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Marian ‘Morgan had driven her

little car up a twisting stretch of

ridgé road, without having any very"

definite idea of where she was go-
ing or why. ' ’

She drove slowly because she told
hersell that it was thrifty Yo spare
tires on & rocky, boulder-edged
track. She searched the hills above

- ridge.”
. “That's why ‘1 -came.

clared. “Everybody for miles

_around knows me—knows mother.

And mother hasn't any enemies.’”
“She has one, obvicusly,” Wills
said. ““The fellpw who kindled a
fire in the oil house at the mill yes-
terday wasn't celebrating the Fo
of July. He was getting even."”
Marian looked thoughtful. “'Per-
haps that wasn't mothet's enemy."
“That might be true." He drove
the little car carefully around a
slippery hair-pin turn.
without enemies there are dangers.

' This morning, for instance. Suppose

you had had to walk back to the
highway? Suppose the truck had not
been on the ridge?” , _

- "] knew the truck was on the
Marian was truthful.
Does thias
catechism and fatherly admonition
have to go on indefinitely? We could
talk about other things. I'm fairly

intelligent. I know.all the tenses|

and that you shouldn't say ain’t.””
“I"d better take another look, at
that tire.” Wills stopped on a wide
bit of road, waved the truck past..
It roared .down grade, flinging mud
cheerfully. ' '
Marian sat, looking straight ahead,
her cameo profile a trifle grim, her
chin squared. ' -

“But even |

-Ehn snatched al the Lwl:lael.
whirled away-with frosty mud
Rying.

Al the mill gate the truck” halted.

writing we have 765 ac

Rre acres more scattered about

Reforestation for
Muskoka

the realistic minds that have been
“fores! oconscious” to try the schems
suggesied by the Departinent of Re-
forestation in the province of Omtario,
—even as far north as Pargy Sound.

are obtalning 'in an K ares around
Huntaville for a radius of twenty miles.
A few friends of mine have planned
to acquire at least 1000 acrea for re-
forestation. At the tlme of this
planted in
three townships and dolibtless  there
smal]l plantations, All of this has
been brought about by some enter-
prising - individuals,—some dwelling in
the districts and some coming (as T
do) from towns and villages in South-
ern Ontarlo. Inasmuch as plhe is a
native timber in Muskoka, I see no

should become a great and profitable
agricultural enterprise in the districts
of Parry Bound and Muskoka, for Mr.
E. J. Zavitz, Provincial Forester, 1s
credited with saying .that pine -trees
planted 28 years ago, and the crop
thinned- fromm 1100 to around’ 700 per

bean considered. It has been left for

I personally know that good results

in-

repson o doubt that reforestation

“So Iater.in the evening we corner-
ed Mr. Zavitz and he told me what
he had given to Mr. Drury. At one
of the plots In the Norl
ation ‘area., which- had been
28 years ago, ln 1940 some
had been done on 18 acres.

and he felt it §
forestation,

trees would be harvested. BSay after
50 or G0 years from tlme ‘of planting,
“These pine trées had been planted
af about 1200 tp the acre, and 300 to
400 had been taken out. ‘A good plot
of red or white pine, when full grown,
should give 40,000 to 50000 board feet
per acre. .
"But a néw phase has developed.
There is often something new develops
as schemes such as reforestation de-
velop. And B new one has now ap-
peared In Ontario. The trees on the
older plots are now a pretty falr size,
though nothing like what they will be
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acre,—that gquantity, us removed,
when sold at prices d for Ilocal
fuel in 1940, brought $31.50 per acre.

For enlightenlng Information con-
cerning the figures given -above, I
herewith attach the enclosed publish-
ed remarks of Mr. J. R. Hale, Editor

“*There's nothing the matter with
the tire,” she saild. *“l wanted to
talk to you.™

He looked at her quickly, search-
. She was so0 near—and B0
dear! Even with her chin set at a

in 20 or 30 years. Bul they are just
about the size of a nice pole far elec-
tric wires. And the Hydro Eleotric
Commission is eager to get some of
these trees as they are as straight asy
a die and sound. Good pine trees
make the best of poles when they are

and below with her eyes, but not
. even 1o herself would she admit that
she looked for anything. She had
heard her mother telephoning in-
structions that morning, but 'she had
kept her mirid sternly on her break-

“Something’s busted again,” an- legislation procured e * 2
rounced Joe grimly” from Frovine-

Somehow, the spur track had been
undermined. A caf, heavily loaded
with pulp. had gone off the rails,

swung sidewise, and turned over,

fast grapefruit and adjured herself
not to listen. What did it matter
where the woods truck went or who
went with it?

She slipped out of the car, dragged
the cushion out and rummaged for
the pump, set it up on the ground.
With a nail-file from her purse she
pressed down the wvalve of a front
tire, let the air escape until the
tire sagged, loose and flabby, a dis-
couraging flummox of limp rubber.
"Then she climbed back ipto the car,
wrapped the rug around her knees
and sat in a small, cold huddle
- waliting.

Instantly, now that the thing was
done, a hundred accusing and con-
dermning wvoices clamored in her
ears. She was being cheap, :she was
doing the sort of shallow trick that
a girl of Lossie’s class might de-
vise, she was forgetting that she
was the daughter of Virgie Mor-
gan of the Morgan mills. Bul draw-
ing out all these scif-reproaches was
the thin, poignant cry that had trem-
bled through her heart and beat in
her blood since the night she had
talked to her mother before the fire.

““1 have to know!"'" she said, plain-
tively, aloud. *'] know it isn't true—
but I have to be sure!™

This contradictory patching up of
her conscience helped her to be
calm, to wait, though her feel tin-
gled with cold. A mountain jay
came and shrieked at her from a
sumac clump. A deer stood for an
instant, tense and listening under
some gnarled ancient apple-trees
beside the ruin of a stone™chim-
ney. Then suddenly he bounded
away. There was a metallic vibra-
tion ugh the woods. The truck
was ing. Sh: caught the back-
fire of a cold engine and the clank
of shovels tossed aboard, and leaned
her elbow on the button of her horn.
‘The blare made the jays and the lit-
tle pine sparrows and crossbills
scatter with a whirring and snap-
ping of twigs.

Then the rusty radiator &ppeared
over the rise emitting steam. Joe
had let the engine run hot on the
grade. He was always doing that,
too impatient to cool it out properly
when they reached the top of a long
climb.

Two men jumped down when they
saw Marian's car, and came run-
ning. One was Joe. The other was

Branford Wills. Swiftly Marian put
every scruple out of her mind. She
Was & woman, using a WwWoman's
devious and often unfair weapons.

She said, *“T'm stuck. That miser-
able old tire insists on going flat
And I left the key to the spare in
my other purse. I=n't mother with
you? [ thought she came up here.

ere's &= long-distance call for her
—1 camip up to tell her."

*‘She dikdn't come with us. Shs
must be at the mill"” Wills said
“Let's have a look at that tire.”

““It's Bat, all right."" Joe gave the
wheel 2 kick. “But there's still a
little air in it. Maybe we can pump
it up s0o you can get down to the
road."

- They pumped up the tire, and
Joe studied it, testing the valve.

“Mtst be a8 pressure leak,” he
gaid. ""Valve's all right. Can you
turn around here without getting
stuck?™

I-II ﬂ]jnk ED_I!H t-ITq."

**You better do it,” Joe said to
Wills. **It's steep off there. GShe
could turn over easy."

Marian slid along meekly. *‘I'm a
lot “of trouble,” she said in a voice
which would have amazed her moth-
er, s0 humble was it. '

“No trouble."” Wills whipped the
‘steering-wheel about. “This is a bad
place to turn. Flag for me, Joe,”
he shouted.

“O. K. Cut deep.” Joe sema-
phored his arms.

The car came about. Wills got
out again to logk at the tire.

“Standing up all right,”” he an-
. pounced. “You'll make it.” ;

Marian's throat cramped.” But she
fought its quiyering, got the words
out. "

*“Would you drive it down for me?
The tire might go down again and
I'm not much good at the pump.”

.-,“m lrll-". H’E I.'EIIImEd the |

whee! again, while Joe followed with
. the truck. - “You shouldn’t be driv-
~ ¢ng on lonely mountain roads alone,
you know,” he said, as tirey bumped
"ovef & wooden bridge.

S

resolute angle, even with her eyes
cool and distant and her laghes eva-
sive. He meade an impulsive move,
then drew back as her aloof man-
ner did not change.

MT'm listening,”” he sald quietly.

She twisted her fingets together,
but kept her eyes siraight ahead—
on the thickets where the jaya quar-
reled and the frozen slopes where
icicles made a diamond passemen-
terie on every rock and twig.

“I don't like fightirig,"”" she began
with a little difficulty. "We seem
to clash. And it’'s rather silly, don't
you thiglk?"

“Very silly. Especially when—""

“Especially when we could ar-
range things sensibly. 1—this isn't
easy for me to say. But—I thought
if 1 talked to you—alone—if 1 ap-
pealed to you—"'

He stiffened a little. Only the
day before Lucy Fields had used
those same words. "I've appealed
to you!'' For a moment eagerness,
tenderness had rushed through his
blood like lame. He had looked at
Marian and seen only her young
sweetness, the golden curve of her
throat where kisses were born to
lie, the yielding curve of her lips.
But now the pride in him, that
verged so close to a high, fine fury,
the terrible, blind, masculine pride,
that through a thousand centuries
has gone flaunting banners and wav-
ing swords and trampling small ten-
der things underfoot, had him again,

He could not see the pulse that
quivered where a gold shadow lay
upon her throat, he did not see the
uncertainty of het fingers and her
eyelids quivering. He saw only her
profile, set against him, the chin
that was like David Morgan's. He
was blind and savage with hurt and
frozen with disappointment. He was
a very stupid young man.

He drew back and swung the car
wide on a curve, not logking at her.

**]1 think I know what you're going
wo say. ['ve heard it all, already.
I only have one answer. I'm not
leaving town. I'm not leaving the
mill. I'm not going to be driven
out—nor wheedled outt I'm in this
to stay So—it’s too bad you went
to so much trouble to let the air out
of that tire!"

She turned, as though she had

oeen struck, but he did not see. Her |

face was as white and stiff as his

own. Her voice snicked like steel ¥

on ice. :

“You're a very famous egotist,
aren't you?” she sald, brutally.
““You couldn't possibly think beyond
yourself for a moment. It wouldn’t
occur to you that I might not want
to talk about the mill. That I might
be thinking—of myself a little. I
won't say it now. I won't let you
gloat over the kind of a fool that I
was. ] see—how hopeless it is!™
She choked a little, then recovered
her control, gave a savage drag at
the brake, turned the key.

Wills said, “*Marian! Good God!"
Buf'she was not listening. Her eyes
were black and blazing. She reached
across his kneea as the car lurched
to a stop, and opened the door.

“Get out, will you?” she said
hoarsely. 'l can't stand any more.”

He said *“*Marian!" again, in a
husky, stricken voice, but she was
like a woman on fire,

“Get out! 1 hate you! Get out!™

She snatched at the wheel, whirled
away with frosty mud flying, al-
most before he was on the ground.
Down the winding road she swung

sast the truck, grazing a hemlock
tree, careening on two wheels.

““You'd better wait for him.,” s
shouted at the startled Joe. “"He
isn't riding with me.™ :

Down the mountain.she tore blind.
ly, shame and a white, torturing
pain burning her. Once she laughed
and the laugh was bitler.

So—he was in love with her, was
he? She was a song sung to & gipsy
tambourine. .

Cheap — cheap — to have sur-
rendered evén a little! She hated
him! She hated him! ]

As for Branford Wills, he sat o

tearing up a hundred yards of track.
“*This here,”” declared Joe, "is
gitun’ so il ain't even funny!™

(Next week Chapler XII)

The regulations say beer cannot be
a plcnde,
room and drink it, but you

can't sit under a tree and do the same
thing. That's law.—Peterboro Exa-
miner.

You can sit in a’

of the Orillla Packet and Times.
- Mr. Hale's remarks:

I was hardly on the grounds
the Angus Reforestation grounds
where Warden Bar's picnic was last
Friday, when Mr. E. C. Drury set eyes
on me, and he could not walt till I
got to where he was sitting, so he
came (0 meet me, He had some great
news and a8 s0on A5 he welcomed me
he sald he was 50 glad to see me. He
had been taliing to Mr. E. J. Zavitz,

telling him something which would

at

Provinecjal Forester, and he had beenr

well treated.

“Now the question to be decided ias
whether to sell them for polas at half
their growth, or whether to wait il
they are full grown, and make them
into lunrber.

But the polint proved by the sale of
these thinnings is that the reforesta-
tion will bring good returns

Parry Sound what s much needed is
leadership In the matter of exploiting,
for all It {5 worth, the reclaiming of
sarren and waste land. Ensbling

In the north lamds of Muskoka and |-

and Parry Sound Distriots - beoos
part of Zone 4 for the purpose of the -
educationr that can come thad

source, so0 far as reforestation
cerned.

s comw~:
—Rev. A. L. Howard, In tlﬂ
Huntsville Forester.

Mr. Howard is-a former m.lm.uhrﬂ
Knox Presbyterian Church, George-

Lown.
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Wisely in the jolting truck and hat- |

-»d himself for a blundering fool. -

Now—with his crass stupidity he
had ruined what life with its ruth-
less distinctions had not made in-
tolerable before.
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. THE'HONOURABLE C.

q Check this :[jg‘l,-——-E‘Fﬁl'j’ Item
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40 on the open road-

O llvoid iat:k-mbh_ﬁ .tf.n‘ll-u o
O Avoid useless of non-essen

driving.

Tum ;

0l Don't race
up slowly-

™

means a worthw
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REMEMBER :; The slower you drive, the more you savel

The Government of the

DOMINION OF CANADA
Acting throught ‘

D. HOWE, Minister of Mnitions and Supply
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EVERY MOTORIST SHOULD CLIP THIS |

hile Saving
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