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previous performance had been nothing but a low-

voiced rehearsal.

The men looked upon their leader and gave voice

to the enthusiasm that was in them. He stood alone

there, straight and tall, the nniscks of his brown face

set to hide his emotion, hii head thrust back proud y,

the lines of his strong figure tense with power,— the

glorification in finer matter of the hardy, reliant men

who did him honor. .,,.,,. i ti;i u
"Oh, aren't vou proud of him? gasped Hilda,

squeezing Helen's arm with a little sob.

In a moment Wallace Carpenter, his countenance

elowine with pride and pleasure, mounted the plat-

form and stood beside his friend, while Morton

and the two young ladies stopped half way up the

stcos

At once the racket ceased. Everyone stood at at-

tention.
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" Mr. Thorpe," Wallace began, at the request of

your friends here, I have a most pleasant duty to fulfill.

Thev h.n-e asked me to tell you how glad they are to

see Vou ; that is surely unnecessary. They have also

asked me to congratulate you on having woii the fight

with our rivals."
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" You done 'em good." " Can't down the Old Fel-

low," muttered joyous voices.

" But," said Wallace, " I think that I first have a

story to tell on mv own account.
" At the time the jam broke this spring, we owed

the men here for a year's work. At that time I con-

sidered their demand for wages ill-timed and grasp-

ing I wish to apologize. After the money was paid

them, instead of scattering, they set to work under

Tack Radway and Tim Shearer to salvage your logs.

They have worked long hours all summer. Hiey

have invested every cent of their year's earnings in

supplies and tools, and now they are prepared to show


