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It was easy for men like Hall to lubri- | &

cate the wheels o , Or to set up
3 2 %

ends.
Theéy rose up out of the ground of
their origirs, looming above the com-
mon ruck like tall trees above a thicket.
Rod was very to have Andy Hall’s
paid services. he appreciated even
more Andy’s instant grasp of a diffi-
cult situation met in the only possible

A murmur of voices sounded in the
living room. Rod was a trifle surprised
to see Isabel Wall’s piquant face tumn to
him over the back of a Chesterfield.
She had been in the south all winter.
Almost five years had left Isabel un-
chi\g:d in appearance, except that her
fair hair was thicker and bobbed in the
prevailing mode so that it stood out
around her head like a fluffy aureole,
making her seem, with her big blue
eyes and delicate pink-and-white skin,
more like a charming doll than ever.
Rod’s mind revived that embarrassing
scene under a high moon among the
great tree shadows on Big Dent. He
had not seen Isabel since. She put oyt
Her hand now with frank friendliness.
It was all a little unexpectei. Isabel so
patently belonged in the camp of the
enemy. Yet she seemed very sure of
her ground here in his house, very much
at_home.

He introduced Andy to his wife, to
Isabel, to a plump matron with two
chins and a positive, not to say empha-
tic manner of speaking; a Mrs. Emmert
whom Rod vaguely remembered.

He fell into conversation with Isabel,
or rather Isabel talked and he listened.
Isabel prattled as of old. Rod lost him-
self in speculation as to how any one
couli possibly talk so much and say so
little. It was an art. He came out of
this semi-absorption. Isabel ceased talk-
ing. Her face turmed aside with a new
quality of fixed attention. Rod looked
and became aware that Andy was speak-
ing to Mrs. Emmert with a bitter, gib-

-ing note in his usually pleasant voice.
Tﬁe whimsical, good-natured expression
of his face had vanished. His face had
hardened; his eyes-had mérrowed.
“You may consider it a notable dis-
tinction,”” he was saying. “But pos-
sibly your son has his doubts,’’

The lady made a sound in the nature
of a gasp.

“You see,”” Andy continuei in tha:
frozen tone, “people whose knowledge
of war is based on what they read in the
papers don’t know anything about war
at all. The front-line men do. Most of
’em don’t care to talk much about it,
Being a person of no discrimination, 1
do talk about it. There is no glory in
war—particularly this war—for the men
who actually carry on the war. All the
benefits of this ruction (if there are any
benefits, which I doubt) are derived by
people who stayed at home and did
their patriotic duty by knit-
ting socks and buying bonds and selling
supplies to the War Department, You
can’t tell a soldier that it was anything
but a dirty, , dangerous job which he
hated.”’

“That’s the most unpatriotic thing I
ever: heard,”” Mrs. Emmert sputtered.

“I paid twe fingers and a hole in one
leg for the privilege of saying things
like that,’” Andy observed tartly, *“ They
are true. Your attitude is common
enough, You've got one of these her-
metically sealed minds that conceives of
war as some sort of international game
played by young men with guns; a
game in which your son distinguished
himself by winning a medal. A medal!"’
he snorted,—and plunged his good hand
into an inner pocket,

“Look, madam,’’ he said ironically,
“Three of ’em, Milicary Medal, Mili-
tary Cross, Croix de Guerre. They
don’t give you these trinke:s for look-
ing wise and talking about other people’s
patriotic duty. They give them to you
for killing men, as a rule. That’s all
war is, just killing. For the stunt by
which I earned this French thing I
should be execrated in agy civilized com-
munity. And I didn’t do it to eamn a
decoration, nor in any spirit of hecoism,
I can assure you. [ was caught like a
rat in a trap. I was responsible for
the lives of other men. [ was frantic
with rage and fear. 1 won’t shock you
by describing what I did. It made me
sick afterward. I tell you I have a strong
stomach and it made me sick to think
about it. And they gave me a medal.

Pah!’’ he snorted contemptuously. * Peo-
sle like you talking about the great
privilege of having participated in the
ar. You're as bad as the Germans,
50 to some slaughterhouse and watch
pigs and sheep die with squezls and
bleats and blood spurting out of their
throats, Substitute men for pigs and
sheep, and you have war. Of course, if
you have a butcher ‘s instincts, you take
to it as a pastime,’’

Mrs. Emmert was evidently making

one of those formal calls which do not
permit the visiting female to lay aside

her wraps. She rose now, fully capari
soned i1 her furs and her dignity,

“I have never been go insulted in my
life,"* she declared. “I consider your re-

mezrks to be positively seditious.’’

And with that she swept majestically
to the door,—not, however, without a
sidelong glance at lIsabel Wall, That
young lady, to Rod’s surprise merel
smiled, shook her head, and murmure

“Sorry. But it doesn’t arouse my
righteous indignation.’’

The door closed with a slam, Mary,
who had risen, resumed her seat and
smiled, Andy Hall stood up, He poc-
keted the decorations. His face was
slightly flushed.

“1 expect,’’ he said, *“ 1'd better be on
my way. You see, when I come across
such persons, 1 blow up, I can’t help
it. ’m on one side of the fence., People
like that are on the other, When some
silk-upholstered fool starts drooling sent-
imental tosh about the war and mouths
ing intelloctual a b c's as pusitive wis-
dom, I simply get rea-eyed, aon't

‘ belong on your side of the fence,
and I'm just bone-headed to be
glad I that

in your

“Entirely useless here,”’ Isabel said
sweetly. “This isn”t London, ani I'm
not a ﬂapnerﬂ.a O"t,fm" g ’mv a sort of
a uate , if anything.’’

ﬂy stzxem her in some slight

ment.

“I’m afraid;"’ he said more gtﬂy,
“that 1 don’t quite get your Aig

“Oh, you will presently,”” she assured
him with mock gravity. ‘“It’s really
important that you should. You see,
you certainly did browbeat Mrs. Em-
mert. And when I find a2 man brow-
beating my sex, I consider it my duty
to subjugate him.'’

“You xdak a language I don’t undér-
stand,”’ y retorted,—but he said it
with a smile,

“f'd be.pleased to teach you,”’ Isa-
bel replied demurely. “I'm sure you
wouldn’t be a backward pupil.”’

Rod leaned over the back of a chair

“I like him,/’ Mary said. *“Appar-
ently so does Isabel.”’

“Everybody #who knows Andy Hall
likes him,’’ Rbd informed her. “But
that little feather-brain is only interest-
ed in him as a new specimen. She prob-
ably never encountered anybody quite
like him."’

CHAPTER XXV

Across the channel, in the green bank
of timber bisected by the path that ran
from Oliver Thorn’s old house the
Granite Pool, rose white puffs of steam,
intermittent, like sporadic geysers. Those
were Jonkey engines at work. They
tooted shrill response to the signal pull,
The woods were full of prodigious shud-
derings and rumblings. The powerful
machines snaked fallen trees, sawn to
lengths, from where they were felled to
the last splashing plunge into the tidal
booming grouni close by a group of
new camp buildings not far from Oliver
Thorn's abandoned house, A “sky
line’’ lifted its long, aerial cable far up
that hill,- Down this logs came at the
rate of two hundred a day. The shore
was lined with floating logs, new cut
exhaling the odor of pitch, a pleasant
pungent smell. The Granite Pool itself
echoed the clack of axes and the thin
twanging of saws, and mirrored the
downward. swoop of great trees, The
falling crews were stripping the shores
about the Pool, destroying its seclusion
shattering its restful silence, obliterating
its cool shade, Farther east the Valdez
camp, in which Rod had served his ap.
prenticeship, bit deep into these heavy
wools. Three hunlirel ani fi ty men, a
dozen Jonkey engines, a logging railway
in the making, miles of steel cable were
chewing the heart ouf of the forest. Far
beyon 1 sight ani sound of Hawk’s Nest
another crew slashed at the last of their
timber on Hariwicke Island,

There was no picking of prime trees
and care to conserve the younger growth,
nor far-sighte1 culling of the forest crop.
It was complete destruction, Within
the boundaries of each limit the earth
was stripped to its primal nakedness,
Sky-line and high-lead gear ripped strings
of logs over the surface, plowing deep
furrows in the scant soil, tearing up
saplings, shouldering aside rotten trunks
and small boulders, bursting into Justy
clouds the 1eai snags in the way, When
the loggers shiftel tc a fresh stand they
left desolation behind, Timber great
and smzll was money. Every stick
landed in tilewater went for something;
number one export, number two, the
broken cedar for shingles, the poorer
grades of spruce and hemlock for pulp-
wood that the mills chewed up ani spat
forth in tons of news print.

Rod sat over his breakfast at Hawk's
Nest one morniag ia early summer of
19, The far, faint sounds of tae ma-
ckinery he had set in motion reached
now and then into that gquiet room,
But he was not thinking 'particularly of
this organized effort which filled the
woods over there with crashings and
rumblings and whining cable, was
watching the tall, somewhat stooped
figure of the butler Yo Fad served in
that house ever since Rod could remem-
ber, and he was thinking that in con-
nection with this man he faced another
of the many disagreeable tasks Fe must
perform.

He rose, walked to the door, turned

back, It was ng great matter, and still
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cynically denied his” code.
at him behind his back,
disbelief on the course he was taking.
It was, they held, purely quixetic to
sacrifice 8o much, to risk all in repairing

combination of antagonism and con-
tempt by merely doing what they felt
in honor
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