
10 THE BLAZED TRAIL

•moothness, alfliouprh no attempt was made to level
mere incr|nalifi. ; of the groimd. They were called
travoy roa'Is (I'rcnch travois). Down them tlie logi
would he dragged and haul 1, cither hy means of
heavy steel tongs or a short '^ledjjc on which one end
of the timher would he chained.

McPiitime the sawyers wire husy. Each pair of
men selected a tree, the first they encountered over
the hinzcd line of their " forty." After determining' in
which direction it wa.'-. to fall, thev set to work to chop
a deep crash in that side of the tniiik.

Tom Droadhead and Henry Paul picked out a tre-
mendous pine which they determined to throw across
a little open space in proximity to the travov road.
One stood to ri.^ht, the other to left, and alternately
their axes hit deep. It was a beaut ifid •i\v:,\ii this, of
experts wieldinj^ their tools. The craft of the woods-
man means incidentally such a free swin.jj of the
shoulders and hips, such a directness of stroke as the
blade of one sinks accurately in the pash made by
the other, that one never tires of watciiiiifr the grace
of it. Tom glanced up as a sailor looks aloft.

" .'=^he'll do. Hank." he said.

The two then with a dozen half clips of tl e ax. re-
moved the inequalities of the bark from the saw's
path. The long, flexible ribbon of steel began to sing,
bending so 3daptai)ly to the hands and motions of the
men manipulating, that it did not seem possible so
mobile an instrument couM cut the rough pine. In a
moment the song changed timbre. Without a word
the men straightened their backs. Tom llirtcd along
the blade a thin stream of kerosene oil from a bottle
in his hip pocket, and the sawyers again bent to their
work, swaying back and forth rlivthmicallv, their mus-
cles rippling under the texture "of their woolens liko
those of n panther under its skin. The outer edge o/
the saw-blade disappeared.
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