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A Lumberjack Tale
By A. M. Chisolm

extraction. They were Just off the drive, and 
were tanking up. after the time-honored custom. 
The bahle of their voices was like a settling flock 
of wild geese. Half a dozen were singing “Sur 
le Vieux Castor Riviere." and the roomful roar
ed the chorus, beating a thunderous accent paat- 
ment with the haery-bottomed whisky glasses.

la the centre of the room, an artist was doing 
a step-dance, to the great detriment of the floor, 
the splinters flying from sack slap of bis steel- 
shod feet

Prom time to time he threw up his head and 
howled appreciation of bis own efforts, for the 
heat of the room and the rapid motion had fused 
with the “whisky hlaee" which he hsd swallow
ed. and the effect was cumulative. Prom behind 
the bar. Savigny beheld the ruin of the floor, 
and cursed the dancer Inwardly, hut dared not 
Interfere, tough though he was, for the crowd 
was quite capable of wrecking the place and 
breaking half the bones la hia body if the whim 
seized them.

Back to the bar. a brimming glass la oaa hand 
and a pipe In the other, with which he beat limp 
to the chorus, stood Le Ores Quebec, a burly 
hogshead of a man. evidently possessed of enor
mous strength. Hie name was Antoine Charetie, 
but he was known mostly by bis pseudonym— 
The- Big Quebec—conferred on him by reason of 
his else and the place of hie nativity.

Though much above the average height of 
man. he did not appear tall because of bis greet 
girth His chest arched forward like the curve 
of a anil. His back and shoulders were almost

“She's blame' good wish, dat," returned Qi 
bee. grinning amiably at the flag ef truce. "Sal 
ma frien'i How you mak‘ heem go, heyf 
ain't seen you since two year. I fink."

“She goes bon. ' said McPike. “Two year 
Is. A man can do a lot of talkin' In two ye 
Kebee."

The Freoeh-Canadlaa shrugged his énorme 
shoulders. “Plaintes feller talk too moche 1 
bees mout. anyhow." he announced. “What y 
mean by dat, her?"

“I hear you've been shootln' off your ft 
about me." said McPike. with directness. "1 
claim to be boas of th' Coeloage. th best ■ 
on th.'. river. You may be. 1 dunno. I ai 
got no kick at that, s'long's I don't work th< 
meself.. But I’m told yon say I dodge you 
the drives an' In town. 1 dodge no man. i 
never did. an’ you know It So. U ye said th 
Kebee. I'll show ye which Is the beet one of 
two."

The big man glared at him. his ferodt 
temper plainly astir. "Whoever say I say i 
she's one beeg liar." he announced flatly, i 
without a certain dignity. “Cre nom I I do 
go talk wlf my mouf lak dat. Dey cell you 
hoes of de Boaneehere Bsever. All right 1 
I'll be boas of dat Coulonge. 8'poee 1 pass ■

CHAPTER 1.
. streaming through tile oiThe lami ___________ _

door of Adelard Savigny's bar. cut a great yellow 
gash In the soft darkness of the June night 
Through the door streamed also strong alcoholic 
odors, a babel of Preach oath and song, pound- 
lag of glasses, and stamping of feet Evidently 
business was brisk with Bavlgny. who kept a 
very tough house, and respectable citizens pass
ing by gave the place a wide berth.

Not belonging to that class. Jimmy McPike 
sad BUI beamy stopped an4 listened. Both wore 
the short trousers. long_^PIklngs. and spiked 
boots of river men. In fact, they were Just off 
the drive, their pay was Intact In their pockets, 
their thirst was six moaths long, and they had 
no earthly objection t# trouble of any kind.

Loamy would hare attracted notice anywhere. 
He was a bull-necked, husky giant, standing sis 
feet two In his stockings, straight la the hack 
and brood In the shonider.

Viewed from behind, he was a handsome man. 
But his features had been much mishandled 
His head was small and covered with bristles, 
dose cropped black hair. Pierce, cunning little 
eyes twinkled beneath a towering brow, la 
some by-gone buttle his nose had been smashed 
In. so that the bridge of It lay flush with the 
face. Hia upper Indoors were missing, and his 
tower Jaw protruded Uhe a bulldog's. When he 
smiled, the unseasoned beholder shuddered- To 
crown all. his face was badly pitted with small-
But and scarred by the caulks of river boots.

Is entire expression was absolutely truculent, 
ferocious and brutal. Beneath his repellent ex
terior. his heart was as tender as a girl's. A 
man la hard Tuck could have 
his last cent. He feared so- 
thing on earth. And. next —hÆfcjflQB
to the memory of hie mo- ■RKjflO
ther. he loved hie chum.
Jimmy McPike. PMVPi'r

McPike was a flghtlng BgvSf
man. known by repute la 
every lumber camp from To- 
mlakamlag to the It Mae- 
rice. He stood a little above J

hut It

self on dat Bonneehere—inebbe
dat Cool*

ebbe you get to he
I don' ran away from

for flght heemAny lain you lal
But I ft talk boutI go you. for sure.

I'll flak you'll
yourself.

The two. standing face
face, looked each
and down, and la the

elgleg *ff et poiai
that's all

said McPike We d ye
to take a btrl it of
now?'

Le Q roe
again Indifferently.

fruld ofsot at allthe average
dghilag hotifully

"Per what Ihe was
heyf" he

swinging chsnldsrs with the
solidity of n pyramid's

But Ifhis shoulders to hia

hundred-end
shanty lad. without an
he Hal

Lot's go la. Bill.'
thopther“What's th'

Ik* mim m did not know the limit of his strength—gift ofLave th'ye want a
VOJlfVtfVi fpPWSpOT
the hardest open-air 

ight dbd apparent ua
hardy tier of that,we'd

And withlife ofto Koily'a where our crowd la any fun ont ef athe talar the weight apparent eawtoldlaeee of a with yon. an* I iw a father Iv asly hear, he owned nil that greet plantigrade'sTee willtheirs by taherti i'll haveas well astoeperd-tlhehalf the shanty boys
his ferocity whenfor la the buck townships, settled

to e jovialof theego by
th bushy brows, hiefourth black wee gl

thick Ups parted la e smile, revealing two
McPike raked solid rows of yellow Ivory. >1pine sidewalk with a

lifting with them awhite silvers ns a
belloweddo no harm to Ink la.' barrel fell ofhoard. L and theaway

but his held exactly the it to the la a voice toned to carry
a child who

walla agile Intoit" LoamyNo ha i eeemfutly. "Ye its festive gathering McPike aad dilutedknew bettor. Their
Is to there, an' flghtin' dreqh a sudden pause la the racket

MePIhe pet forward an by sight to many ef the
An' Is It ery ef runneth not to the ilrary. thereOres Kebee. or aSay other this side the Irish and like a holtIv hell. Is to a hart Le Oreo Is Mt Big

led a battles toaai fought betshe net at Be htv.ua. here's whuff he gets other than hereditary end
traditional dislike

Loamy grinned horribly In the the two itropisedher go. then. Jimmy take ears eiualvely by Preach
ef oenolve* Bet ‘1 bant trouble wtd him. Be etiItietf a, bid for trouble

I never boat IL' said McPike This was The two shouldered their way to the her. andII was equally 1res that helie tree. they to vtted thea hair's breadth to avoid It
the street, end nervd flsvtgay s hie teeth be red la a wolf-ttbeHere’s tiled McPike.A gust ef alleged 

split Honor met t
and the reek bis glass to the Mg Mey fwhite
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