A s BT, ST i AN,
v [ S il - [FTR = a1 Tp o p e N
. ‘: ’ k =y Uy B Shawsy d bl eis -
N .. 5 . » . 3
[ - B T 'l J !

L

R L 2 5. R [T TR Wt s ; P TN, A g L e L ST L. T e L v
AP R W ¥ Iy o T S, TR o T A A g M W R A e S O A Al 2 T
o x . 2 - - —_— . - e - o - r u “m o 5 r

k- T [ - " " . ot [ .; - .-.I. _.. .:- _'. s Lok T At T F e I" iy == .Lia -F:l..-- Lo -". b o a L X r

-

R | rd " l.

-

WITH THE DATE Hne changed
Hﬂpm.ﬁa‘ummumw.
ly tlrn to 00l opening, and we
nder if the boys of today dislike

to achool as much.as we used

. to, 'I‘Iwnt‘l:.muldparad‘y comes to

“Breathes” thers a boy with soul
80 dend,

Who never to himself hath sald,

As in his bed ‘streamed morning

Vo ght, -

‘l hope the school Lurned down,
last night.' »~

But the achool didn't burn down,

ever and we really didn't want it to
burn down elther. - We merely thought
that we did. Yooking back at those

- school days makes them look  different

- now. They weren't such bad days at
that. We had, for games at that time,
Duck the rock, and Pump, Pump, Pull-
away, and Anti-over the woodshed, and
we had a pond for shinay in, the win-

: ter time. Hockey was a' otranger in
‘ our neck of the woods at that time at
least. Baseball didn't seem to make 4
hit then- either, any more than it
seems to he doing In many places to-
day. Bnow-balling was quite popular,
even the teacher would join us In that
game, and we also did the old fas-
hioned .square dances on a platform
that ran along the front of the school
outside. Oh, yes, we studied s littls
as well, as all these other subjects that
we have mentioned. Abou: the only
gnme we missed was that of pitching
horse-shoes and we aré unable to re-
call even seeing that game plased In
our schodl days.
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THERE MUST BE A correct way fo
commence a radio address. Some
start off with the usual “Good-evening
ladies and gentlemen.” Another gets
into high gear with “Good. Wednesday
evening everybody,” and still another,

- that drew quite an audience, started
off something like this,* I thought
you would like me to tell you some-
thing sbout the voyage I made across
the ocean to meet our friend, the

. Presldent of the United States.”™ There

" really ought to be a rullng as to which
of these ways s correct. :

: We find the stame trouble with pub-
‘blle speakers. Some start off with, “My
Subject tonight i1s." Another may do
it this way, “Fellow cltlzens,” and still
another may use the time honored
“Ladles and gentlemen.” Sometimea

. they even get that far without having
made an error. ]

; Or suppose that we are writing a
, letter. Of course we all use these two
words, “Dear sir,” no matter how Iittle
we think of the person that we are
writing to. Following the ‘dear sir
some use “"Your letter of the 1st inst.
to hand,” while another may word it
thizs way: “In reply to yvour favour of
the 1st Inst.” We think that “The
train has to go anyway and we might
as well send a letter on it,” would be
as good as any of them. Perhaps it
is merely a matter of taste..

¥ V ¥
WE, WHO LIVE outside the cities,
would have quite & respect for a clty
of Toronto. We would likely
ude that it would be quite an
nor be elected to the Board of
Control, or of being an Alderman, and
to be elected Mayor of a city that size
would be something to relate to the
grandchildren.  But we forget that
the folk that live In Toronto may-not
always have lived there and that a
large percentage of them no doubd
<came to the c¢ity from some small vil-
lage, town, or perhaps from the back
concessions of some township. No
doubt many of these city folk at one
time belonged to the <council bhack
home, Comparing the city council to
the one that they belonged te, they
might conclude that the two councils
would have very little In common. The
affalrs of the township councll would
seem {0 be trivial locked back upon

from that distance, that ls, compared*

to the problems that the city council
woutld lkely have to deal witn. It
might have been the fllling up of some
hole on a blind side road thal caused
80 much comment or mayb: It was
whether it was wise or not to spend
filve dollars cleaning out these catch
bisins again that fall. They would
Tamember that hot words followed
these debates and they might won-
der what there was about it all to
cause them to get excited. Then
comparing the problems of the city
oouncll they would think that noth-
ing so ordinary would ever cause a
ety counclllor to become grey head-
ed ahead-of his time. But they might

- be wrong at that. Recently we noticed
quite a y accoumt in the mom-

-+ ing paper a discussion that the
. -Board of Control had In- the cl% as
% . to whether they should .instal loud
gpeskers in - the councll chamber,
in order that the onlookers could hear

" wwhat was being said at council meet-
ings. We've heard debates in councll
that needed no loud speaker. The
article then went on to tell about an-
other problemn that was discussed at
.. some length. It was as to whether
the windows of the chamber should
be left open at mights in order to alr
the place or should they be kept clos-
‘ed. Bomehow reading it over we won-
dered iIf there wnas very much differ-

. erice In thelr ideaa of important mat-
ters. for discussion as compared with

- the  raral council’s debates mentioned
.above. Even If it was necessary to
conslder these prohlems we wondered
what there was about them so import-
tant as (o require writlng up for a

newspaper. It all seemed like a
ﬂu of time, of space, and of news-

in faot it stlll stands as 50114 looking as |.
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CHAPTER XV1

Branford Wills stared at the car
that walited in front -of the Clar
gale, .

""So—you camel" he said.

Marian Morgar snapped the gear
in place.

“Yes, | came. But don’t let your
ego expand. I'm not doing it for
vou. I'm doing it for my mother.”

He climbed in, pulling his hat
down over-+gis eyes, ’

*1 want see some timber for-
merly belonging to Tom Pruitt, on
Hazel Fork,” he said.

"l suppose you know,” she kept
her eyes away and her chin up,
that the roads are likely to be bad
aver that way? We may get stuck.”

“I'll look over the area on foot., 1
have some corners to check.” .

“All part of the great mystery!™
She was scornful.

They drove in silence.

Mountain men in clean shirts,
bound for the village store, walked
the roads, indifferent to the raw
chill. Marian spoke to each, knew
all their names.

“Do you know personally every
man In this end of the state?' he
asked.

"I was born here. Most of these

people sell pulp wood 16 mother.
When my father was buried four
thousand people came o the fu-
neral.”
. There was, Wills thought, some-
thing fine and feudal and tremen-
dous in that. Somnething that went
back, as the traditions of these peo-
ple went back, to the old countries
none of them had ever seen, but
which had stamped upon them, as
the mark of all life is stamped upon
the cell, the magnificent, aloof pride
of tall Celts of the Wicklow and the
Carrantual; of Highlanders from the
shadow of Ben Nevis. Something
uf the old countries, in the way
these men put their feet down, in
the half bold, half feral glint in
their eyes.

In Marian Morgan this deflant,

separate thing was fined down to the |

cameo cut of her profile, the auda-
ciwous tilt of her chin. The smioke
of old peat fires was in the husk of
her voice, there was something val-
1ant about her that was like the ring
of hunting bugles under Grarnpian
cliffs, something of the 'resolute
courage of men who had faced a
new land from the ice-coated prows
nf sailing ships.

They passed the power lake and
Wills remembered it. They stopped
at the Gallup house.

Sally was reading the paper in
pajamas. She opened the door only
a chink.

“"Heavens, you're early! Don’t
bring him in yet. Good gracious,
Marian—I thought—""

“Don"t think. I'm not bringing
him in. ['m taking him across the
ridge. Mother's orders. ! want a
bucket. .Even as cold as it is, this
car will heat on the grades."

“How heavenly—then you can sit
back and look at all the pretty
mountains while it cools."

"“"Don’t be an utter idiot! Lend me
8 bucket. And we'll have to post-
pone the plays. [ don't know the
intent of this expedition, but moth-
er thinks it's important.” -

" “Marian, 1 don’t own a bucket-
only a terrible old huge thing El-
vira uses to scrub. Could you use
a stewpan?"

The road around the slope of the
ridge was rutted. and narrow, but
from its twisting height Wills saw
below him the tangled country
through which on that last day he
had stumbled, agonizingly, to Vir
gie Morgan's door. With g map-
inaker's eye he plotted the route,
saw where he. had turned off the
high road, and beyond that the fire-
scalded wilderness, grown head high

with rhododendron and tangling
vines, where through a night of sleet
he had wandered.

He had dgawn a dozen maps of
this region, he had plotted .it from
aerial photographs, and every line
of these was engraved oh his mind.
There were the tremendous sum-
mits to the north and west, there
was this ridge, sloping southward
and eastward, where Hazel Fork

wenl splashing down to meet the,
river. ‘It all had form, it fitted in:

with the thought that had entered
tis mind when he studied the little
map in Virgie. Morgan's desk. So

southern slopes

' the crags began

to drip. Down the gullies little

streamas ran clear, finding their way

through a lacy network of ice On

a. muddy bank, where he .leaped

across, was'a deer track, lately
made, clean-printed and plain.

He returned to the car and Marn
an sighed patiently, as she set the
molor going again. -

“"Now where?" :

"Can we get down under—down
there where the bify trees are?™’

“We'll have to go far around.
Some of it will be rough. But |
know the way. 1 used to come tn
here with Tom." ,

She fell silent, as they fdllowed
the rough woods track, thinking of
Tom Just down ther@ he-must have
hidden, those two days—and below.
through the cathedral trees, ran the

abandoned road where Cragg and |-

the others had come in. A ‘heavy
pain botheréd her when she thought
that Tom probably would never see
his beloved trees again. Never see
the: hills again, perhaps—or the
shabby old mill that he had loved—
never hear again the crow's shrill
deflance or the answering insolence
of the mountain raven.

It was noon when they reached
the lower slope of the ridge, and the
sun had warmed and gilded the
rocks with a false promise of spring.

“Look here, you must be starved,”
Wills exclaimed suddenly. *Is there
any place near where we can get
some sandwiches. or soumething?"

“"Lossie made sandwiches Thev re
back here and there's rome coffee **

“Saved! 1 was a chump not to
think of it myself ™

The coffee was nnot kot

*"Would the lady who awns the
stewpan mind-if we blacken the
botlom of it?" Wills asked 1 can
make & fire

“Lossie van scour it

If only things were dilterent, Mar-
in thought wastfully  what fun this
vould be! If only he were nol st ar-
rogant and _so cold—u unly she did
“ul detest him. Wills built 8 $miall
re, expertly, between two up-cnded
~acks. Then he thrust a stick :nto
1 crevice and hung a white hand-

orchief on it

“Truce!"" he announced "*The war
« temporarily suspended while the

vmbatants are fed.”
» 'Only one cup.” said Marian *So
_ywhat do we do?" -

“Pour your half back into the buoi-
' Then you drink [(rom the cup
-d 1 wnbibe from the stewpan

.4'[:!5 hnt_.'

‘In camps where I've dined we
1sed emply bean cans Gives @ rich
~nrk-and-catsup Aavor to the brew

A winter sparrow came and lee-
#red on a sumac bough, making
wnall inguiry as to whether any

rumbs would remain The sun las
irdently on the face of the rock
+nd Maran held her palms to it
atching the warmth in cupped, pink
ingers

Her head was cocked lhike the
nrd's. her eyes were cool and re
mote Wills looked at her and his
‘earl gave a savage. hurting clutch
1is spine straightened and a gr:m

ne hardened arvund his mouth. Hr¢
was nol defeated Now she was a-
tar from him as the moon—but wheér.
a man had caught a precious drean:
in his heart 11 was not easy to le
i go Today she was the daughte:
f the Morgan mills—and he was a«
wmployee 1n cordurvy pants Tomor.
row—he clamped his teeth &and
dung a challenge to tomorrow. And
suddenly he cleared his throat
soughly

Intolerable—td sit here in & tor.
est silence with her disdain, with
her® eyes on him in cool indiffer.
ence

He Hung the crust to the waiting
sparrow, stood up.

“You needn't speak,” he said,
apargely  *“‘1 know how you feel—
how you despise me Bu! I'm- go
ng to tell you this—if | never say
another word to you as leng as we
ve | fell tn love with you—the

irst tgme | ever saw you l—haven't”

‘hanged [ realize who you are-
and who | am--just a tramp thai
uur mother rescued from a moun
-amn thicket! [ ‘know what you've
een thinking. It doesn’t change
" vthing will change me—ever And

I'm not giving up.” :

She stood up, slowly, lel her eyes
ame up slowly There was an odd

11le heating 8t the base of her |

sioal and for an instant her eve
ds rembled nusuly

Then she gave & choky little
sound.

“I'm golng home,” she said and
turned and ran without lookiog
back.

The car door slammed. The mo-
tor roared and she tore down the

-futty track, jolting and bouncing for |

a hundred yards. Wills sat still on
the rock, turning a cigarette slowly
round and round in his Aingers.

Then as suddenly as she had

started, Mar;an stopped the car,
hacked it slowly

8 It s doubtful if in any other line of business the
man at the retail end renders as technically expert and
helpful service fo his customers ol 3o low a cost as does the
local Implement Dealer. This, while it has always been so, has
grecter significonce in these doys of more highly mechonized
Uhnning. colling as it does for tralning and experfence In the
servicng of modern machines. '
" His experience with machines enables him to give time and
money-saving service in the speedy fumishing of the correct part
when repairs and replacements are required—for delays in seed- .-
ing, haying and harvesting may result in substantial loss to a farmer.
In those critical seasons his warehouse Is open pradlically at olf
fimes, and he Is untiring in playing his part to prevent farmers
suffering from delays. 1
His accumulated knowledge of belng used and of
the experiences of the many farmers he colls on and assocates
with makes his advice helpful and valuable.

" ‘Since the early pioneering days, threugh all the
vicissitudes of farming, the Implement Dealer has
shared the hardships as well as the fortunes of farmers
rendering a worth-while service and establishing o
well-founded place for himself in our economic set-up.
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Answer These? |

Every man, woman and child in this community benefits
from the pulp and paper industry; it is Canada’s greatest
industry. Here are some questions about it. See how many
you can answer, then try the questions out on your family,

friends and neighbours.

1. The area of Cansds is roughly 31} millica
square miles How many square miles
forest? '

2. Which- is the larger—forest lands or lands
used for agricultare?

3. How much of our standing timber is suitable
for the manufacture of pulp and paper?

4. Whar are the chief enemies of our forests?

1. Roughly one and a quarter million square miles of Canada
are forest 2. Forest lands; the accessible and currently produc
tive forest areas alone are three times che area devoted to agricul-
ture. 3. Over 80%,. 4. Fire, fungus and insects; they destroy more
than haif as much wood as all Canada’s forest industries use, -

CANADIAN FARM

print. . Perhaps & clty !s merely &a)_ .. ¢ the surveys had been ha
village Mlm : hazard, so much had been done
that had to be done again. °
“Stop here a minute,"” he- said,
‘Just here. I'll walk a little way."
He unfolded the map agan He |
had drawm it, sitting up most of the |. Her profile was as unvielding as
night. drawn it from sketchy bits in | 1pe line of the distant Frnﬂuntginﬁ‘
tihe note-book _th:Bl ren}aheddn his | She was David Morgan'g daughter
—and she was finding it hard to
<urrender, '

(Continned next week)

“Gel in,™ she ordered.
He gathered up the stewpan and
the thermos bottle.

THE pUl.P AND pﬂ?ER |
“Get in—and don't talk to me,” 2

she repeated, huskily keeping her INDUSTRY OF . CANADA

eves straight ahead. | : €73 SWN LITE BPVILDINQG MONTEEASR
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R ‘n 1o Washingtdn., but he felt that he
SR MHHI‘M CIGARETTES Y,

ad enough




