
never learned what: they were, The
man was a human logging machine.
Other men commended tremselves to
him only in so far as they were efficient
in the woods. To Handy, owners and
owners’ sons were subordinate to the
job itself. He was the most perfect
example of a single-track mind Rod
Norquay had ever encountered.

But the crew as a whole had no such
limitations. Rod fitted among them
easily, discovering in himself new phas-
es of adaptability, finding in the con-
glomerate mass as many angles of hu-
man interest as there are facets on a
diamond. They were literate and il-
literate, talkative and silent, coarse and
fine. The bunk house echoed with
everything from downright obscenity
to analytical discussions of the entire
social order, One didn’t, he perceived
with some surprise, have to graduate
from a university to have ideas, to ex-
press them comprehensively, to examine
life_critically in its spiritual as well as
in its material aspects, And out of the
few who stood intellectually head and
shoulders above the non-thinking ruck
Rod came to know best and to like
‘genuinely a man but two or three years
older than himself,

Andy Hall was a high-rigger, an ex-
pert on steel cable , the manner of its
plecing, splicing, its capacity -for strain,
and its life in the humming blocks, He
was short and compactly muscular
with sandy hair and a clear blue eye
that could be both quizzical and cold,
His work was his work, He was paid
to rig cable, and he did so, and did it
well. But he was what he termed a
class-conscious prole_arian, Andy flew
no red flags. He kept his nose between
the.covers of a book when he was
through his work. But whosoever drag-
ged him into discussion was apt to en-
counter the deluge, ~ He had convic-
tions which he voiced in unequivocal
terms, His vocabulary was equally
rich in terse colloquialisms and ' pure
English.

“Where did you go to scheol, Andy?”
Rcd asked him one Sunday ing.
They were lounging in the shade of a
branchy maple left standing beside the
bunk house. Rod had been listening to
Andy outline the theory of -evolution
to an argumentative Swede with a
Lutheran complex,

Andy grinned,

“School of experience,” said he, “Un-
iversity of life and books, Never grad-
uated. Never will. Always be a stu-
dent—gettin’ plucked now and then.
No,"” he hunched :J) his knees and smil-
ed amiably at Rod, “I never had the
advantage of being formally labelled
as an educated man, You're a McGill
man, I understand. Find it helps much
on the job?”

“Naot on the job as a job,” Rod ans-
wered. “Still, it helps to give me a
certain slant at things which pertain to
the job. For sheer physical labor you
might say a university training is waste.
At the same time—"

“What are you doing on the job,
anyway?” \Andy inqui with blunt di-

ectness, althoug
“You don’t have to, mdon‘t you
go play with the rest of the butterflies?”’

grounds, He ‘would have cut the Val-|j

If they chose|lows.

manfmust live n!;,s 0':;‘ tmte;o

you fellows are right al the intensit
of the class struggle, about the gg
tance of the economic basis being

ter adjusted. But the fact remains
that a man’s existence is as ich a
matter of purely individual lo and
visions and- strivings as it is of getting
his daily bread. It isn’t all a matter of

Is | emash, he

material interests, Andy. You can't
perfectly adjust human society
purely rtr_'ateria]ﬂlbasis. hg?)f_e 're all egoists,
most of us thoroughgoing egoists 2s
well. We all want to do and be
ourselves. That seems to be funda-
mental. We can’t help it. We’re made
that way. And there is one thing the
altruists and social reformers sesm tc
overlook, so far as the class struggle
within any natjona! group is concerned:
the crowd that has the greatesi driv-
ing force, the most cohision, will al-
ways be in the saddle. It doesn’t mat-
wer whether we Tike this conclusion or
not. If there is anything in evolution,
in the whole history of mankind, that
is a fact.” :

“Good ehough, you got something
in the old beanJafter all,” Andy smiled.
“You will have light in your darkness
when some of your crowd are fumbling
around bewildered, wondering what has
happened to them. Yes, you're dead
right, Norquay. You put it very well.
The group with \the greatest cohesion,
the greatest driving force—it isn’t a
question of moral\ judgments—it’s a
question of power. t the real power
lies in the men who do the world’s
work and thc brains thac are hired by
capital to direct the work. Only they
lack cohesion. If they ever leam the
value of cooperation, of community of
interest—Ilook out! Your crowd learned
that lesson long ago, It's ‘@ scream
when you look at it cold-blooded, We
cut down trees and saw them into lum-
ber and build houses—and you own the
houses. We hiiild motor cars—but the
men who build ’em seldom have one
to ride in. You know,” he laughed
amusedly, “when I look at our indus-
trial system in its entirety, it seems to
me like a huge, unwieldy machine that
we've built up hit-and-miss, and the
damned thing is operating us instead
of us operating it. Even the men who
are supposed to control it aren’t sure
they have the thing in hand. Some
day this machine will become so' com-
plicated it won’t won’t work at all.
You can hear friction squeaks in a
many of the joints now. It’s liable to
break down.”

“Then what?” Rod prompted,
“Then we’ll have to devise a new
industrial mechanism that will be the
servant of society and not society’s
master,”

“How will you do it?” Rod asked.
“1 don’t know,” Hall answered. “So
far as America is concerned the present
machine seems good for many genera-
tions—with a little patching and [lu-
brication, But sometime it will have to
be done. It will not be done by the
group in the saddlc. They're only in-
terested in maintaining the status quo,
If it is done at all it will be forced along
by visionaries, damn fools like me, who
dream of a perfect, harmonious society
of mankind—and get called names he-
cause we talk about our dreams. Ain’t
it queer,” his tone became tinged with
contempt, “that the man who has
beautiful visions and translates 'em in
terms of sculpture or music or painting
or literature is hailed as an artist, while
the fellow who has an equally beaufi-
ful vision of a human society strong
and healthy, purged of poverty and
dirt and injustice, is frowned upon as
a dangerous agitator?  It's a giddy
;g;n;ld when you stand off and look.

Rod nodded. He was more interested
in Andy Hall than in Andy's ‘theories,
Yet there was a hone'in the meat of
Andy’s statement that Rod’s mind
chewed on long after Andy had gone
into the bunk heuse to shave and take
his ,%unday bath in a washtub by the
creek,

The man with a vision and a dream
was never so comfortable as the man
who merely had an objective. But he
had more within him to stay his soul
in the time of stress, Rod believed.
Also it was a trifle surprising to find so
nirble-minded a youth as the high.
rigger working for a daily wage in a
logging camp. True, his wage was six
dollars per diem, which was equal to
the stipend -of some fessors Rod
knew. ~ Nevertheless Rod considercd
that ‘Andy, with his obvious intellectual
ability, was misplaced at manuaj labor,
even labor that called for a high de-
gree of skill. He rather admired Ardy's
radicaliswr. There was a stout
of conviction in him Rod was not so
sure himself that all was for the best
in the best of
comfortable illusion which sustaing so
many worthy
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SHALL KEEP YOUR HEARTS AND

MINDS THROUGH CHRIST JESUS.
—Phil. 4:7. s

HEAR, O lskﬁ% LORD OUR

g}OD IS ONE LORD.—Deuteronomy
4.

AUGUST 15

THE WORK OF RIGHTEOUSNESS
shall be peace; and the effect! of right- |«
eousness, quietness and for-
ever. And my people shall dwell in a|.
peaceabledhabimtion, and in aumladwell-
ings, and in quiet resting places.—
Isaiah 32: 17, & 4

AUGUST 11
HE THAT IS SLOW TO ANGER . IS}
BETTER THAN THE MIGHTY: AND
HE THAT RULETH HIS OWN SPIR-
IT THAN HE THAT TAKETH A
CITY.—Proverbs 16:32.
AUGUST 12
HE THAT KEEPETH HIS MOUTH
KEEPETH HIS LIFE, BUT HE THAT
OPENETH WIDE HIS LIPS SHALL
HAVE 'DESTRUCTION.—Prov, 13:3.
_AUGUST 13 ]
THE KINGDOM OF GOD cometh not
with ~observation: Neither shall  the:
say, Lo here! or, lo there! for, behold,
the kingdom of God is within you.—
Luke 17: 20, 21,
. AUGUST 14
SERVE LORD with gladness:

come before his presence with singing.

M

A LOAN ON YOUR REAL ESTATE
 will provide for - "
IMPROVEMENTS, REPAIRS, OR REFUNDING
OF YOUR PRESENT LOANS

Our installment plan offers you an easy way of
repayment ¥

CALL OR WRITE FOR FOLDER

THE EASTERN CANADA SAVINGS & LOAN (0,

G. C. NOWLAN, Agent
Wolfville, N. s.
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