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PART ONE
The Fields 2 1769

1 IT WAS a hot, dry-feeling day early in August in the year
1769, Kettleford, in New Hampshire Province, was hayung.
Throughous the whole p the west bank of Merti-
mack below Amoskeag Falls and twenty miles north of the Bay
Province hine—there was nothing bur haying, Polutics, fishing,
linen and fiax, woodcutting, potatoes, the reaping of sye, specu-
lating in land, the Presbytenian church, those things were for-
gotten, of at least put aside.

There wasn't much doing in politics anyway Young Gov-
ernar Wentwarth—old Uncle Beaning’s nephew and successos”
~~had been twa yeacs in the chair, and was doing well at it. Joha %

was as honest as his uncle was not. Ketdeford liked him—when.
ever they thought of him. N

Three weeks ago, the Kettleford men had fintshed their fish-
ing up at the falls, and they'd made a fair carch of it. They'd
taken more fish—salmon and shad—~than the Indians ever did
back in the old days Three hundred pounds for 2 man in 2 night
would go a long way toward paying expenses of setting a weir
and tying a net, finding the rum, and mending the spears, buying
the salt, all the various things that 2 man had fo reckon.

The making of hinen wouldn't come until later, and the flax
wasn'y pressing. Winter rye wasat ready—rthough soon it
would be~—and no one would think of cutting wood in the sum-
mer. Digging potatoes and pressing out cider belonged to the
autumn; churchgoing to Sabbath and maybe to Lecrure Day;
everyching in its season. Right now it was haying. .

Kettleford fields were pleasant to maw in. That is, same of
them were, and they were pleasanter now chan they had been.
Thircy years had got rid of the stumps, and even in the westera
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L ‘THE FIBLDS 3

-ded#™10ur high—and it now lacked by two bours to noon. The
. br®er in the pocket of Thett's right thumb had broken, and
0o¥%e was a notable pain in his left shoulder muscle. But he was
20382 swinging—not so smart as he had been, perhaps, but all the
ki =le keeping the heel of his scythe well down and avouding
1 rocks as he could see.
of K5"hetr was working for Lawrence Muzphy, the tallor, against &
4 Usze2 surtoue thag Murphy would fashion him 1 the fall. It was
,isu'xlutal of comfort to Thett to know that this wanter he'd have 2
tans I,
soof-Jown in a remote corner of the Goveraor lot, Mr. Gavin
bestithvan, the minsster, was sombesly curting 2 lietle hay for hum-
rollg. Mr. Gowan's contract wath Kettleford provided for hay, but
lan cort. Gowan had fearned that a cow can't eat contraces. A good
re o2 10 mow, Mr. Gowan was, too. He was still on his third gill
e rowzrum, and he'd cut close on to three cocks since breakfast
Even old David Gillmor was haying, but he conldn’t mow or
out o<h this year; he was pulling a loafer rake. He was about the
surraest this summer that he'd ever been. Twelve years ago, David
¢ hed made the mistake of wearing his waistcoar 2s he'd come out
en, s Fore William and Henry 1n the surrender. It was a lovely gar-
4t 110t made out of loonnecks—and the first Indian who saw it
10 sought 10 hamstrng David 30 as 1o get it. But David was
¢ Ot in the legs, and the blow had landed too bigh. Fleeing into
[ of 2 brush, David had not only kept his waistcoat but had carried
1 ng the tomahawk also, stuck n his backs:de. Lately, the
uth dund had been full of pain, even in weather like this. But
de- avid still managed to hiech himself along somehow, and in the
les, urse of 2 day he'd rake his share of hay.
pe In the big handsome meadow that Jay close to the river on
3 idow Katr's place, these were five men—all haying, 2ll siagle
4] 20, two of them widowers. Nobody knew, yet, just how it was
1l sing to come out.
gt William Canldwell, the cordwainer, had Ensign Lord working
ol ith him. Cauldwell had made Ensign & pair of pumps back in
s ebruary. Tonighe they'd be squace. Lord was finding the g™
&
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for the haying, as aganst the sole leather Cauldwell had fof
for the pumps. Ir had been pretry poor leather, so Ensign §
thoughe, and Cauldwell was now thinking the same of the 1

Down back of Porrer's place, Zebulon Porter was pitching
his wife, who was up on top making the Joad. She could mak
load right, too—starung at the outside and then working i
and nat lose hardly 2 wisp, except what was snatched off b
branch, maybe, berween there and the barn, I she'd been s
enough o pich off when they got to the barn, it would k]
been better yet It was hard for Zeb to pirch off a load he had]
made because he didn ¢ know 10 what order each fork had
laid. They were doing all righe, though, they'd hauled ¢wo
already and would get in a thied before dinner.

JoeFelipe hadn'thadafire in s forge since Sacurday night!
he'd be done with ns haying some tme this forenoon, joe¥
hayed Sunday, He was a Portygee, and they knew he was Pop"
Buz still he'd been allowed ta remain when he fisst came to ¢
and now they wese used 1o him Abour a year and a half age)
had showed up ac Butler's tavern one mormng in Januasy 1‘4
traveling all night on the crust. It was juse after Caprain K¢
dsed and the town was without any smith. Joe said thar he w3
worker in iron—which he had been at one ume, He bid in ¢
smithy when they held the vendue, and paid for 1z in gold. !
had then moved the smithy, setung it up near the center of tov
just down the road from the new meetinghouse, and not too |
fram the tavern. He ruraed aut to be 2 fair smith when sober 2
a good one when drunk. But he wasn't as good as old Karr b
been, and nobody made out to Joe ¢hat he was. He was a squ
bult of 2 man, dark-complected—-2s anyone might be, bur as©
many in Ketleford were——and he wore his black hair tied w1
a scarlet hair ribbon, He had little small ears that set tight to!
head and made his neck look all the bigger. And he wore 8 ke
like a sailor. )

The reason the town didn'c rake to him beteer, Joe laid
Whit Livingston. It was Whit who kepe che talk going abo
what 1 smith Karr had been—a far becter smith than this Por
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fpdiee Joe ever had been or would be. If it hadn't been for that
s Espind of talk, Joe had an idea, they mighe forget his dark com-
ecftrlexion even in winter and about his being Popish, as well Joe
s patouldn’t see that these things were imporeant. He hadn't a drop
i st black blood in his veins, and if tus being born Popish wasn't
vefegmportant 10 him, Joe couldn’s see why 11 should be to anyone
1ed ¢1se. He hated Whit Livingston.
ltens This young Whit Levingston was the best hand to mow that
woukbere was in Kertleford. Aside from thar, he was a joke. When
dte¥hic had been twelve years old—nght on his bithday—his
& prather, Tom Livingston, had treated the boy at the tavern—and
1ed 5 hit hadn’t been able to drink 1t. Rum was new co Whit then,
secause old Tom had never seen fit to spare the boy any. It had
yosptick in Whid's throat. It was a comical thing for the men stand-
ong round, but it was all the more funny because old Tom him-
o5 Ielf was such a great drinking man. The joke was on Tom, and
mmnll of them laughed at 1t. Tom badn't taken it kindly. He figured
ehe boy was making game of him, too. So Tom stood his son up
nu’f" the middle of the room and yanked the shitt off the boy's
1n2ck. Then Tom Jaid it on ham with the prece of rope that unnl
' bethen had held up the boy's pants. After a time, some of the men
lsd yr—although they hadn't yer finished laughing—had made Tom
Jd3ive over. The boy was still on hus feet, to be sure, but Captain’s
ofpaughter was there—Captan Eliphalet Bucler, kept the tavern
¢ t00~30d though she was only 2 litele thing then, ten years old or so,
pesaybe, stll her being these didn'c make it seem right.
Kast Whit never did Jearn t0 dnink rum. And it was 3 year or two
sagifter that before he'd go fo the tavern when he was sent on an
fs7rrand. He dida’t seem to like w0 go about amongst people at all.
el ¥1¢ thoughr they were still laughing about what they remem-
Eh‘ﬁxredu—and as often as not, probably, he was correct. .
sit Old Caprain Karr, though, had taken a liking to Whit. Whir
would go over and hang round the smithy—more particulatly
x'&‘im“ when there weren't any other boys there—and sometimes
., £he captain would give him a task to do.
ﬁ.’v ‘When Whit was sixteen and ready for it, Karr had rold Whit
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4t This marning, Whit was mowing in the sparse and dey grass
& for hat his father’s fields always ran to. Besides Whi, thete were
im aree men: old Tom and Whir's half brocher, who was younger
hatbedsan Whit was, and Whit's uncle, Rob Murdough Rob had
hadssought with him a pair of young oxen, yoked into a sick be had
i édanaged to borrow, and berween Whit and the oxen they were
ome 21102 in bay. In rerurn for the oxen, old Tom had agreed o
« ded nd Whit 10 his uncle for four days nexr week——two days for
s intch ox. Old Tom, as usual, had got the wozst of the bargain
o5 Even in grass hike this, thin and hard and the “whole. field
1, i prinkled with socks, Whit could mow clean and he could mow
he hitst. He might not look to be fast, but that was because he
puiowed easy and geotle and the speed didn't show, He used a
:raight snath made out of white ash that had just the least lirtle
 gite of a whip 1o it, and a piece of black odstone for a riffe. The
pesstone had been given him by 2 White Hills man he'd met trap-
ing. The moan said there was a Jot of it 1n a place west of Grear
ePssipy Pond. It was a stone to put a nice edge on a blade—not
» wrired, but sweer. Whit was having a pretty good time.
Lo ¥ 0ld Torm stopped midway of a swath, wiped the sweat out of
2 w0t €yes, dropped his scythe to the ground, and walked back to
iz keg. Other men used a jug mostly for haying, but not old |
1o $0m Livingston. When he hayed, he hayed rigbt. There was 2
:n-gallon keg, all complete with a spigor, ser under a beech
meeee and a gourd lying beside it.
i Tom was tired—and looked ir. He was a stringy kind of man,
¢ n¢01d when he was tired, he drooped. He looked iike his farm.
et Down on one knee, he picked up the gourd, held it under the
be spigot, and then turned :‘}‘xf handle Nothing happened. He
[ ipped the keg forward slowly . . . and it seemed to take him a
0 time before he'd tipped 1t all the way forward—and the
_guth had come out. That was all that came our,
Tom stared at the keg for a while, 2nd then he sac back and
vondered if he was going to ery—but he found he'd been sweat-
178 50 much thar he was more sober than he'd thought he was,
[“"He tried to think what to.do. They were clean out of nun agthe
N . . LI
v S
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bouse, and Rob wouldn't lend. Neither would anyone else.

* guessed he'd have to sead Wht to the tavern. If he sent WH

Whit would come back

It was four mules to Butler's and while Whit was gon, ¢
could all spell themselves.

The ather boy came over for a drink, and Tom Iet him find#
for umself what had happened. The boy cursed for a while ¥
then Tom said, ‘Go get Whie,” The boy stood there 20d b:mfi
for SWhit. Wit frsushed his swach, and then he came over.

**This here’s dry,” said Tom, touchung the keg with his {5
“You go to Buders and fetch some ™

“Wht knew about how much they'd work while be was £

*You ain’t got to take the keg with you.” His fathet's +
rose. “Get a yoke from the house and a couple of jugs. And:
2 move onto you! I'm too dry to wait loag.”

‘Whit was erying to figure of there wasn't some other way
of it. They hadn’t any more than gor started, and now Rob #
the oxen would be going to waste all the ime he was gone.

His father roated arum. "It ain't going ¢ kill you o go f¢
some rum, is it?"

“No, I don'tknow asitas ™

“Then ferch w!~—and don't stand there like a sick sk
thinkin' about t. Just because you're a unnarural freak ain't
sign thas the rest of us want ¢ hay dry.”

* Whit bung his scythe on the highest branch he could rea

“Leave that thing where I ¢'n gitat it,” his father said. “1
a gap in mine.”

“Then you'll have ¢ grind it

"You do as I tell you!”

Whit turned slowly round to him. He spoke straight into’
father's face: “You touch that scythe, and I'll cut your thr
with it.” Then he bent down to pick up the keg.

0ld Tom didn’c say a word, and no more did the other two.

Whit took the loose bung out of the bunghole and put 1t
his shirt, Then he swusg the keg up to his shoulder and star
off actoss the field—not toward the house, toward the tave
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+ope ée s uncle called after him, spesking es geatly as he could:
" sm‘Jthu about the yoke, Whit?"

; “1 ain't only bringin’ one keg.”

B Rob leaned oa a tree. “He'll have quite a lug,” he remarked,
S5 fore he gets back.”

ks Old Tom said, “Geod,” and lay down.

[” i The other boy went down to the house to fetch up some cider.
feandbs

ot

ach b

H CAPTAIN ELIPHALET BUTLER, taverner, storekeeper and
2%, prain of the Train Band, had been putung in 2 bad morning.
25\ dozen times he'd stepped out into the yard o look at the
M eather, and each time he'd shaken hus bald Little head because
he weather was fine, Captain’s small meadow was ready to cut

1 ¥ _and he could get no man to work i it
[¥** Captsin had to have hay. He didn't own any oxen, but he did
ave three cows, and now and again he'd furpish hay to a team-
©£"ter ot t0 2 traveler on horseback. There weren't many travelers.
Zaptain Butler's small tavern was mainly a local affaie: rum and
grovisions, gunpowder, nails ... Bed and board were available
it were not often called for Merrimack River was na longer
#"'he highway that it had been for Indians. The men using it niow
| oS B TOWE north and south were trappers and hunters, and only
..‘gcmsionally sertlers. Connecticut River carried the sertlers. As
* or east and west traffic, there wasn't much anyway. Thete was
i r0ad to Portsmouth from Kettleford, and 1¢ 1an past the tavern
nd on down to the river. Buc it brought little custom to Caprain.
. & week on that road would shosten the hife of a patr of oxen a
”"’:yeat/. In between towns it was full of brush and down rrees, mud-
20les and boulders, and big hollow stumps. Any traveler who'd
some over that road deserved o put up at an inn that was better
P han Caprain’s. There was an 11 to the east of him the other
w¥Side of the river, and there was one a few miles ¢a the west in
ﬂ;New Boston, That left Captain Butler to make what money he

et

k)
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could out of Kettleford people—a course to which he appli
himself with more greed than hard work.

Coming in from the yard now, he leaned on his counter,
chin in his hands, and wondered what he could do. The thi
that graveled hsm most was that he was the town’s bij
credsror—and yet he couldn't collect. If he were to try to fo
payment in labor from a man who could vore, they'd vote
somebody else to keep ravern Same way with the men who wer
in the Train Band chey elected him Captain Traming Day,

- had hys headquarters bere at the tavern, and even after deducns]
for enough treass to assure his election, he sull made w7
money on Traiming Day than he did any other day in the yer
He couldn't n1sk losing that. N

In resentful despair, he mixed himself a small brandy 3|
water, and stood musing in front of the open shucters ar one =
of the room From there, looking past a corner of the stable 35
+* + sprnghouse beyond, he could see away down in the distane

" one end of Ins meadow—with the breeze shifting the colors
the grass and the whole thing a fine pictnse of summer. But Caf
tain saw nothing of beauty-—only possible waste.

Something moved on the far side of the meadow—and 1
quick lirtle eyes at the window made out a man come forth fros
the woods—a man cartying a load on Kis shoulder. Swifely tt
figure came along the edge of the field—not running, nor wall
ing. Captain knew every gait in town: that was Whit Livingstc

_... bringing a ten-gallon keg to be filled.

Captain’s daughter came out of the springhouse to set one ¢
her mitk pansouc in the sun. And she laoked toward the meado

. —and her hands flew to her hair, Then she smoothed out he
apron. She gazed at the meadow—and then she darted back in¢
the springhouse again.

Captain stood with his mouth hung open . ... and mrned aw3
from the window, shaking his head. His mouth shur, asd
smiled. Whit Livingstan, eh? Well, there couldn’t be anyos
safer!

* . Four years ago, being newly a widower, Captain had carefull
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reckoned that a daughter cast less chan 2 wife, and had decided
he woulda’c remarry. Since that time, Melissa had done as much
work 25 2 woman. It had agreed with her, though; she wias nug-
ged enough, even though she was small. Bur Jately Caprain bad
worried: he was afraid he mighe lose ber. He could nor see her
beauty, but he did know that a gisl who could do as much work
2s Melissa, and whose father was supposed to have inoaey,
couldn't fail of some suttors.

Melissa'd had them, all sighe. She could have married well at
fauneen or at any time after thaz. It had been her awan deciding
—-sa she had supposed—that had kept her from marrying.

Capeain knew bener. Men 2re not at theit best round a tavers
—and he had seen to it that she wasn't spared very much. Melissa
had witnessed more than one brawl—and with bucker and mop
had set the place to rights afrerward. Fighting, a good many
times, followed singing. She had used to Iike ballads—but not
apy more. A gouged eye made her sicken. She had learnt, too,
how to wrench free when they seized her Melissa didn's much
want 10 get toartied, She'd seen too mAny en in the mamming,
Iying face down on the mydden who'd been flung our there o

" steep where it was warm
' But in those ways What Livingston was not like the others.
Captain—although he could see that—wasn't the Jease bit dis-
* rarbed. Whit was next thing to a pauper. Melissa'd ger over it
" promptly. After all, she was his daughter.
; Melissa came in from the springhouse, and her facher greeted
her testily. “Where you been all this time?”

“Churnin’,” she said.

“Settin' in the cgol of the springhouse, more like it.” .

Melissa thought he looked sickly, “What's the marter with
- you, pa? You look out o case.”

“Hay."

“Your hay's good!™ she exclaimed.

*"Tain't 0o good if "tain’t cut.”

"You c'n git a crew ta come mow it.”
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“Crew!” said Captain. “Can’t ger a man!” He explained his
position.

Melissa said, “Joe Felipe don't belong to the Train Band
Maybe you could get him.”

“Towe him!” said Captain. “Shut the eye of an ax a month ago
for me, 'n two weeks ago he fixed 2 beal on the pot.”

They were both silent—borh thinking of Whit. When his
knock came at the dooar, only Captain looked up.

Whit stood mononless in the doorway waiting for his eyes
to get used to the dimness.

Melissa thoughe he was lovely.

In point of fact, he was clean, having washed himself in the
brook the other side of the meadow--and his hair was neatly
drawn back and secured. His clothes were the same as mos
men’s: a loose gray linen shirr and a patr of breeches—WWhic's

ere leather—that came just below hus knees. He was carrying

keg with two fingers hooked 1nto the bunghole,

“You ain’t goin’ ¢’ lug that home fw/, ate you?” Caprain said
hopefully. .

" Whit nodded.

“Set it there under the cask, then Melissa, you draw.”

Melissa got down the funnel, and Captain watched Whit,

With the keg slowly filling, Melissa wrned her head and
looked up. “Hayin'?" )

Whit opened his mouth to answer, closed it, and nodded his
head.

Whit, Captain concluded, was worse off than Melissa.

“Wish'e I could get mine cut,” Captain remarked.

*“Looks prime,” ageeed Whit. I come up through t' meadow.”

“You'te about done down to your place, I expece.”

“Ain't hardly got started.” .

“Mowin’ hadn’t ought to take long. They tell me you're quite
a hand.”

“ got a good blade.” It was always his answer.

“So I hear. Karr’s, 2in't it?”

“Yes." N
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“He was an awful good smith,” Melissa put in.
“You're drawin’ rum,” her father reminded her. "How many
- is workin’ down to your place now, What?!”
“There's three there besides me, and my uncle Rob’s oxen.”
' “You got a crew.”
,  Whit thought of them as he knew they were now, lying under
 the beech tree.
Melissa rolied che keg geatly to see how it was comiag. “This
 here’s going ¢ be wonderful heavy she said.
Whit manoged beter thus ume. "I ¢'n fug ir, I guess.”
“There ain't many would want to.”
© " 'Taip’t 2 great ways.”
“Four mile,” said Melissa.
Capuain judged the keg nearly full “Whit,” he demanded,
‘whyn't you take a day 'n come and cuc mine for me?”
“Well—"
"1 could rake,” said Metissa.
Captain was proud of himself. It was what he had hoped for.
He figured his field was as good as mowed now
¢ Bur Caprain had counted s chickens a litele soon.
+ Just himself and Melissa? Whit thought. All day alone in a
* field? Ie was so much more than he'd hoped for, that aow be
| drew back. "Got 1o get our'n 1n figst,” he told Captain.
Melissa banged shur the spigor She stood up and faced Whir.
“Go git it in, then,” she said. "We'll git a man to cur our'n.”
‘Whit could say nothing He felt his face flush—and at that
\ moment Joe Felipe ambled 1n
4 Capeain greeted him
Joe answered politely—and looked at the other twa.
v “"We were watkin’ ‘bout hay,” Captain explained.
« Joe wondered what Whit could have said about hay to make
. Melissa look that way. The two or three times Joe had tried
For Melissa, he'd not succeeded 1n 56 much as making her angry.
. Melissa had laughed at bum. (It had sounded to her as though he
called her "militia.”} Envy rose up in Joe, and he hated Whit -
more than ever.
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“Your'n in, Joe?” said Captain.

“My hay?" Reluctantly Joe turned to Captain. "1 finish this
morning.”

“You done well. Have some brandy *

“Trear?” Joe inquired, scarcely beheving. -

“Treae,” Capraia assured him “Fiest man ia the cowa g
his hay 1n. Gurl, set out ¢ brandy!”

Melissa, with a flourish, set out the stone bottle. She gave
asmile, bur Whit failed to see it; he was down on one knee, with
fumbling fingers trying to fir the bung into his keg.

Joe poured himself brandy 1n a quantity that susted his talents
and the fact that the brandy was free—eying Melissa while b
was drinking it. He set the heavy glass down on the countet
"T'at’sa’ nght!” he exclaimed.

Whit began to rap with the bungstarter. .

« ~"Joe,” proposed Captata loudly, “you're done up to your plact

Jou mow for me the rest of the day, 'n you c'n have that

srandy to mow on—what's left in the bortle ”

Whit had lef off hus rapping. Y
“Mine now,” Joe responded. “T" ax an’ £’ beal,” he reminded
Captain, . .

P!

1 told PaI'd rake,” Melissa said coolly.

Joe's eyes went from one to the othet—but he looked last at
Whit. The boy was standing up, waiting. . . .

Joe turned back 1o Caprain. “Done,” he said—and he reached
for the bottle. "I take a roun’ of it now.”

Whit came over and laid the bungstarter down on the counter.
“That's a big meadow; you'll want two hands to mow that
meadow.”

Joe laughed aloud. “Too late, boy!” he said. “Here—" he held
the bottle toward Whit—"have a drink of £ brandy 'n t'en you
go home.”

“You better drink it. It might be you'll need it.”

"By God,” Joe exclaimed happily, "maybe I will!"—he Tooked
across to Melissa—"eh?"” But she wouldn’t promise.

Whit's not taking his eyes off of Joe for an instant made Cap-
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fain uneasy. Moreover, Whic was cold sober—there was o
telling what he might do. Caprain slid his hand toward the pung-
staster. It was a very good bungsarter, with a square, 1ronwood
head and a shore, shm, withy handle.

Joe finished tus dnink, and banged the glass on the counter
{Goon homc' he told Whit "I hear 2’ready too much of your
mowing."

i "I can mow,” Whtt acknowledged.
¢ “You and your Karr blade! Look! Tey send you ¢’ tote rum.
Tac's how good you can mow! You, tey betrer yoke 1n Wit'
rlaxen—where you belong!”
Captain had the bungstaster now and felt betcer
: Melissa was perched up on one end of the counter. “Whit's a
good hand o mow,” she said.
“I gota good blade.” Whit said it from habit.
“God damn your blade!” bellowed Joe, and whipped out his
kmfe He held the pont of it, quivering, just under Whit's nose.

Whit stood his gmund He was scared, but stood qﬂlﬂ‘
rﬁenrly Capram moved into position,
¢ There wasn'r a sound from Mehssa. °

Joe's hand was trembling and so was his voice “I ¢'n cut me
more hay wit" s here little knife 'n what you c'n cut wit' your .
Xarr blade! You come 'n mow! Ishow you ¢ man who ¢'n mow:
José Felipe”

{4 “That’s fair,” Whit agreed.

"And 1’ best one 1o mow, she rake for him tomorrow., $i?”
¢ Whit made no answer.
¢ It was the girl's voice that came 1ato the silence, She spoke
Jow and even. “That's fair.”

3 JOE, GOING back after hts scythe, met a man on the road.
s The word spread pretty fast after that, and it didn’t thin out in
, the spreading. Nachaniel Ther, for example, mowing along the
; wall, learned from a breathless youth that Whit and the Portygee
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were at that roment fighting a duel with scythes in the meado
down back of the tavern, Thett informed Murphy, and sct ¢
at a run. Murphy followed more leisurely. 3
Mr. Gowan heard it thar Whit, coming on Joe and the g
under a haycock, had grabbed up Joe's scythe and gone at hiz
Mr. Gowan dida't believe the whole of it, but sull he though
he'd better go up chere. )
Down at Widow Karr's place, they understood the tavern %
afire. They couldn't see any smoke, but they wenr all the same
‘Those in Tom Livingston’s field, being asleep, came as neartt
the truth as did any. Whie had arrived there wach the keg abort
noontime. He hadn’t waked anyone—he'd just lefc the ket
taken his scythe and his olstone, and starred back to the taven
Later, when the men wakened, they concluded thar Captain mus|
have talked Whit into doing some mowing They wea to wot
on the keg. ‘
Meantime, at the ravern, there was confusion and some dis’
¢ dinement. Joe had shrewdly bethought himself thae, on t
motrow, there rmght be more privacy down in the meadow #
the whole town didn't know what was doing Therefore, on his

. rerurn from ferching his scythe, he'd denied his fisse story and

had sworn to the eather arrivals that what had occurred had been
no more than high words between him and Whit over who had

"the best scythe blade. They would now mow it out. -

Melissa, appealed to, had confirmed this, and 5o hiad Caprain.
Some believed it; some didn’t. No one was quite certain as to

_just how the girl did figure in it. But they were cestain of one
- thing: they were here now, and they might as well make the best

of it. A contest at mowing wasn't the same thing as a fice—and it
wast't a murdes—but they'd been working hard haying and they
had 2 mind now to make holiday. A mowing contest would serve
.. and they all started in drinking and swearing and wagering
just as though they’d beea gentlemen. They bet sbout even
Whit was the best hand to mow, but he'd Iikely be ruckered aftes
lugging that keg home. -
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= Mr. Gowan, the ministey, drew apart from the crowd. Unless
¢ this thing were done properly, there'd be nathing but argument,

and a fight to wind up with. He found a smooth place where the
. dirt was packed down, and fishing a naul out of his pocker, he
quatted down on his haunches He drew 2 rough outline of Cap-
xtain's hay field—as near as he could remember it Yt was a long

narrow field and irregular enough so that there was no proper
. way to divide it in half—~not without a compass and chain and
¢ take half a day o it . . . and even then the grass wasn't the some
s in all parts of the field. All right then: they'd have to mow round
it. But that wouldn't work, either. The man on the inside would
t have to0 much advantage; his laps would be shorter. Gowan
« puzzled and puzzled . . . and finally he got it. He was greatly
g relieved. They'd mow the field lengthwise. Between swaths,
y they'd cross over. That made it come out nght.

;  Whit had taken the same way back 1o the tavern—the short
¢ way through the woods. The scythe seemed 2 light thing 1o carry
after the keg, but it was pesky where there were bushes. Sull, he

) made pretey good tme. As he came up through the meadow, he

¢ figured be'd been gone from the tavern less than rwo houss.

« The men in the yard saw him come round the corner of the

4 stable, traveling at an earnest, shuffling lope, and bearing his
+ scythe Jike 2 banner When Whit saw them, he stopped. There

o were mote than two score of therm.

r  They gave him a cheer, with a good deal of laughter.

¢ Whit stood stock-still, facing 1t out. Then he turned to go

¢« home—and he heard the roar at hus back as they thought they

& were going to be cheared.

A man spoke close behind ham and then laid bold on Whit's
arm. The boy jerked free and swung round—to face Mr, Gowan,
‘They looked at each other a moment, Mr. Gowan quiet and easy.

“Now, Whit,” he said, “you stay and go throngh with it."

“No!”—and because it botled up within him, Whit gave the
reason: “All that they’re after is something to laugh at.”

AL N Ll



18 LooK TO THE MOUNTAIN

“Thar's correct,” Gowan answered. "And you quit now, and
they'll have w." He let thus sink 0, and then asked, "Can you
wax hm?”

The boy had calmed dowa some. “1 got an awful good blade,
sir,”

“Ate you spenc?”

“I'm a heele mute blowed, but I ain't anyways spent.”

“That'll pass 1n 2 munute. We'll g0 down to the meadow.” He
turned round to the crowd. “How about 1t/—Joe ready?”

"He's ready!” they shouted. "Joe's pnme!™ Those thar had
bet on Joe had been getung him ready. Joe humself fele he could
mow {ike a whirfwind. "Jos¢ 1s a'teady!” he told Mr. Gowan.

The minsster spoke to the crawd. "We shall adjourn to the
meadow.”

- They gave a grear shour and trooped away dowa the care track,
‘% 1 the springhouse and stable, bound for the meadow. Some-

* easked Whie sf he'd had his dinner. W said, “No, come 0
"~ think of it,” and two or three heard him. .
- Strung out, they made quite a procession- the small boys on

ahead, then Joe and his backers, then twe men who were carry-

ing thirty gallon of rum on a hand batrow, followed by Captain,
fearfully watching the rum. Then some more men, and then

Whit, walking alone, and last of all Mr, Gowan, stalking along

in the rear, barefoot like the rest—just as he'd come from his

haying—buc having authority. Some ways back of them all,
limped old David Gillmor. No one waited for David-—but

David would get there.

Melissa had stayed ar the tavern.

They passed through a thicker of alder, crossed 2 small stream,
and came up 2 rise into the meadow. The men ia the lead turned

round to see where to go now.

“Keep to the edge!” Captan begged them. “Don't trample
the hay! Go round to the side, there, under them ash trees. That'll
make a good place for this barrel.”

Mr. Gowan called Ensign Lord back to him, and inquired,
“You sobet?” )
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in't very far from it.”

‘ell, that’s near enough probably, Yau stay abaut that way.
need someone to help me.”

d podded, “I'll be here.” He was disappointed a Little, bus
same time he was flatcered.

2 barrel was nigged, and Captain, yielding to pressure,
da round. Ensign held off. But joe toek tus with the rest of
and then fell to work at whetning lus blade He made her

ut, off to one side, was caressing his blade with the oslstoge.

Je a soft, slipping sound,

- Gowan, looking over the meadow, found iz to be about as

1 remembered ic. He called for silence—and got something

uching it; they scemed more than willing to have some-

run things. He told them whar be had deaded, and a few

sstood it. “Joe,” he sad, “will lead in”

cheer stopped him. When a csew mowed, the best hand

s was lead man. Joe's backers were cheening. When the
had ler up, Lawrence Murphy, the tailor and an old friend

ue's—and who had bet on Whit Livingston, dinger or no
r—alled out clearly, "Why Joe?”

e claims he's the best hand,” Mr. Gowan explained. “Until
proves to the contrary, Joe's statement 15 good. Joe will
o .

yone argued.

seed’s not the only thing,” he further explained; “they have

»w clean, I shall be judge of that. Joe, you all whetted?”

+ said, “What?” and half a dozen men shouted, “You alf
ed?”

+ said proudly, “By God, she's a razor!-—skin a mouse wit’

Thie?”

¢ boy nodded.

‘ow, then, Joe, you'll strike in right here. You'll mow along
1ge—keeping well clear of the bushes—to the south end of
eld, ynderstand?”
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“Oh, I un'erstan’ a'right.”

“Then you pick up your scythe and walk across ta the
side, and mow back along that”

“Sure!” sad Joe "Sure’ [ un'erstan’” 3

“Then you pick up yous scythe and walk over to t£is si¢
mow back to here "

“Sure, I mow round t' field, but I walk on ¢’ ends.”

“That's correct. Whea you gee back to here, you'll mev
the field a swath, and do the same thing agan.”

“"Sure, sute’ You don” need ¢ tell me { mowed before, &

“Whoeser is leading,” Mr Gowan cxplained to the?
“can mow as wide oc as narrow as he's got 2 mind ta. KF
the other to match his swath to the lead man’s I'll be j&
tha, too Yau can both wher as s¢ pleases you, ot stop £
thing else. {F thete’s aught in your minds that I've not pft
for, speak of iz now "

The crowd murmured approval,

“Furst man to firush,” Mr Gowan said simply—"in chet
of the field and opposite here—is the best hand 1o mov
stepped tg one side “All eighe, Joe ..

Joe spat on his hands and Lighdy hefted his scythe, It
great heavy thing wich a snach tike & tree runk.

“Strike in!” Gowsn ordered.

Jor's eyes nacrowed and tus face changed. He was serio
bent 1o his nght and struck inp—coming tound with a
long-armed stroke, and a hook onto the end of it. It was
too—clean as a whistle! He could mow, all right. Joe was
one,

The mean watched i silence as Joe took his cwo steps fo
and again the great swing. He was builr righs to mow, Jo

hore-ls d, close to the ground d those terrible an
fum! He was cuttung a wide swath, 1do—half a yard wide
most men. Two steps and his third swing. Two steps mo'

At the fifth stroke, Mr. Gowan said, “Whit—"

Whit berit 2nd struck in. He'd had 1o mave over som¢!
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rand because of the width of Joe's swath, and now, when he
*hened his own swing t0 match Joe's, Whit found it awk-
1. He began o Jose ground. Joe reached the turn a good ten
«es ahead of him.
1. Gowan knew what the trouble was—and maybe some of
sthers. Whit, having to reach more than was natural at both
of his stroke, was being pulled off his balance. It made him
) clumsy. But there was nothing Mr. Gowan could do.

s kept on gaining all the way down the far side. He was a
a's length in the lead now. He walked very businesslike
55 the end of the field, and began to mow toward them. They
in cheering him as he came neater.

was the fitst sound of approval that poor Joe had heard
= he'd come to Kertleford He grinned with delighe; he was
tng a fine rime. He stopped to whet in the shade, had a swal-
 moved in across Whit's swath, and was all set to sttike in
' before Whit was come up to them. Joe stood up straighe,
ing easy, and caled out to Whit, "Come og, bay! Get to
win't”

"hey liked that and laughed loudly.

Zhit dida’t know what Joe had said and he just kept on
ving. Noise was all he could hear; he didn’t hear what they
»d to him. He go the tone of it, though: they were making
 Bame of him. Well, it wasn't the first time.

s he moved in across the beginning of Joe's second swath,
~aw that his own swath was full wide enough. And as clean as
's, 100. He struck in again without whettng . .. and before
7 long, he had to repeat several strokes and was forced to
st, then. Because he'd put it off, tt took longer. By the time
had an edge fit to mow with, Joe was so far in the distance
t that hair ribbon of hus didn't ook any bigger than the red
a blackbird. Whir fell to mowing again. The fresh edge was 2
p—but he wes still awkward and clumsy.
Ae'd been trying to keep Melissa from coming into his mind,
¢ that didn’t work, either. He kept seeing her, And he heard
* voice, too. “That's fair,” He heard the fow and cool sound of
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jt. When he heard it, it made him mow furiously, like
man, with no thought ta saving his strength any.

They made a dozen full crossings thae way-—counting 24
and a back-swath as a csossing—and Joe led nos by b
length of the meadow.

Joe began to let-up some—~he could afford to. Moreoe|
had a pain in his side. On top of that, Joe had taken 1o th
Hearing them cheer hsm had done something to Joe: he
mate of 1. Joe was thunking about after tomacrow. Mayh
was thinking, after tomorrow he'd best ler the story get re
he didnt do that, they d think Captain had ericked his
mowing this meadow for nothing. For nothing, eh? José

- »chuckled. He was going co get pard’ He was going to £
for a fot of things Tomorrow-—nght over there undet*
pine trees! Once the own had heard that story, they'd
long time. José Felipe would be quite a fellow!

Joe swung happily on with his mowing—1n spite of the:
10 hus side and some shoreaess of breath. They had half th
w go yet. B

Whit, men were saying, wouldn't last out. He looked |
bad. “T'll wager anyone,” a man said, "Whic'lt falt flax ¢
face "fore another five crossings I'll bet two to one on ir.”

“Done,” he was answered. “Punt t0 a gill. That's 1n Me
Me, now, I figure he'll fall over backward.”

All up and down the line, they repeated that. Thar was a
onel '
Ms. Gowaa, stalking aad warching, finally thoughe b
what he'd been looking for, Whit's swath seemed the wide
paced them off carefully . .. Whit's showed a foot wider
Mr. Gowan had made up his mind beforehand tha, ¢
happened, he'd tell Whir only, That was proper-—whi
man led fixed the width and the other man marched ir.
He came up behind Whit and on his near side. “You're s
ing o0 wide, Whit." The boy dida't heat him, Mr. Gowar
him again, but Whic scilt didn’t hear him. 8o Gowan €t
outand put his hand on Whit's shoulder. The boy kept on®
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Mr. Gowan tock him by the two arms 2t the elbows—and
*t had 10 stop then. The boy swayed a little, and the older
_held him.

ick under the ash trees, they were puzzled. Then a man said,
Gowan's showa’ hum mercy.”

eet him finish!” they shouted. * "Twon'r hurt hsm none, Mr

~an. Let the boy finish!”

7ou listen to me, Whit, I'm Mr. Gowaa.”

7hit nodded.

’l’au ‘e mowing 100 wide. Do you hear me? Cur down your
1g some. You're about a foot wide. You hear me, now, do

‘th( nodded again. He'd heard it all raght, but he had no im-
'e to answer. He tried to pull free, to go on with hus muwmg

Let him mow!” the men shonted. They began w move for-

Hold still,” Gowan said to Whit “Liscen to me! When you
Aown to the end there, you go douse your head in the brook.
lyou do that?”

Vhit crosked out something.

All right—" He released him.

“he mxmszer walked back toward the keg and the people. "He
7 't quit,” he told them—and before they could mswc “1
“t know but I'll have a drop Hor out there 1o the open.”

L:‘lelissx, up at the tavern, had held our about as long as she
1d now. From the window, she could see only the middle part
the field—the part they'd not mowed yet. She couldn’t tell
v things were going. .
Dn 2 sudden, Melissa slipped out the back doo, round the far
e of the stable, and then picked up the cart track to the
adow, It was downhll and Melissa found herself running. She
ed to run——just as a child does. Her yellow hair stood our be-
d her,
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chit nodded, “I'm goin’.” He turned away then—although
Lew something was missing—and started back to his mow-
nJoe, hie took note as he came out of the woods, had precy
 ithe length of the field on him.
vhit took down his scythe. “Mowing too wide,” Mr. Gowan
ssaid. Well, that was easy fixed, cerrainly! He touched up
«dge with a stroke or two, hefted his scythe, and strack in.
. felt lske mowung! Inside of ten strokes, he was humming,
ing rime with his mowing. Melissa was probably watchung
41 All righe, let her warch—he'd show her some mowing! He
¢ 80od hand to mow, he knew that, 1t wasn’t all 1n his blade.
o T- Gowan, standing then under the ash trees, moved over
43sign and touched him on the elbow. Ensign followed him.
< steps from the crowd, Gowan said to Lord quietly, “Ber
4 pounds, Bay old tenor, for me on Wht, will you? Get the
1:0dds you can on two pounds of 1t; the other pound, bet with
jtain. And remember: as far as they're concerned, 1t's you
 21¢ wagering.”
sign said, “Yes, sir.” He had to bet even with Caprain in
rto get him 1o bet. On the other two pounds, he gor three to
At the same odds, he also wagered ten shillings on his own
pune with Nathaniel Thett—although he doubted that Thett
dd ever be able to pay 1t. He didn’t cry to go any further: the
40f them knew too much abour mowing. Odds were no longer
table. They were peering at Whit and beginning to wonder
qinucees .., . They'd be trying to copper thete bets pretty sooa.
.57 thought he was lucky: maybe, if Therr couldn’t pay off
10ney, next winter he'd get Thett to teach him to read.
7hen Whit and Joe were come near to each other—Whit
1g one way and Joe going the other~Joe said, “Where you
0, for God’s sake, boy? You been sleepin’?”
aneamiﬂ', maybe,” said Whit. “Joe, you look to me kinda
wed, Ain't thar scythe 2 mite heavy?™
‘God damn, boy, I ¢'n swing ‘er!”
§¥ow're swingin’ too slow, Joe. 'tn 2-comin’ up on you”
"You got a way to go yet, boy!” Joe answered cruthfully. A

,
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the same, scon as Whit had his back to him, Joe began? !
{aster, It didn't lengthen his swing any. P }

Whit, passing the crawd, had a good many things ik
him. "Wha you got hid in the woods over there, Whit s
skim mulk?” “You better wax tun, Whit, o your P“uii,

a lickin'” "You're mowin’ good, Whit, You ¢'n ¢ach B
ain't got more o halk a mile on you ™

Lawrence Musphy called out to hum, “You're doin’ go"a‘
Yau keep a-gotn’”

Down at the end of the fizld, Whir stopped and wh‘:f
where there was no one to bother hun. He had g:xinecl e
riow so that they could all see 1t Joe didn't offer a word ®
this time. .

“Faster yer, Joe,” sud Whit, “I'm a-comin’ up on ¥
didn’t sound in his ears bike tus own vorce ar all,

Joe swote some 1n English, and he swore some in Portuf”
He kaew Whit was coming!—and he tried ta maw faste!
began 10 miss some, and that brought Ms. Gowan dowp 0o
“Mow clean, Joe,” Mc. Gawon sud tg i

As Joe passed the mrddle, they shouted encouragemént
had bets riding on hum A man ran our from the crowd to B
“Have some brandy end water, Joe—just a swallow.” Joo
it gratefully. "He can't catch you, Joe. Keep a-gowst.aer
more’n half done now. How're you feelin?" Joe, hus fid she
ing, said he was fine. i

The man mraed away. "You look if,” he said. ste

A boy with two musquash skins bet on Joe shouted anve a
whet his scythe for hum Joe shaok his head. “Go on, Jt
another boy—the one who'd bet with the first one. "
Leave him wher it!” This was a subtle thrust. Even the
enjoyed it. They began to wrestle each other, rolling OV

over,

Joe whetted a mamenc after his drink and thea fell to
ing, The pain in his side dida’t trouble him pow—he'd fo
ten about it. He made a great show of mowing——while he
hete in the middle where they could see him.

mile
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But what they saw was thar Whit was then making his tutn.
. man didn't have to be sober to figure out what that meant: the
ortygee’s lead had been cut now to half what it had been. Those
ho had ber on Joe began to fall silent.

Ensign squeezed back a grin, spat, and decided that Mr.
sowan could have na objection-—

By the keg, he met Murphy. "How's he look to you?” Lord
sked.

“How does who look?”

“The young un.”

“You bet on him?” asked Murphy.

“Some. So did you, dida't you?"

“Some. He looks all right.”

“Mowin’ smooth, ain’t he?” offered Ensign.

“You mean clean?”

“No, smooth, Way he does it.”

“Smooth, rght enough,” Murphy conceded “"Smoother'n
whale ile runnin’ out'n a spigg:e. Question 1s: can he last?”
[hat had been the question to start with “Think Thettll pay
ou?”

‘Trust 2 tailor to hear things! “One way or another.”

“Well, you don't stand to lose much,” Murphy said com-

a‘eubly-, “nat compired to what you bet with Caprain.”

' [;:‘1“ ain't harc.!‘ of heasin, ate you?” ) .

me“_;')t very, no.” Murphy suled faintly, “Thete goin’ to pay

mutte Laun? He‘s‘gor it to spare, [ Buess.”

&n th aybe. We ain’t sectled that pare of i

roney better let him, Be a handy thing for you, Latin would.
ey &

Then & Mr. Gowan could talk 1¢ together.

5 oris AR idea, anyhow.”

fo-hat’s all it is. Surely. I¢'s a good one, though, ain't ir? I
. e S YOU ca say ‘three pound’ 1a Latin. I don’t koow, though.”

ld‘nsign saxd blandly, “No, you doa't, do you?”
0t furphy langhed with him
1{6They watched Whir coming toward them. Losd said, "He
e ¢ ¥ act none like a man missed his dinger.”
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“Magbe he don't miss it. He's a trapper—off "n on, anyhow
“They don’t eat mote'n once 2 week, trappers don's, generally’

“Seil), Whit done berter'n a day's work for most men (¥
forenoon.”

*I guess it won't be the first time for thar either,” said Murphy
“Now'n again, I sh'd ehiak somebody'd have ¢ work downt
their place.”

“Look at him mow, will you?"

“He's a-mowin’.”

They wartched raptly.

After some time, it was Murphy who tried to sum up f&
them both, “I d'know as I ever see anything prettier.”

Lord moved his head from side to side 1n agreement.

Whit himself was clear 1n his own mind as o how thio?
‘were going. He found it no trouble to reckon how many cros

“ngs were left; and how much he was gaining. If he could ke
*oing this way, he would catch Joe—but without much to spart
That is, he would catch him if Joe didn't pick up any. And}
doubred Joe would. Joe, from what Whit could see, was goisy
about as tight as he could now—he looked 1o be, anyhow.

The thing that scared Whit was this very clearness. He'd f&

it before, and he knew too well what it came from. It came froe
not eating. If he'd been traveling in the woods aow, he'd ha
stopped for z spell less he was onto hi d hs
him a bite to eat. This was a false cleazness; you couldn't truse i
Things seemed clear, he knew, only because there was a whot
mess of things his brain wouldn’t take any account of, Ner
thing in order, he'd be gerting lightheaded. And prety so
after that he wouldn't know what he was doing. He'd be¢
through it before, He'd waked up in his lean-to once in ¥
winter with no knowledge at all of how he had got there. A ;o
couldn't expect to be that lucky twice. '

He couldn't bate now, though. He'd gor to keep going.

So he kept going. He told himself, "When he whets, you &
whet, but not until then. Your edge had ought to hold 0%
longer'n his does.”
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Joe dida’t stop to whet, and Whit dida't natice. Mr. Gowan
lid, though—and Mr. Gowan said nothing They weren’t mow-
ng 2s clean as they had been, but one wasn’t any worse than the
sher,
~ Whit had come up close encugh now so that when he rassed
ris eyes to it, he could see the red bow on Joe's prgtail waviag
ind bobbing not far in front of him. The space berween him and
‘oe, though, seemed o have got pretty solid Whit bad no sense
»f motion any more, no feeling of moving forward over the
ield. All he knew was that he was up hard agamnst that solid
;pace berween him and Joe, tying somehow to gee through w.

Now and again, he seemed to feel humself falling .. but each
ime he'd recover. It was hard for him to get his breath into
gint. The pain in his arms and the way his back hurt him, he
ook for granted; he didn't mind that. Whar he did mind was
hat his body had quit on him. He couldn't make it do anything.
st scemed to have gone dead—same &s 1t does in a dream, when
yi man tries to run He £new he could catch Joe and go past him
or~if only his body would do as it ought to. This made him angzy.

{e wanted to cry—and he did cry a little The space between
{tim and Joe still was sohid. He hacked away at it ...
r ‘The scatlet bow had grown bigger It was close at hand, now,
W to one side. Whir thought, "That's something that’s hap-
trened . . . if I can think what 1r means . . . yes, I recoliecr: I've
ot to go past hum. . .. All right, I'll go pasc him.” He began to.
¢ He passed him.

b ... Joe heard the shouts, too All the men had swarmed out
/nto the meadow and were on both sides of them and back of
shem. Joe conldn’t mow any faster. He was doing the best that
he could. He was right up agamst it. “Mow, you black Portygee,
damn you! Mow, can’t you?” Joe beard it. "You fat, Popish
bastard! Mow, damn you!” Joe heard it. There was more, too,
not so geatle. They didn'c Lke to Jose money.
,  Still, thete were same who had bet an the Portygee who were
cheering Whit o because they couldn't help it. Thett was, for
ope. -
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Joo saw that Whit was pulling away from bim. Everythisy
Joe had won, ke saw Whit lugging off with him. Ic was hard of

He saw Whit's legs maving away, two steps . . - and Nl
steps . . . he saw the muscles worhing i the calves of them, o5
below where Whit's pants came to . ..

“God damn you, Joe, you're no good'” a man shouted.

"That bit into Joe. He stepped coward the legs—four stef
—~and swung his scythe at them .

Gowan jumped tum He'd been right betund Joe and in o
feap he was on him and had struck down Joe's arme~his 8
one—just about at the elbow. The up of Joe's scythe was raise
up, 50 that 1t sliced across the back of Whit's legs berween &
knee and the sear of Whit's breeches, cutting the leather clean®
a razor would and ferching Whit, oo, but not deeply~aot deg
enough for a tendan

+ Lord wasn't more chan balf a jump behind Mr Gowan an’
*  -e three of them went down in a heap, Mz, Gowan rolled o
~ and stood up—and was foliowed by Ensign Joe, ashe goro

feet, reached for hus kasfe. Ensign hic um Joe seemed to fail,
fisst, slowly, 10 a puzzled way. He landed loosely, his head rollel

~—and he stayed there Ensign stood over hum, but there was o

need to. -

A voice said admiringly, "God, Ens'n, you hit him”

It was beginning to come to Ensign that he might ~
broken his hand. That was the way it felt, aayhow, He -
answer.

The men had forgotten Whit fot the moment, watching i
scuffle.

Old David Gillmar's veice crowed like a rooster, “Ad
Whit,” David marveled, “What still a-mowin't"”

They looked round then. Whit was still mowing. He was £
ishing out his swach—with the blood ruaning slowly down b
backs of his legs to his heels. Whit, they guessed, didn’t koo®
that—they couldn’t tell, even, if he knew he was mowing.

Then they saw the girl scanding chere ac the nish——wairio}
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—~standing stock-still. She was standing at the place she had
cpown Whit would come ta.

It was a strange thing to sec. No oge spoke. Whit made his
ast swing, grounded the heel of his scythe, and with both hands
Tasped sound the snath, stood these and leaned on it. His head
was bowed forward and hus kaees ready to buckle. He swayed
with his breathing. .

The girl made no move,

Then Whit looked up at her. He didn't start any, so he must
have known she was there—or at any rate been expecting her.
She didn’t start exther. She was wainng—gently, somehow—for
hirm to say something. A breeze riffled her hatz. Ensign, watching
them, felt Joe sur under him; he kicked him to make him stay
quiet.

1 guess,” Whit said to her, “thatll—take care of the mowin'”"

“Yes, Whit.”

. "Il be over—tomotrow t'rake it.”

“Yes,” she told him, no one hearing her, only Whit, if he did.
Whit put his scythe to his shoulder and looked round fos the
place he must head for—saw it—and set off for home. He went
down 1o the end of the meadow and then disappeared into the
woods. It was'the same way he'd come. No one spoke to him nor
alled after him,

t David Gillmor szid, “Where he's watked, t'woulda't take no
Injun to track him."

¢ "That ain’t 2 deep cut,” a-man sud; “the blood didn'c squiee
our any.”

~ “"Tain’t so deep as your'n was, anyhow, is jt, David?” said
another. "He didn't lug no scythe off 1t

~ 'They all laughed at thar. They felt berter.

When they turned round to lock at the girt again, she had
gone.

Thete was still same rumm left in the barrel, and they cleaned
thac up in jig ume. Then some went up to the tavern, bue more
of them went home——they didn’t want to pay Caprain for sup-
per. They felt pretty well satisfied, on the whole; they had some-
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thing to talk about. And tomorrow, if this weather'd hold, ther}
be all day again haying. . Ry

Mr. G);»wm saw Joe safely started, and thea be ionowec'lw
through the woods unul there weren't any mote bloadstaios. B |
decided Whit was all right, then, and didn’t need him X
out for him. He lay down to rest humself for five or ten mins®
and thea he got up and cook a ke for hus own place. He s2
tired.

4 WHIT HAD travefed more than a mule on his way hot¥|
before he discovered the cur on bus legs. It came about then 03
because, his scythe being such a bad thing 1n the low phe®
where there was underbrush, he'd gone a hecle out of his way %
onto z horseback. It was steep chmbing the side of the hos#®

~ck and slippery with pine needles. When he got to the wop, ¥

* faint. So he sat down to rest humself, and that was when i

- saw the blood on the backs of his legs. Bur his head was ringitf
5o much he didn’e want ta try t6 figure out how che blood cam®|
to be there. It seemed like one thing 100 many, he let it go. Hf
brushed aside the dry twigs with the fiat of bis hand and hait
himself down ja the hot smell of the pine needles.

For a time, his head swirled pretey badly, and then thac wa
overfaid with a thin kind of sleep, When the sleep lifted, b
knew where he was, and that he was thirsty; he made out that
was close on 10 sundown, remembered Mehssa 25 he had s
seen her, and even remembered something about 2 cut on b
Iegs. He tried to think what he ought to do. Thusst pushed every
thing else aside. He thought about water, and he seemed €
recollect that there was a stream on the south side of this horst
back that might be dry, or it mightn'e. That was all thar w#
needed 1o get him up onto his knees, and then ontwo his feet
When his head cleared 2 litde, he slid down the slope, a0
stumbled and pushed his way through to the stream. He might
have missed it if he hadn’t stepped in it.
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He lay down and drank all he wanted to, made free with die
varer over his head and his arms, and then sat wich his feet 10
he brook. He was zll right now, he told himself—and he set
bout washtag the blood off hus legs. How ta the world he'd
ome by that cut, he couldn't figure. Finally he got up and ook
off his breeches 1o see if he could tell what had done se. . . some-
ching with 2 good edge @ 1t, aayhow. No, he coulda’e remember
the first thing abous 1t. He Jooked ar the cut iself, ewisting his
neck around, and decided to leave it alone—rwash the blood off
his legs and leave the cut as 1t was. ke couldn't be deep ot 1 would
bother fim more. "Sat down on a scythe blade, what 1t Jooks to
me ke, That amused him, He'd have to look at hus own blade
when he went up on the ridge agan, see if it showed anythung
Might be he had doge it himself, somehow, comung through the
brush back along earlier, and not mindful of what he was doing
Wdl ir was no matter. He'd have to mend up hus breeches,
though, before he could wear them—~where Melsssa was, any-
how. Thar was tomosrow.
~ The thought of Meliss2 and of tomozrow took hald of him
hard. He thought how she'd look—of what her voice would
mnd like—and that they'd be a good parr of the day just the
tn o of them there in the meadow He found the thoughe more
‘thaa e could take care of. To get hold of himself, he held his
brccches up in frone of hum and looked at them ruefully. “Yes,
str,” e said, * "you're a properly stove-up pair of breeches. I'l
"have to mend you"—and he put them on and went up the ridge
after his scythe. He'd Iike to ger home before it was dark. He
swas hungty. Even after all the water he'd drunk, his mouth was
‘still foul with buager, and his belly was lame and sore with it,
‘to0. Well, he'd beaten Joe, anyway, that was one thing. And
thcre was tomorrow. If he could get home now without getting
'a stub in his eye he'd be all right. He was blundering along hike
2 June bug. .

There was no one at all in the house when he gor there. He
dido’t waste any time wondering where his srepmmher was As
for the others, they rouse have decided to lie ouc in the field. Qg
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what was more likely they hadn't been up to deciding t0 e
¢thero—they had just laid there.

He ate, first of all. He ate corn bread and cheese, and drt
three pints of the good cider. This was one time he wasn't §0ir
0 drink water-cider. When he'd had all he could hold, he thre¥
down a bearskin in front of what was lefe of the fire, and we2!
to sleep on it. He was ready to sleep.

5 1T WAS light when he wakened. He made up the fire, ol

found himself a stout breakfast—cold samp and molasses, ot

bread and cheese, a piece off some beef she'd been soaking,

1 quart measure of cider. He packed himself good and solid, 2%

(elt better for ir. A man or a rifle, you got to load them up gox
fore they can work right, He ate a couple of dried apples th

you might say as wadding. They weren’t much to cravel o
but they did keep a man feeling as though it wasn't so long isi
really was since he'd eaten, Y

He went out to the barn, and with the aw! and some rawhi
he sewed up his breeches—turning them inside our first at
getting mose of the blood off. He made a good job of the sewin
laying the rawhide flat each time, over and over, and ty
it off on the inside. Afrer he'd turned them right side our agai
a little dirt rubbed into the rawhide took away the new loc
He was pleased with them.

He put some grease on his scythe blade and put that aw:
and then he went to the barrel and got a nice-Jooking piece
salr pork to take along for his dinner, Captain hadn't said an
thing about found, and 1t wouldn't do to take any chances.
wouldn't fook right, for thar matcer. He hoped Melissa'd briz
her own dinner down to the meadow. It would be a good sigai
she did—there couldn’t be any better. He knew, though, that!
he did see her bringing it, his knees would feel funny. They %¢*

_beginning to now, 3
Jc took him a few minutes to clean up his hair, grease it ant
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s in place, 2nd to wash his face carefully. Then he was ready
t ouc for Butler's. If he'd just come onto 2 moose yard, he
dn't have felt more excited.
e fiest siream be came to, he washed yesterday's sweat out
+8 shirt, wrung the shurt fairly dry, 2nd put 1t back on agan.
puld be dry ime he got there. He'd have done that before,
hada'e forgorten it. Jt was a lovely morming—wind out of
vest, and the clouds high as could be!
1inking ahead, he came to the question of how they were
g to haul the hay once it was cocked. Captain had a rick, he
.ght he remembered; one he'd taken 10 on a debt rwo or
¢ years ago. But no oxen. Reason for that was, they said,
/i had always been scared there might come 2 day when
i have no work for his oxen and yet have to feed them. Still,
can 't hay without oxen, and yesterday Caprain would have
-d with somebody for th?“l‘o’m of 2 yoke—young ones, he'd
dand pot more than half broke: they'd come cheaper—and
guldn t be Captain who'd have to drive them. Whie chought
ke to see Caprain driving a yoke of young oxen—say a
,hadn 't ever been in together before Oxen might not amount
uch afterward, but aside from that 1t would be a fine thing
n,c Not this morning, though. This morning, he—Whit—
d be doing the driving humself. But you hold on & minute
7, would he? Man owned the oxen would bring them over
odiptain’s or else send a boy with them. Then what would
nan or the boy do~stay and work, or go home?
'hn( didn't like the locks of that question. While he was
:g to answet it, 2 doe with a fawn hid down in a holiow blew
: r' times, 2nd Whit dida't choose to pay any atwenticn. He
ed within ten feet of a porcupine that had climbed up an
ytree about three weeks too eatly for acorns and was just sit-
; there waiting for the acorns to grow; Whit took o ac-
S of him. In one place, he breathed bear-smell strong
‘ugh to have waked 2 man out of his sleep—and didn’t tum
"head even 1o ook round for sign.
“Wb:u it depends on, he told himself, is whether Melissa can
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build or nat. If she can build a load, then there’s no At
him to stay. Captain will know that, and won't agree Wi
10 stay. But if she can'z build a load, then Caprainli figee
to get the most out of the oxen, he's got 1o take the m=
And he'll take i T could teach her 1o do jt in 0ot ©
loads—well enough, anybow, so we wouldn't lose a great
ir, that cart teack ain t sough—because she's awful ckm-‘1
don't know 1f Captain ff think that far 1nzo 1z, He might,&
00 telling. Where there s expense, he can think a long ¥
dan't ute him any If he was o lose a pistareen sometiet
think all nighe on 1t~-and then go look the wrong plact®
morning 1 don't know as J gor any call to complain, £
Fwouldn't have 1t t0 lose

He ran onto a hen parenidge had four of her chucks with-
thought for a minute he might take one of the chicks a%¢
Melissa—and then decided be wonldn't Ir wouldn't bes
of a present. “A linle small pa'midge!” people would s
that ain't the kind of a thing he would gne hert™ Afiet
gone on, though, he cauldn't help thinking she might have
it. She'd hold 1t 1n the cup of her hand up agaipst her and
the back of i1s neck wirh her fingers. He wihhed pow b
brough 1.

Abour half a mule shorr of che meadaw, he saw somx
that did stop him. blood—on the end of a brake, up bente
knee-tugh, 2nd about 2 day ofd ar less than that Came f
deer, he thought, being as high as it was—probably somear
shot at it, But when he parted the brakes, he didn't see any
He thought then 1t mighr have come from something 2
had been carrying Not until he saw 2 place looked like 2
priag, did he remember. He put tus hand to the back of B
and under the sewed place in his breeches he could feel i
to the touch. He laughed night out loud. A minute ago, bed
all ready to start nght in tracking—hoping the blood ¢
turn out to be 3 bear and thar he could get 2 shot at it. But
he'd zeally been hoping was to ger 2 shot ar himself, TE
a preety thing, thae was! Yes, sir, chat was preuy.
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sHe followed the blood clear into the meadow. It stopped
«out where he'd finished mowing. . ..
1;Whit stood thinking about it. It was before this place thae
4d passed Joe. So when they got to here, of course, Joe was 10
k. He thought of how the cut had looked in his breeches
¢ and then he just wondered—standing there sc(atching his
xd—if Joe could have done ir. “Yes,” he said, not quite aloud,
=3 could a done 1t. He'd be upset over my passing him—and he
k.go with his scythe at my legs. Yes, sir, I'll be bound that was
way of ic. Reason he didn't let go a second tume, must have
i somebady stapped him. Me. Gowan, [ expecr, nat wanun’
uble. The rest of them wouldn't have minded. I must bave
n too tuckered by that time and too busy mowin’ to know
o 'ht aboue it. 1 was ruckesed, o0, from the looks of thus
win'. His is about as bad, for that matter. Then I lit out for
>ne soon as I'd spoke to Mehssa 1 must have; I don't recollect
u'thm else that went on.” He moved toward the pine trees
gre he'd gone in ta get water. And as she had beea yesterday,
cht himself see her . . . while in hus eyes only there was the
wndy green of the branches Very clearly, he saw her—and his
ot Parted and his eyes dimmed a tuifle. He half smiled, and he
wed. What he felr, wene all through hum, .
#T0m close to the place where he was Iookmg, Mehissa herself
gpcd out into the meadow. She stepped lightly—on account
« the hay stubble poking her feet ac the base of her toes. She
mes her head up and was smiling "Momin'," she greeted him.
¥ hit came all abroad. Sudden things in the woods mighta't
m;tle him—like 2 rocketing partridge or 2 loon's cry in the
[he. Bue this sight of Melissa, suddenly fresh and alive n the
da&ow on an August morrung that looked like her, made his
h;f drop and his eyes widen.
She waited, half smxhng, while he collected himself—at Ieasr
bg,nugh to say “Mornin”.”
§ Pa’s Jookin' for you,” s'he informed him. "He sent me down
’Je t see if you'd come yer.” This was almost true, anyhow; he
:uld have seat her if he'd been awake.

4
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“1 slept awful heavy. Y'm sorry. ¥ didn’t wake UP word

light” L
gMc\issa felt a fitle put out, for her pare, she hmfur slept

-—or not much of any. "You dida’t look to me more B half

rgesterday, ume you'd finished your mowin'” |

“1 wan't, [ guess hkely ” d

She forgave him. "You done betrer than Joe, thoughs 3t
Joe, he went sound asleep 'fore he ever did finish.” N

“Drd he?” sud Whit, and by way of reminding her tht?
passed Joe, he added, T couldn't see ham.” .

“You'd seen enough of hum, 1 guess, ume you went by
He'd been ahead of you all afternoon.”

“That's true enough ”

“You don't know yet what happened Do you?”

“Nat the whole of 1t, maybe. I been figunn’ some.”

“Turn round,” she commanded

“I meaded ‘em,” he szid pramputy—and didn'e rura oo

"What with?”

“Plece o tawmde™

“Oh. Dsd be burt you?”

“Who?”

“Joe

“No. Not any.” 4

*You bled awful” ;

"No.. . not all the way homme, even.” And then shyly, bet
ke felt the strzngeness of talkiog easily with et "A £
thing happened ™ - -

“Whae>"—~helpfully.

“Comin’ over .. ." He told her about the blood on the?
back there. “A man thinkin’ ta get a shot at himself,” he fin
"1 thought that was a pretty thing.” §

Melissa laughed. “That ss pretry, yes. 1 heard School™
tell of things ain't a mite precijer'n that,”

Whit was flarcered. At

“If's pretey twice,” said Melissa. "Supposin’ you 5 '
yourself: you didn’t have no gun to shoot you with & _’(
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/hit's face fell. I never thought of that,” he said—and both
rem laug]
V¢ got to go up now,” she said, “Pa’ll be waitin’.” When he
Je up, he'd be waiting loud enough to hear him clear down
in the meadow.
7hit nodded, and followed beside her
. hey crossed the meadow in silence, each one of them think-
“about the day now begun. Whir wanted to ask her if the man
+'d brought the oxen was staying. But he was afraid she might
k he was forward.
-lelissa, in love with him, was thinking a thousand things.
e wasa't one of them she could have said,
s they approached the stone bridge—cthtee flat slabs of
tite—over the brook in the alders, she walked very slowly.
e~
Aguh?”
#What you goia’ do to him?”
Do 10 who?”
Toe

Joe?” he said innocently. “Nothsn'. Why should I>”
You ain'e?"
No.”

felissa hung on to that; ir was whas she had hoped for “He
,to you, though.”
W don't think 1t, He was upset, was all, and 50 he tried 1o cut
A-Joe wouldn't go to do chat again”
Nat if Ensign was there. Whae, you wouldn'e he walkia' if
't for Mr. Gowan. You wouldn't have nothin’ to walk on
yoly sturps, maybe Don't you know that?”
+Oh. Mr. Gosvan? Thar's what I figured. Quick, wan't he?"
Yes he was quick, So was Ensign. But they can't follow you
d the whole time. You know that.”
‘Ensign? How was he into ir?”
She told him.
{ Oh." Whit, on the bridge, was peering down into the water.
Iml:‘ly under the bridge,” he said.
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"Whae?"

“Trouts,” he explained.

1t was Melissa’s rn co say “Oh” i

"\What's the martes?” He was thinking ta oss 3 S~
shoulder 1nto the downstream side—and watch on :hc “j{'

““Trours" sad Mehssa, She reverted o Joo- -
him!”

Whit, searching the water, inguired, "How bi'g""’s

She stamped her foot aad it hure her, "Whit Living®
tisten to me, will you!"~—~Whit turned round and T
saw him'™ she said agun. "1 seen his face, Whit, ¥
were cheerin’ him That's what you robbed him of, st
had it That's what'll fester! 1 know, What! I saw ‘hism! R

Whit locked away. "1 waxed bim mowin', was sl

“No, that ain't all'”

‘:\Vell«maybc 1 ', then. But he won't come # =
can see o that for you.” s N
" “No,Idon't want you to. I can handle that pass of it}
2ny worse than the zest of ‘em, that way."

Whit faced her, “What 15 1t, then?” he said siruply.

Melissa shook her bead once of twice, grimly. T 15
him, fully and accurately “Look here, Whit, since the ¢
showed up here, be's knowed they was sayin’ ‘Popjsh’ an™’
gee' and ‘old Karr was ten times the smith that you b *
Iike thar, ain't he? Steady, i's been. Not a good word fo
anywhere. That'll gall any man. And then yesterday « +
for a little while there, he thought he'd gor clear of it. *

b, maybe—np till when you quut flounderin’ and crep’
T g you done that, they cursed him. Thej*
bics - S

“Y thougn. >

“Ie's pretty twice,
yourself. you dide’t have na gua ©'.
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<)
hing to Jaugh ar. Maybe you and Schoolmaster like some-
atetty to laugh at. Not the rest of ‘em, though. They'd
laugh at a man who's face down with his jaw broke. And
i been fool enough to talk big, all the better, Thisll last
12 long time.
!1 Felipe knows it. He knows what's ahead of hlm And he
who done it. You done it!—nor Ensign Why, 1f Joe was
2 to a hundred, be'd never live that down. He's got that
441 of him. And he knows who put it there: jox did Prerty
ime’ll be drunk again—soon as that jaw stares to pan him,
¥¥1 be. And then what? You seen that kaife of his under your
whnce—and you dida’t like it. I don't know as 1 blame you.
time, you won's see 1! She could, though—all mght, she'd
brseeing it—just nnder Whir's shoulder.
#7hit,” she begged hum, “you will keep clear of him, won't
For my sake. Pleate, Wau! You—I~~" She waited for him
¢v something.—for some sign that he ded underscand Every-
;hungthere, ..
sehit had been thinking, He said honestly, “I'm sorry if I got
aughed a” -
r tger seemed to burst 1o Melissa, She beld her small fists
nhed, over her bosom; she was raised up on her toes with
beShe was t0o angry to try to think of something to call Whit.
#!” she exclaimed. Then she rurned away from him, and
te- blindly up the cart track toward the tavern. She scumbled
£t because she was crying
hic trailed along atter her. He hadn't the faintest idea what
sirouble might be, but he did know that he'd done it. He'd
% the wrong thing, somehow or other—but he didn’t know
[ what he had said. Thece was Melissa, that was all—about as
f2s 2 minute—srumbling up the cart track ahead of him. She
¥ crying. He followed. The day was shattered, of course, but
= didn’e macter much now. The day was lost in the minute.
Aissa was crying. He followed after her, helplessly . ..
Melissa wene faster and faster She couldn't see for the tears
%, She didn’t know he was following—she was just fecing in
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anguish. For her, too, the day had gone. Everything &
one; everythung broken . ..
§ When gm sruibcd her toe on a roat, she fell dovn ﬂ‘_‘:
there. Being alone, there was no need to get © her ~l-‘
Jjing in the damp grass of the cart track seemed a8 “E’
for crying as any. An elbow crooked under her forehea
lay sobbin; F
yVVhiz cfme up 0 her . . . and stood over her. .E\"“i.
known what to do, he fele certain, he'd have been ml“’{k"‘
it. So he did whar he wanted to—bent down, and hifties
her fitm lirtle shoulders, set her up on her fcc(——d’ﬂ‘f
much heft to her. It was the first time he'd touched hec
. hum that steange, almost unbearably alive feeling that ¢
knows 1n that 10stant berween when he feelr a noise—"
dark, empty place somewhere—and the nme when he -
But he fele scronger, more certain.

Melissa, before she was properly upright, tried to brest
from him. She'd have fallen agun if he'd ler her, Whit
“Wait, now. Dan't do thae.” He turned her round facing

“Let me go!” She wouldn't look at him. N

“You're all right,” he told her. "You ain'c hurt any. San
will you?” B

Melissa stood, shaken, not looking up at him. She coul
the strength in his haads and arms beyond any possibility

she might break away from him. She began to stop crying

“That’s berter,” he satd “Spruce root, you fell over. Youd
see it.” Melissa nodded.

He let go of her Then she looked up at hum.

Whit had no choice in the matter. He couldn’t have ¥
back if he'd tried to, and there was 1n him no question &
fear of the outcome He knew only her presence. “Mlisss, 1}
you—" The words came of themselves, and being spoke®
mained yet 2 part of hum Melissa, tearfully, nodded het k
He knew she was answering. His arms brought ber in to his

to the instant hus lips touched Melissa’s, Whit knew whert
was.
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When they finally came o, they were both surprised o fad
they were still sranding there in the carr erack.

Melisss smoothed down her apron. Then she smiled up ac
him, “Alwrays,” she thoughe, "t will be this way. Always hus fece
here to Jook up to She smuled without kzowing ir She sud
in 2 small voice, "I guess we'd oughe to go, hadn't we, up 10 the
nvern?”

As though she'd not spoken. Whit srood there holding her
hand. He was looking down at her. There was joy 1n his face—
shc saw thar, she was sure of it—and s‘vc saw, too almaost 2 sad-

.. She und d. She was not fngh
e 'said, "Noww, Whit?”
~Yes,” he told her, 2nd genty, n deference, 2dded, "I think

0.

“All right”

Together, hand in hand and not speaking, they went down
the care track ro the meadow, crossed 1, and they came to the
place in the woods where the stream ran under the pine crees.

13 6 THE NIGHT before, Joe, safely home tn hus house next
a the smithy, had made sober 1nspection of the state of his faw-
bone, When be pressed sideways on bus chin, be found the p:ﬁn
. mighry~—so much so that « sickened hum. But the jaw, by wself,
 would lower and rarse—un spite of the pun—and it moved all
in one piece. Joe concluded that some of the sinews had cumed
- away. They would mend of themselves. His jaw was stove up,
» but it had not come abroad. His respecx for Easign was limited.
, Tt was wonderful damage for 2 man 5o have done with ks fiss,
but jc was scupid of Ensign to have nsked his hand doing ic. A
knife was much berrer. Well, no marzer—he had no quarrel with
Ensign. The paicful ime thar this jaw wonld rake to heat up was
what confronred Joe now. He went to work to prepare for ic.
He set three gallon jugs of rum by his bedside, a buckes of
water, 20d 2 long-handled gourd. That rook care of himself. He
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milked his cow dry and batred her out of the barn, lugged double
water for his pig and then fed her, and set out some water 103,
pan for his hens. Then he came in and closed the doo.: of his
house, and he closed all the shutters. The pain in his jaw w2
getting worse now; Joe knew he was in for ir. He drank, fillmg
and refilling the gourd, as much rum through the good side of
his mouth as he knew from expernence he could hold onto, anfi
then he lay down. There seemed to be no way to lie 5o that his
jaw wouldn’t pain him, but the rum took hold aftet a time 2nd
he dozed for a little,

Joe knew the passing of three nights and two days that way,
while his jaw swelled s0 that he couldn’e open it. He drank
whenever he wakened, bue he had to suck 1t in through his teeth,
and the rum spilled all over him. He was drunk and in darkness
and in pain all the time. ’

Oan the third morning he wakened with a liking for water—
and he guessed he'd come through the worst of ic. His jaw'd lim-

.4 up some—enough so that ke could open it a little—and

+  noon he had eaten. Later on, he went out into the blinding

+hite sualight and made shuft at relieving his suffering cow.'He

gave the milk to the pig—said the hell with chickens—and went

in and lay down again. By the time dusk had come, he was able
to think, .

He lay on his back, still badly shaken, and tried to think hor
things stood with him. He thought first of people. He hated
Whit Livingston worse than ever, of course, but he wasn't much
tempted to go after Whit again. As for Ensign, Joe—his jaw
aching—decided to think of the blow as 2 happening His
thoughts turned to Gowan—the son of an ape! But José Felipe
knew that revenge on a priest was something not to be thought

£ .

of,
Still, he had to get even. He had suffered enough, so that he
had something coming. .
Tt was the girl who had started it. Joe thought about her—
After a spell of that kind of thinking, there was o way of
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getting her but what appeared reasonable. He might even marry
ber,

‘The more he thought of it, the more it appealed o lum. José¢
Felipe would make her a fine husband! He was a sailor, and a
worker in iren. José Felipe was no thin-blooded farmer. She
would see that—or he hoped she would, anyway.

~ What of her father? Ah, there'd be the trouble! Joe knew his

charms wouldn't appeal much to Captain—the dued-up potato!
There was only one thing that interested Caprain. Thae was
money,

Up uatil now, Joe had known he was dreaming But oh 2
sudden, the thing became real to hum José Felipe murtered,
"Deus me valha! . .." and gazed at his vision.

He had the money.

Nearly twa years ago now, on a small British brg—sale from
Lisbon to Portsmouth—Joe had stupped in November. Thar
was 2 misteke to begin with. Nine weeks they were at it . . .

- snezk along with a fair wind, and heave to when 1t headed them
Let her start a plank anywhere, and down she'd go like a plum-
met. Salt’s 2 bad cargo, it got on Joe's nerves, With 2l of their
caution, she was down by the head when they picked up Nan-
tucker, and they had a sweep out 1o help steer her with Cape Ann
not abeam yet. Sull, with the help of the ude they made Pis-
caraqua River—with a nostheast gale coming on and a thick
snow a-rideng it.

Paid off and ashore, Joe had started in on his drinking He'd
made some liede headway whea he fell in with 2 Spansard, a
mouse-faced little man who was sober and lonely, but who spoke
enough Portuguese for Joe to feel drawn to him. Joe was tired
of English.

Midway of the evening, José began to grow wary. The other
man didn'c sing enough, and he appeared to be watching Joe.
Another thing was the rat-faced little runt treated just
- &s Joe did. Tha wasn't natural: Joe was a salor. And o



46 . Look 10 THE MOUNTAIN

man paid with a gold piece—tried to keep Joe from seeing it
José Felipe saw that the man was a pirate. Whae 2 pitat wi
doing in Postsmouth in the middle of winter presented no prob
lem: he was after Joe's wages.

José then demanded that the man tell his business (two ¢
theee times the man had said “rades”) and the man, in replfy
gave a Jong explanation thar made,no sense to anyone sbout
duties and prices and a wp to buy bacalso. It wearied Jo¢
mightily. He was ready for women. He turned up bis collat
and went out of the place—and the other man followed him.

The spow was over their ankles as they stepped from the
doorway, and the night was a black one. The nor'easter was o8
them, and she felr ike a beauty. José Felipe stamped his feet is
his sea-boots and he cursed the wind happily. He'd cheated het
this time! He was safe ashore now and with good liquor in him!
... he'd forgotten the Spaniard, who was half 2 step back of him.

The rough ruts of the town made for treacherous walking and

nder the new snow there was ice 1n some places. Jos€'s eyes

vete half blinded with the snow blowing into them. But he
knew where he was going.

Then he stumbled and fell—and the Spaniatd on top of him
Joe's brain dida’t have to work——he had his knufe out before he'd
fairly landed, rolled onto his back, and got his left arm round
the other man. His right arm was free—~and he drove in his
knife up beneath the man's shoulder blade, fele a great quiver
go through the man——and the man ceased to struggle. José dees
-his knife our again. He thought, “Now he can't kill me!”

He rolled the man off him, and then he Jooked him over. He
was dead, right enough. Joe put his knife away.

He felt down the man’s atm to his hand, to see whar kind of
kaife he had had, He found the hand empty. He felt in the sno¥
for the knife, but he didn’t run onto it. He remembered the
piece, then, and he found che man's money. There wis & St
leather sack full of it. Joe put that in his reefer.

Then he stood up and thoughe some. He dida’t know me
about Portsmouth and had never trusted the English. He shought
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he'd bewer get rid of this fellow. He reckoned the tide to have
some hours of ebb left, pur the man over tus shoulder, and came
safe to the river. .
That done, he rmade his way to the place xhat he'd started out
for the first time—tuding the gold in the snow at the foot of the

gatepost.He recrieved 1t next morning.

The storntunabated, no vessels were sailing. Sull he had to go
somewhere, and he took the road down 1o Exeter, passed through
the town, and lay out under a haystack, frezado, and the next

day kept going. On the third day, the wind shifted southerly, the
snow changed to rain, and the wind worked clear round to mor'-
westerly. By evening, the sky'd cleared, and the cold deepened
and hardened. He walked all night long just to keep his blood
going. He crossed a wide river on 1ce none oo thick for him,
2nd along about daybteak, he came into a village, It seemed to
José that he'd gone far enough. He knocked at a tavern.
It had been Caprain who'd greeted him

; Joe still had the y of it, anyh buried wnder
the anvil. The Jittle that wasn't there was what he'd paid for the
/smithy. Gold didn't move about much in New Hampshire, and
]oe had been wary of attracting attention. But gold paid to Cap-
l:un would be safe as could be—the old man would bury 1t
deeper than Joe would himself. Nor would Captain say a word,
ex(her
;. José lay there thinking . . . and in those dusky maments the
" business looked good to him. He trembled a little, It didn’t mat-
{ter, this way, if Melissa would have him or not: her father would
"have tg see o that pare of it. Yes, it was perfect . . . José smiled
, till 1z hure him. Papish, eh? Nor after therr M. Gow:m had mar”
* tied him in the church! And dark-skinned? Well, what of it?
' His wife’s skin would be fair enough. .

! He would be square, then, with the v:.[lage of Ketleford.
¥ José believed it.

‘When he could talk, he waited on Caprain, gor bim |

: 2and laid the business before him—no figure mennoncd
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Captain, smndmg secure ehind his goods counter, S id Wi
“Y

o¢ finishe ou: —_and then e Jaughed & ong GMS B
ig fell over slanrwise across us dampenit i .
darkencd. - _“Your W wigs § started,” e S id 1o Cap®

fin: a\ly——and Cnpmm stopped chuckling, 3 and sznighmn:d b

"1" busmcss7 said Joe. “you Want ¢ talk her, do you
wBusiness?” said Captat; “Phere 't B 0 bust! ncss toit.
Why, ther® ain'ca man it the pmvmce—fno( in B y Pr ovm

w0 you, Jo& ou know hat, don't you? You must be d:f(, ]oe!f
Ens;gn addied yout brains. Here™ e—have 0 brandy. FO 0y

“Sure,” Jo& agxeed. - and after ¢ brandy, then 1 show somf
¢ing o YOU!

Capaift poutcd for him and had 2 swallow hlmscli \Whet
you got ¢ show me, Joe? You been makin’ more aits?”
" Joe ook a leathet pouch ov ¢ of Tus shast iF fron and dxoppcdl‘
anto the Counte!——kcepmg Tus eyes ﬁxcd o Captain- He 2%

o, N h 1s face all cwiste!

ut o her
e raised the bag, and hefred 1t xhoughx(u\ly “Al of it goid

Captain: _You hke 10 5¢€ 10" He lef l b ag fall again. Y&
wane ¢ took 2 © Maybe you ¥ want i
“ & want © \ook on 00 par! ! u‘ Capmm was Preathitt
pardi m s excirernen’

Joe oosened the dx wsmog inthe neck of the sack."YoOR «id

maybe lmP pish?” he said very g ndy-
e, you be, 2t 'eye?” Caprain sad shn\ly
“Why?"
~They all 27 yoube
“Maybe. Who ka0 ’ Wha( does it manet 7" .
“And part bhdc, too," piped Caprain. Th:n: 2in't 50 €T
José Felipe's b 3 closed on the he money 8% nd he 100 ooked Cop°
seraight in the ey "! koow my father's name, 30 andd knowed!

1}
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mother. You wanr ¢’ call José Felipe black? Gn right ahead. You
won” have to say xt only ¢ once, mi capmo

"I never said it,” dented Captain hastily. "I discemember wha
did say ir, Joe.”

“A’” right. You got any more t say—like ¢ ‘black’ an’ ¢
‘Popish’?”

“No, nary a thing, Joe, nothia’. Not me, Joe!”

.'G()Od‘"

‘L couldn’e answer for the village, though,” Captatn reminded
im. “If I was to mazry Mlissa to you, Joe—nor that I could, or
that ’'m a-goin’ to—it mightn't set good with them—if she
didn's want o, what I mean. See, Joe? "Tan't nothin’ agasnst
'you, I doa’t mean it that way. Only there’s a lot of 'em round
‘here thinks high of M'liss2 and wouldn’t want to sece e go
‘against her when it come night down to marryin’. They're 2
strongheaded people. Of course I'm her father and I know my

nghts, but all the same 1 ain’t lookin’ for no tar and feathers,
or gittin’ rode clean down to Merrimack River atop of a fail
;T gutin’ hove in. That's the way they'd be, Joe, you bein' Popish
oot they think you be”

"She your gitl, amn’ she?”
“Sart’n, she is!”
“Then you can say anyrsng?”

“All of "em!” Caprain assured him Then he inquired, "You
ain't spoke to Mlissa?”

“No. 'F I had, and she'd a been willin', I woulda't 2 come to
you. I'd a taken her off—an’ ¢hell wit’ you, Capitio. Tell me:
want me to talk ta her/—or car you talk to her?”

"Doat go so fast! There ain't nanght I've agreed to—n I
2in't a-goin’ to. I tald you that to stare off with.”

Joe twitched at the sack, and a strange assortment of coins
slid and spread our 10 a Jow heap on the counter. “Your Mr.
Gowan,” Joe murttered gently, “he could baptize me—if Cat
what you want. I doa’ mind.”

Captain's eyes had bugged out, and the sweat oa his ©
l showed very plainly. Hls tongue was thick in his »

3
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»1f you (alk 10 beh Capitio, and make her se€ the ‘HZ ofit
how 1 would be 2 good husband 0 heg—an’ 1 wquld be!
we could 1ive ngh alongside of you» gl bese 10 i vilsgh

that she docs rant to 31Ty me—then you can let her- When "
does marey PO alt of 1S hese"—shiding his fingers OVt e
lovely coins——"mnk: a nice present from me 10 ou, pitio-
Captaint said nothtng Joe ‘dsdn’t ook uP at tum, but e he
s breathing €@ be something quickened. Joe seroked T
coins .. No¥ var plece of money— with the pack of his fort:
finges he poked 1t oward Caymm——"he i Spanish mill dotla
Very fine money Yo don’ sce 207 berter. All 0V€1 ¢ wort €1
know Spamsh il dotlas. 1 know; 1 w3° satlor. Tat's whenl
. get is—one Place am anoter. Oh, vesy fine moncy—'.\'m' apiect
B here was made in v1s country: Al of it gold—" Joe stirred it
‘Come i here,” as] 4 Captatfty «“and don't feave that thert
yin' thete, don't for God's sake! There ain't 20Y rellin’ who

faproom that he 1iked to th o his counuing foom.
fox-hole,” othet (nen called 1t 1 bet it sunks same 33 8 foX hole
does, 100, they

ey Saic.
Joe followed after um.

WHIT, AFTER 2 week of 80 qent 1O 5€¢ Mr. Gowan- ﬁf
dida'e see him the first ©me because e ministes stayed with®

find talking casier. And be aid find 3t easier that e had &
ced. Mc. Gowant walked about rainand 1ndian corn—ho¥ o
tassels had dried out this year before the €18 were half g
even—hat kind of thiog-
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Your hay in?™the minister asked him,

Better parr of it is. She's al) cut 'n cocked, anyhow. Got a few
. to haul yet.”

Hay's getting 100 dry to cut.” Mr. Gowan was raking the
Ayard; he kepe his place as neat outdoors as his sister did in-
1s. “Some I cut yesterday, you could wot a horse on all day
+he wouldn't sweat any.’

| ain’c never xodc on a horse,” What said, “that was meant
J:posc t' ndeon.”

No, around here there aten’t any. You can't eat 2 horse—not
A a0y greac comfort. That's why 1t’s all oxen. They're 2
:ly thing, though, if you're going a journey 1 mean horses.”
Yes, I guess they may be,” said Whir. “Still, so is a river. A
xIl feed you—if you have any luck—and at the same time
(cacry you—if you want €20 where i goes.”

True You going north this wister—trapping, Whit, are

z(mnghz, I guess. I'd thought something of it.”

When you going?”

Fall of the year, sometime. I might go early—I d know,
agh—soon as the cider's made—mzybe before chat.”
yYoull be caxly for fur, won't you?”

A lietle mice, yes. Fur ain’t worth taking, really, nor till afte:

snow flies. I had in mind that I mught look around some.”

Going a tour, are you?”

Whit grinned. “You mighe call it thar.”

‘Souads plcmm Wheteabouts, Whit>”

"Well, I ain’t never been up 1ato the Grants.”

’Yuu won’t take muck fur 1n the Grants, will you, Whir?
3t country s sertling. 1 thought where you went before was

to the eastward. Aren’t you a2 White Hills man?”

No, sir, I ain 't. I been south of there—Pigwacket, Fryeburg,
‘:at Ossipy Pond. I seen ¢ White Hills But I never becn on
1 Coruway Mounrain's enough White Hills for me, sir.”
;Spmts’ Mr. Gowan suggested.

ell
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“Only Indian spirits.”

“Any kind's bad enough.” o
+*I suppose s0,” said Gowaa. “Still, an Indian spirit -«
kept on raking. f
“You're a holy man,” Whir reminded him, “you ¢ oy

“Not I mysetf, Whir. I'd be only His instrument.”

“Youwd be a sight handies tool than what I would”

M. Gowan said nothing

“Twill say,” Whit admuceed, “they stay to home, though

. _ stick pretty close ro the tops of the mouatains. I been oo
way—higher than hardwood; I been high enough for the
to0 get runty—that’s even hgher than the bears go in latt-
mer when the lowland benies are by and the acorns ainli-
yet—and I never had trouble. They stay up higher yet—%
the rocky part. Thar's whete the thunder 15, and the light
They like that, spinitsdo—men that know, tell me” -

Mr. Gowan had paused in his raking. "So I've heard,” 1"
cacefully.

“They must like ¢ snow, tac—they ger pleaty of it w
seen it on Coruway~~you take 10 the wintertume, when -
blows—I seen the snow comun’ off Coruway stand outint’
wind just like smoke from a chumbley! I seen that myself.T)
a brave thing for a man to see, I think.”

M. Gowan leaned on ks rake handle. “Yes, it is, W]

Whit spoke almost wistfully “A man could see a Joag'|
from the top of a mountan. ..

“He could, Whit, a fong ways.” There was silence, botht
tag. T

*'F "twag’t a lowery day,” Whit added seriously.

Mr. Gowan’s face twitched a Juele, He went back to his?

~ “How about spirues on the Green Mountains, Whit?”

“They ain’t high enough mountamns. And it's Jike J*
sayin’, there’s a power of people movin® int’ the Grant.

“Pioneers,” sud the minsster. P

“All right, ‘pioneers’!” Whic flared up in * 5 -2
to whom he was speaking,
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You like them, T toke it,” Mr, Gowan said quietly,
Some of ‘em, yes.”

=, thoughe you were 2 trapper.”

What I am is 2 farmer done some trappin’ in winter. I ain’t
+agh of 2 one ro hate all pioneers.”
Most farmers, for that marcer, don’t speak any too well of

. knaw they don't”

=Why do you like them, Whit?”

2.fhere’s some that I don's, sir. You got to know ‘em.”

rChe men in the towns that ¢he pioneers left, they knew them,
18t they?”

aMaybe. And they know why they left, too.”

eBecause they liked pioneering?” Mr. Gowan said dryly.
4Why shou!d they like it? What a pioneer does is to start out

i nothin’ and from there he tries to work up to what the
gner's had all the time.”

Why do you think they leave, thea®”

r They got their own reasons. With every man ic is different.
18y ate mostly poor people, but that ara’t the reason. 1f bein”
1T was enough reason ¢’ go pioneerin’, why, all the poot people
211d have gone before now—or at least them that was able.

o’ poor is the reason that, when they do go, they got t’ be
 Yaeers instead of be sertlers. No, sit, 1¢ takes some other reason
siides just bein’ poor for aman t' g0 pioneerin’. And that other

jon ain’t in pioneetin’'—it’s back 1 the town that the pioneer
i You Jook around and you'll find 1t

'Well, then, what 15 it?”

‘Like I said, Mr. Gowan, wath every man it s different: family
iobhes, or maybe they done somedin!, o1 it may be they
+ddn’e get along with their neighbors—all that kind of thing.”

Well .. ."

5 But whatever it was that went wrong, the ones that stayed

‘e was against the ones that went off. So if you only fisten
o ones that stayed home, whar you will hear is thar py
bad. T know they ain't”
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00d as somé land in the Grants, buc at least you could keep it.
§ whese the land is too good, they don't need pioneess.”
Fll think on it, sir”
1 think you'd betrer. There's yet another thing, Whit. There’s
-ece of equipment that you haven’t got. [t may be possible
o pioneering without one, buc from whar I have heard it is
often done.”

Oh, I got a good gun!™
 Xou haven't a wife.”
s7hit’s composure deserted him. Mr. Gowan was waiting . . .
fit knew that now was the time. “That's what I come about,”

1anaged to say.

Who is it, Whit?” Mr. Gowan said kindly.

he boy gulpcd a dry swallow. "M'lissa,” he said.
here was quite a pause now . . . until at Jast Mr. Gowan:
sw've done all right, Whit. And T think she has, t0o.”

Vhit was touched, deeply. He nodded slightly, and tried to
1" Thank you”
ome in the barn and sic down,” Mr. Gowan proposed. "I
e a tooth out of my loafer take yesterday, and I got to whittle
ww one.” He said over hus shoulder, “You told aayone else,
2€ you?”

No, sir, not yet, we ain’t.”

How long is it, Whic?”

,Since we agreed you mean? Let me see now .., 1t was the
ﬂfter me 'n Joe mowed, I remember. You rcmembcr when

as?"

i

1t Gowan said, “Yes.” He was looking round for a piece he

1d whittle from, “Your legs bother you any?”

,'Not & mite. I'm beholden to you, I guess. That's what Mlissa
s.1didn's see 1. I—well, 1 thank you.”

d’l‘hexe Mr, Gowan rematked, "I guess that'll do it.” He'd
nd him some maple that would answer his purpose—take 2
g time to whittle, and make a good tooth when he'd finished.

4 ISy sit on that.” He handed over the milking stool. I
stelf he had his own chair. They sat on opposite sxdes;»x
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doorway, not quite facing esch other. Mr. Gowan wi .

knife on 2 stone from his pocket. Speaking of his rescue of
he said, “I hope you'll not need me the same way as&c0
< "I dot’c think ir.”

Then a pause.

"What of your father, Whit:

1 figure I'm square with him.”

“I don't think you are. But you're free to go, all the sar
much of a hurry are you in to ger married?” ) .

“Well, thete ain’t any special reason, you might saf, >
know of
_ "Good See that there isn't. And you're bound and ’

o £o pioneering?”

"It Jocks that way, yes, sir.”

“What is yaut reasan’~—you say they're all different
haven't done something?”

Whit grinned. “No, sit, I ain’t. But you know how I'm:
Qur place is out of it, that goes to my half brother, he's ,
than I am. Likely he'll have to look out for Pa for a whix
he finally comes into it, Still, Pa might go off sudden, "w
gee it for nothin'—though he'd still have Pa’s woman
haads to look out for.” !

“Who'll look out for your brother?” :

“He ain’t such a great hand to work, is he? But you
1 was out the way, I think he might do better, 1 ain’t cen-
woulda’t. You ger him good 'n hungry, 'n he might 46
work.” |

“He might, 1 suppose . ..” holdiag up the piece '8
whirtling and squinting along it. N

“If I was to fetch home M'lissa ¢ live at our place, youh
how it would be, sir she'd do all the work. I doubt
father’s woman'd get out of bed 1n the mornin’" o

“This maple’s hard whittling,” Mr. Gowan observed. mé
fave used birch. But, Wi, on the other hand, what 1bot

* rain?”s

“No,” said Whit simply.
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~hat's good land of Captain’s. You could grow more than

it. He's got two lots—room enough for a son-in-law. You

; o me to talk to him?"

Yo, sir, I don't. There don't esther one of us.”

c2n see how you might not want to keep tavern. But you
{dn't have to Let him keep the tavern, and you do the farm-
He might even make over 2 piece of his land to you—so
youd own it.”

¥ laprain?”

" )Vhy not2”

Well, first place, he wouldn't. And I wouldn't rake i

Jeoweshera dowry, Whit. She's more than earned it.”
&rhat s true enough.”

f you take her away, he won't give her a pistareen of it.”

. He wouldn't anyhow, “less he was made 10. I expect he’s the
‘giest man in the province—so they say, anyhow; I never see
4t0 beat him.”

5 J:s not your place to judge him.”

Y—Xow can 1 help ir? There he is, ain’t be? I gor to think
ezhxu When you see a tree, you can't just think ‘there’s a
&b you? You think, "That’s a nice ash cree, Might have a

4 grain to it” You judge it, don't you® Ot you think, "That
s a piss-oak; "tain’t no good for nothin’.’ Same way with
tzm When I ook on Captamn, § got to think something.

11 "1, sir, I think it.”

'”“Suu he's her father. Don't forget that.”

#He's the one forgot that, sit.”

How do you mean?”

2] mean way he’s treated her—in general, that's all”

‘Oh. Well, then, let her have her reward, Wht, Let him make
2t some land to her. Later on, she'll ownall of ic”

#¥'Only reward that she’s after is to get shue of the tavern.”
She'd be a farmer's wife if you were to stay here.”

#'She'd have him on her hands, though, sooner or Jater.”

#'Then it’s Captain that troubles her, more than the

“Baoth, I expect.”
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“She's derermined 0 s she?™

“Bouad 20 derern She'd go remerrow. 1 Bsd @2
her some o et me fook ot the land Erse

“Pioneening s noz exsy,” Mr Gowan said dudfely. Y®
seid so yu.:s_.i"

“I hare s2d 0 0 bz, sur”
ok she conld stead 1007 .

“ thizk she coutd. yes. nr Shes mgped and dlever. I¥¢
ife, T koow thas Not maov do well zr e lmm;"w

har had gon pmtv scrawmy—what with bed fock :mi £
i

Frye's men, eod round Waltshoro. They daa't go b" 9
they don't 1x up ther caboas Pioneers mat AJ&-"S
2t gor o b dm Whr, I slept1n mere than one Jezs®
thers waat 2 kg iz §even beard of a mza, come e
oot they sud be did—{ don € cluim 1o have seen thie &
0l e clzzmed ro-—char d*.s = b.ulr hus Jean

o
‘-u 20d pcknsss, :_':d thev can streke 2nyons Mhss: o2
w Berter ghnn foos, sheconid, 1 chunk ™
Mz Gowaa ingrred, "When ber ume comss, whollt®
Ler?
TTH £ 13 3 weman. Tl g2t ber 2 good ooe, H T Rt
Efry mde for ber T see ro thar part of ar”
Mr. Gowan gave ove ;
foe. " Well Ive saic 2 Fezn
Whit podded Theo be summoned hus courpge 2ad ¥
whar be'd come for "Would rou thesk you conld met
Mr. Gowzp was e He knew thar be coutdn x——cotl"

z oot

prlished, 7T don't krow. hen.d r-1."~f~" .
Whitgeeup then I was morz of 2 Blow than hed 0%
wozld be He L5 bp 2nd be Kirehed pp his b

Leess rarhe the wrethis, hgs.n'go\:ng‘:rm
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"Tm cot sure thar | have, Whic”
“Thats all sight, Mr. Gowan” He wzs having some gouble
arrolieng his m:: “Well, I guess 11 go afong now. We fig-
d oz mi;
“How did you ﬁ"u_e izl

"Same way 2s youdo; ber prand oy pe, thev dbe bath 2gacese

1 grress thar's il there Is w0 1. You gor no call t0 Farx nro 1"
“1 doa't knaw, Whit, [m woedening .

“Wedida't know bur we'd oughs nor to ask you I'm beholden
you ezoughas s You mmght get into crouble We wouldnt
1o chas for youw”

"1 ean Yook cur for that pan of i, thank you Tell me one
Jng: if 1don't marry you—then what?”

. Whit locked ar him levelly. "We aizm w go, sir.”
"X see™~and his voice hardened. “That's sin, What, you kaow
2c—o live with 2 womaa withour being married God pun-
2es in He would punish Melissa”

The boy was uashaken.

Gawan got up from hus cha, be stood fecing Whit, and be-
ase of the sill, 2 finle above him. "Bring ber o e,” ke or-
ed bim roughly. "Il mary you any ome.”

"He wreed away, then. “Maybe ” he added, “when I can pre-
otsin, it's ©y dury 1o do so. kr 1sn v so ofren that I gev a chance

T eell Mlissa,” What answered. thaz being the thang thas his
‘ind was inscandy fulf of,

"All fighe, you cell ber. She'll be interested, likely.” He left
“hic alone zad wene oo the barn.

Wit thoughe things over before ke went 10 Melissa. He'd
Lnd ke coulda’e do very much :hzmng while she was near
5 vnless be had his mind all made vp beforehand, he was
x.‘: ‘e 10 agree to whates er she wanted-—and it wonlda't be eanl
fer rat was wrong with it If he wasser cn 2

tza, though, he th 2 ke could bBacg onta it

' Mz. Gowea's advice, ke concluded, was good. Mr. Gowan |

i that if he wear to the Grants he might find when o’
£

'
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there that they didn't need pioneess. Worse than that g
prospecy that, if ke should tahe up land there 2nd get 5‘;31
cleared, they mighe take it away from him. Add these the?
gecher and chere was oaly one answer: keep away fie=
Grants.

All nght. Where would be go, then? Well, the coun=}
knew about—at feast in a general way—and where he &
jt mmose likely they would ceed pronzers lay between Sacot
2nd Winnipiseogee—the nver on the northeast, the gre s
on the southwest Along the northwestern side was ther
row of mountauns that began just ponth of Cascmpy—%
called it Squam—and ended with Ceruway Mountain, 122
that country, Frye's men, to the north, had the bese Lol
there wis. Bur there wis no use tryiag chere ualess yos
money; they were o far along In under Coruway Mow=]
on the south side of 1t, there was nobody ar all. Twesty
south and west, at the nosthern end of Casurnpy, he bl B
there’d been people for a year and a half That sughr bes?
place 1o start Jooking reund.

He deaded he'd do that, and he was ready o go 1o M

Melissa went out afrer the cows night after hee supper.¥]
had got there ahead cf ber. Melissa ran to hum, and 2f?
taken her 0 him and kissed her, Whit told her. "I se2
Gowan this mormm’,”

"Ob, Wht, wil} he marry us”

Whit nodded. "Ayuh—soon 25 we're ready.”

“We'te ready now, ain’t we? I am. Toaight, Whit!”

“Whit laughed, looking down at her.

“How long you want ro watr, Whit? What is there €]
for? I can't bring you nothin—the way Pa'll feel whea ®
him—nor 50 much 25 2 bed sheer.™ .

> "I ain’t never slep’ on one yet. We got to ger s 2
though, just to throw down a bearskin.”

"1 want to go with you.”

“Yes, but lock you, MTissz, "rwon’t take me haxdly 2 =
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.3 go north 2nd Jook our a place—nor if I go alone, it won',
gause f won't have to lug much, lierde corn and some pork, 15 5ll.
iyau was to go, then I gor to lurv stuff for you, 'n make up a fire
£d all hke thar, night and mornin’. You den't waar to lay our, -
uze as I do when I'm travelin’, you ain't used o 1. You ler me
¢ 2lone, this time; Il make better ame that way. Soon as ever
yta back here, we can go north together. We'll ger married and
43, then. Il have some place to take you We'll both know
phere we're goin’. T couldn’t ger marned and just rua off int’ '
0ods with you. I couldn't be easy 1f I was to do thar. My gorry,
pyllissa, theyll talk enough, this way! The leasc I can do is w0
L 10w where we're gom', 1 ot find me some land-—seme
,n:rnl maybe—and then we ¢'n go there It's the nght way 0
p it
\L “I want t© go with you,” she pleaded "I <an ttavel. Don't
zave me! Something might happen, 'm awful afeard, Whit”
he laid hold‘of his forearms.
t Whit took her shoulders, “You ain't afeard. Nor I don't think
asthinll happen. If it should, at thus end, 1 guess you can handle
¢+ ] doo’t know anyone beteer. If 1t's me you're afeard for—well,
H keep clear of the mountatas, and I s on't tackle no bears. And
,_nge you my word I won’t Jay 2 hand on a hedgehog.” He shook
st head s he asked her, " "Tain't Indiags, is 12"
1t "No, it aia’t Indians.”
“Portygees?™
<"No1"
- "Listen to me, now, I'm gain’ tell you something: ‘cwan't
,noxen Two nights ago that I seen clear water. You know what
“lar means. I see a great pool of 1r—deep, too; it was lovely. |
_,2me up on it easy, 'n I could see way down iato ir. Clear? 1
“ever sce water more clear than what thar was. Thea there
“ome a great crout cut'n 2 hole 1n the bank some’rs—and I wane
3 tell you that feller was handsome! O, he was a wonder! He
*wum proud and lazy, not hardly movin', took & look round,
od then he went in agam. That was all there was to i; Ididn'c
e nothin” with me. I woke up afeer that, 'n I felr preeey good
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over it These 31018 (hing beter 2 man €an see in A\‘is".(mlt
ow that, don't ! .

~More pf.xmc'ly ith trouts 8 1 Meliss said dn‘\‘,}“

"Wc“ Whit segu nded biers 1 had gocd Tuck a1 6t

"Bene: n you dcservcd "

~That's (e enough-

~grhue— she was 1gm scn kno®
Gowan's sayw’ 1€ °d marry vs ¥ ¢ che 5 ood {omme he ¥
meant ¢his nme

eTpat was the srarcof 1t

«Thas meght b the ead o i 4. Maybe n0% w 1e's out, &

“No, 1 don't ¢ think 1 Hadn © ought 1o, 1 fignr ce—not ¥

ni that s\ze, 1t hadn’

ln 2 small vo! she \sked um, «qyhen'd you figure 1t
Whit? Soon, & xd you7 :

\\Z':l\—mmormw

“omortow!

well, sooneT 1 go, 50 caner 1 m back, 1 guess w's pret?
now—only three momhs unul snow fles We got © work iﬁ

“Yes. wou\d you hke for me 1o 40 «hile you're

mean”
“Ler’s get these here cows © your® ga(hex:d 3 g:ther, 0t
we can wlk of ‘he way up © (he barn with ‘em. T © ornFS

Whie went porth the nEXT morn1ng:

§ muswAS Whr's jouney’ be & caveled port® d?ﬂs“j
simack Rwer'fo“owmg che road but oot aceuatly i8 i
of the prush—and passing through Penmcoo e 1y
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~zht twenty-eight miles from home. He kept on the next day,

1L on the west bank, and along about sundown——at Fowler’s, it
5, in the town of Boscawen—a man set him across just out of
cendliness. He said to Whit, “I ¢'n tell from your Jooks I amn't

in’ ¥’ ferryman out o no busigess.” And Whir smd, "No, 1
58 you ain't prob'ly.”

The thizd day he passed Hucklebury Hull on tus right hand,
(ritinued north to Great Bay, and sull holding aorth between
ut and Winnipiseogee, he picked up the shore of Casumpy—

eastern shore, he supposed, All those ponds—Winnipseogee

eat Bay, and Casumpy—have shores that twist in and ouf s0
i can’t telt which side you're on; there 150’ 2 place you can
et the whole pond from. He went up a tree, though, and found
was correct.
This was z patt of the country that he'd never been in befote.
st winter, trapping, he'd been more to the eastward and a
de bit north. Casumpy—or Squam-—was a powerful pond,
t stilt not as big as Winnipiscogee. In the morning, he would
etk up 2roted i€ and probably come to the head of the pond
aftout noon. There he'd find the houses of the new town of

adwich. There were three or four of them, so he had been
a<d~Gilmanton people

Tr took him longer next day to get rounc the pond than he had
«gtired it would, 2nd the day was far gone before he saw the
rioke he was looking for. It was some distance off, but it came
11m 2 chimney—there was no doubt of that.

For tio special reason, he approached the house carefully . ..
vl be had formed an idea of the people who lived in it before

> stepped from the woods He Iiked what he saw: the house

15 well buile, which spoke weli for the man, and the dooryard

s neat—which said as much for his woman. The clearing was

aall, but the stumps showed a smooth cut. There was a fine

ack of wild hay, and the woodpile was all maple. Stretched on

e side of the house, a moosehide was curing that, judged from
" distance, looked to be about 2 week old and ta have been well
iken care of. He Jeaned his gun on a tree and coming out *
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what they had in the pot, but he put that aside. Neitber "“"‘;
Iike staying here in the house . .. and he srepped outside s
o where it was open, . .

‘The maa and the dog were crossing the clearing, the dci
ahead—and the woman was meeting them. She put her b
out to the dog—he was a big, square-headed, black fellos
and the dog thrust up his muzzle, and was glad to be hoct

Then the dog left her, and came to Jook over the strang™

Whit returned the saspection. This was no yapping p%
buc a dog thar had dignsty. He had the scars on him of a W
of work. He looked as though, 10 his day, he'd have rackled?
anything—and as though be wasa't sure that his day wasd
yet. Whut said to hum soberly, “You look to me like aprettyf
bear-dog.” And the dog sar down and regarded him.

The man had paused for a moment as he met up with’
woman, and now they were both approaching the house. "o
she'd called hum, so Whit remembered—and he saw tha
walked like 2 woodsman He was a spare man and tall, a0

" had a ragged black beard. He was dressed just as Whit 3
soft leather waistcoat, a gray hinen shire, leather breeches
barefoot. His hair was loose round his shoulders and w2
ginning to gray. Whie would have guessed him for forty &
old, maybe. He carnied bis gun over his shoulder, politelfs
Whit saw that the frone sight of 1t had a gold bead ...

“Jonas Moore, at your service,” the man said, unsmilicg,

“Whut Livingston, Kettleford. Your servant,” Whit said
spoke just as coolly as the other man had.

“My woman told me Come in and set down.” And the®
undertook to give Whit 2 welcome—to say that both bir*
and his wife were really glad that he'd come. He did i

; <o o 34
turning to glance at the dog and remarking, "I guess the o}
ain't 2-goin’ € object.”

Whit took-it as meant.

¢

Until well into the evening, he and Jonas Moor® "5‘_!
Moore talked more than Whit did, but the boy did pret¥ ©



THE FIELDS 67

Among strangers, for some reason, it was easier for him than 1t
vas back in Kertleford. And from time to time Mistress Moore
vould help out with 2 guestion. Much earlier than this—in fact,
,efose supper—they had got past the embarrassment caused by
Khit's not drinking rum. It was no Jonger bothersome. Maore
_rank rum and water, and Whic had some spruce beer. Whit's
nly discomfort was that he had nothing to do with hss hands.
foote was shaving an ax-handle out of a green piece of white
“sh, and Whit's fingers itched to get hold of the kmfe, it wasa
{ropex ax-handle knife that had been made for the purpose, and
<& could see that the blade was perfection 1self And Mrs. Moore
—.“l her wheel
" The old dog lay by the fire, outstretched on his side, and deep
a good sleep. Now and again his innards would rumble, and
ometimes a leg twirch. He looked very comfortable.
“Around here,” Jonas Moore said, “there 15 alf kinds of Jand
,{ou £0 two-three mule to the northwest now, 't instance, and
‘ou il come on it wonderful rocky and steep. That's where I got
s moose-deer thar you see the hide of ourside—men two
“thers She got up in there 1n them rocks and she stove up a leg ™
¥ “Foreleg?” said What . 2nd Moore told the whole story. He
‘oncluded: "I dknow as I'd want ¢ wear any moccasin was made
Jut'n the kace of that leg that got broke I shouldnr wonder
“here might be bad luck m 1t Wns for her, surely.”
s “You couldn’t never be certain,” Whit agreed with him; “not
“uiless something happened Then you would know.”
* “Yes, you would, I suppose But now Beede he figures it €
,ther way sound.” Beede was one of the other two men who
had helped kill the moose, and it was in the dividing up of the
roeast that the question came up “He says it was good luck for
35 that she did get her leg broke, and he'd sooner have the feather
*from that knee than from her off leg. How would you feel about
e
“Well, if I was in your room,” Whit answered thoughtfully,
T think I'd et him bave it, T d’know but I would”
¢ “Why?"” Mrs. Moore said.
”
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Jonas forbore to glance at his wife. He cleared his throat with
me vigor, and spat into the fire. "What you'd better do—if
4 wane my advice, and I d’ know why you should—is ¢' stay
zre ©* my place for rwo or three days 'n go over the ground.
‘hen, if you Iiked what you saw, you could go talk to Beede—
<'s Proprietors’ Agent—and you could dicker with hum It
u'd tike 1o have me, I conld go around with you—i don't mean
2 Beede, I mean while you look round We could rake the old
2. You can't ever tell—we mught come onto somethung
: “What he means is,” Mss. Moore interpased, "he'd bike you
» hunt with him for a couple of days ™

Whit's emotons were seeling from the smpoact of kundness

fe had to think for 2 minute to come at any words. “You're kind
-3 rme, surely,” he said to them earnestly. “1 would Like to stay.”

IT WAS to0 dry uanderfoor for the dog to do hus best

#otk, and the leaves were too thick to make for good shooting.
ot the end of two days all they had broughe 1 was one batren
od doe and the skins of two squirrels But Whit knew as much
cbout Sandwich as Orlando Weed when he'd laid out the town.
either Moore nor Wht felr that the oo days had been wasted.

¢ At supper that mght, while they were all of them eating and
40 ane was talking, Whee made up his mind. He had {ntepded
jlot doing this unul later when he could be alone by himself—he

Jlept in the barn—but he found 1t 2 thing he couldn’t pur off.
« It came down to this: there was land here in Sandwich that
was about as good, probably, as he'd be likely to get anywhere.
3andwich wasn't the best land that there was in the province,
jind he wouldn't get the best land there was in Sandwich. But
(he way he was fixed, he'd have o take what he could get—in
whatever township he should decide on. He coulda't buy Jand

ecause he had no money. Wharever the Proprietors” Agent was
wﬂhng to give him, that would be the land—anywhere—that
he'd have to take,

Of Daniel Beede, Proprietors” Agent in Smdwnch Moore had
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- said simply, "He’s a hard man, but he’s honest and fair. Hewe®
21d, and he's clever.” And Mrs. Moote had agreed. A
Bur the Moores were the main point in favor of Sands®
Whit couldn’t get over the way they had been kind to h:ﬂ-
wanted 10 stay. Bunging Melissa to 1 place where the 2™
were, wouldn't be the same thing as tahing her into s plact e
was strange. Things in Sandwich had started.

Whea he thought of Melissa, he was notatall e |
drag out this business of finding a place. A good magy +~ -
the last couple of days he had seen the house he would bui’
set in this place or that-—and in the doorway Melissa to 4
him. He had seen her crossing his cleaning coming to meet k-
and the house behind her, He wasat minded to comb haff
New Hampshire Province seeking the one perfect place *
house. He had marked three or four places in Sandwich *
would suit him well enough. If he could get one of thema
cow to go with it, he'd be entidded co figure that he'd done |
well,

-+ All righ, that was that. He had made up his mind.
He remembered his supper, and drew his bowl toward **
*" “You ain't ear awful hearty,” Mrs. Moore said.

"No, ma’am, ] ain't. I have been thinkin’.”

Bath the Moores wasted . . .

“I was wond'nia’ if maybe, someume in the morniss
wouldn't g0 up 'n see Dame! Beede.”

“Good,” Jonas Moose said.

And Mrs. Moose added, “1 hope he will please you" !

“He ¢'n do that, I guess. I got to please him.”

Jonas said usexpecredly, “I got to go up there on an e
tonight. I'll tell hsm you're comin’.”

10 wnrr was at Beede's by sunrise next moming—i:)
miles from Moore’s, just up over the hill and hard by Lh{‘d,:
of 2 lircle small pond. Ou on the pond, the mist was shif
and breaking.
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¢ He wasat any t00 early. Beede was out in the yard, 2nd abour
3 set off for a day of surveying. He had hus compass slung from
s shoulder, and 2n axman along with him who was castying
e chain folded up peatly in a worn leather sack.
4 Whiz seared his name—and Beede, not even waiting for him
;g say whese he was from of ro state the business he'd come on,
“rdered the axman to go on ahead and make ready some stakes,
_Ad rold Whir to come 1nto the house. His tone was the same
? both men. He was a head shorter then Whit—shich made
e impression on Beede, and Whit dida't notice w oace ke had
3t down,
«« Beede took 1t for granted that Whie had had breakfast—
”'hich, as it happened, wasn't the case—bur he offered Whit a
int of good cider and drew one for humself
Whit sat on a bench alongside of the able, and Beede re-
~aained standing wich his back to the fire “Jonas Moore,” began
eede, “come to see me Iast night. You been lookin’ out land.”
“Thar is correct.”
- “He pressed me hard for the best part of an hour to get me to
,Luke you an offer of land and a cow so's you'd make a prech here
*s Sandwich. I had to tell hum chat [ couldn't do e, 1 would count
22 favor if you'd let me teil you why " He pulled at his nose
7ith his thumb and forefinger and thoughtfully ook a tura up
_.nd down on the hearth.
* \Whit was entirely ready to listen He fele no resentment ar the
vay things had gope. He had shut off his feelings when he came
, 7to the house. He could deal wich them better when he was
done.
I don’t know if you know it,” Beede was saying, "buc when
Fhe Proprietors was granted this township, they had to agree
—the same as anywhere else—to get the place sertied, one way
or anothet, that 1s: 5o many houses and so many men by what-
2ver the time was, And if they didn’t do it, the grant was no
2good. All grants are Iike that—and some are hved up to, and
rfmore of them ain’t. Still, nowadays the Proprietors don’t Likeroy,
thake 100 many chances. Governor now ain't 5o easy as

i
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“Try Tamworth,” said Beede. "You know sbout how it lays:

“I would guess about east, and in the main south of Coruway.
s to Its tines, sie, I couldn’t say.”

“You hold still 2 minure. I got 2 plan here shows the corners
nd coutses.” He went to a chest at the other end of the room,
rew forth a paper, and spread 1t out on the wable "Step over
ere”

Whit didn't hesitate, A map was a dung he could never resist.

Beede took him a tour of the boundacies of Tamworth; he'd
ratked them last winter and hada't forgoteen a ching.

“Now then, you see, Tamworth,” he explained whea he'd
mished, putting the palm of his hand flat down on the map.
2in't any further along than what we were two years ago. Do
mdx see whit I mean? They need pioneers, and they need ‘e
a

“Now what I would do,” he continued, "if I was in your room,
vould be 1o go over there and quarter the towo. Give it a good
;0ing over, and see what they have got If you Like what you see,
‘ou come back here and tell me™ He straightened vp. “1 doa’
sromise you nothin’'—ir ain’t my affair Bue I know two or three
*f them Tamworth Proprietors, and I expect theit cletk to come
»y here sometime prety soon

Whit bent over the map, getting it fixed 1n his mind.

Beede said finally, “If you want to make a copy of that, there's
iome gear there to wite with.”

“T guess I got it all might . . . 1 don’t carry no compass, so 1
lon't need it too fine . ..* All night, he had it. He stood up and
‘aced Beede “I'm beholden to you, sir. I weill try to come back.”

“Good,” said Beede, “And you ata’c beholden to me, though
[ hope Tamworth will be We could do with some neighbors.
And I shouldn’t wonder bur Moore, who don't know nathin”
bout leather, might come a mite closer to it when he's judgin’ 2
man.” He showed Whit to the door and out into the yard, where
~—withoat saying a word—Beede simply nodded and Jeft him.

Whit went back to the Moores'—and found that Jonas Moore
4ad gone fishing. It wasn't quite time yec for the fall runuo
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begin, when the big square-tails that had lain deep in Cas\lﬁ;
alt summer would begin to move up into the streams, but as¥
Moore said co Whit as they scood out in the yard, "Whett
rakes it into his head to go fistun’, he don’t need any reasct
An east wind, beginning, was just stitring the leaves. "Wd_
said Whit soberly, "1t does smell ¢ me Iike a good fishin” dag!
“AR I smaell is rara. Whae did Beede say to you?”
"Moore tell you last mght?”

“He done his best—Moore did, I mean. There wan'
feason for him to put himself out for me. Nor for yon, 100,
way you have done.”

“Jonas likes anyone who can smeli the same things that
can. You goin’ over ¢ Tamworth?”

“1 figured Y might I gor to find some place for ber. Andl
know really but whar I'd cught 1o ger started—if you we-
tell him good-by for me. Would you?”

“Yes.”

“"Well, ma'am—good-by 1—I thank y Iy
“What're you takn’ for food? That lile bag you got
our shoulder looks t'me kind of flar. Give it here for a min
Tou can't go off thar way ”
"No, ma'am. I'm all nughe. You 'n him done enough.”
"Give me that bag”
Whit handed 1t over—and as she went into the house,
Moore muttered, “+f I'd had you to ruse, ¥'d have taught
some sense.”

Whit put in close o a week in the township of Tamwe?
Two days was all 3t had raken them to look over Sandwich, b
Moore had been with bum then, and kad known what to I
out. Here, he had to look snto everything. Behind each £id?
there might be a nice little 1nterval—the kind of ple o
would suit him 2nd that perhaps he conld ger because so fir®
one had noticed jt.
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The rain Mrs, Moore had fele comiag lasted only one aighe,
dalt through that night he lay dry and warm under the edge of
uge granite boulder, It was a gcod place in 2 rain He stuck
ne wood underneath the overhang before he left in the
rning,

Tamworth, he found, had more good land 1n 1t than Sandwich
iere were four handsome big intervals, flat as a pond, three of
:m covered with a mixture of hardwood and soft, and he
arth one all pitch pine. The firse three had some wiid hay—
hough no great amount of 1t-—but the prech pine one dida’n.
2 had no hope of gerting a fot in any one of the first three—
4 he wouldn'e have taken  lot in the fourth, because the soil
ider pitch pine was no use at all. He'd have to have leaf mold,
So he kept on searching. He saw a good many places~—just as
*had back in Sandwich—thar would have done well enough
obably, and thar he dida’t doube he could gee. He supposed
ey would give him a hundred acres perhaps But a hundred
res was more than he could see ar one ume, and whenever he'd
me onto something that Jooked pretry good and then start out
see what the Jand around 1z was like, he'd find he was being
1 on. For example- he happened one mornimg on a natural
eadow that had enough hay 10 it to feed a half dozen cows,
hat would be a woadetful thing to have on a place! He started
rcling to see if there wasn't some tand near enough to it that he
mld clear for a field. He found that there was—but it looked
‘etty poor—and he went farther and farther away from the
eadow, By the time he'd found land that would make a good
:1d, he was too far from the meadow to get them both into one
t.’That seemed to be generally the way it would go. he'd find 2
ice little pond, or a brave stream of water-—either one handy to
ave on a place—twice he came on a clay pit, and he found three -
¢ four little meadows just as good as the first one or better per-
2ps. But he couldn’t find all of these things close together and
xated on land that would be good land to clear.

In the meantime, he had located three of the corners thar
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Beede had shown him on the plan of the town, and keepist
mind how they bore from Coruway Mountain, he cPuld d
tell where he was with regard to thar plan. That is, he @
when he could see Coruway Mountain. .

1f the clouds weren't too Jow, it was no trouble 1o findic}
could goup a ttee anywhere, and as soon as he'd ger highes®
to see our a little, there the mountain would be. There ¥
a minute that he didn't have the mountain in mind. The s -
ran every which way, and 50 did the nidges There were 3§
many of them that were too much alike. But Coruway Monz®
was a thing you could count oo

There was no other hke it that he'd ever seen. The lowetp
maybe, was like other mountains But the gray, granite ¥
of ir, solid and strong and alone tn the sky . .. well, that 3¢
thing that you saw and then felt. And once you had felt it!
could see it again juse by shutuing your eyes——see 1t more ¢
than you could remember a face,—most faces, ar any rare,

All day, on the fifth day, there was nothing bue rain.
teaveled around some, but his heart wasn't 1n 1t. He didn't}
anything thar looked really good to him, and he was wet
uncomforeable aad gettiag hungry, to boot. Not long aftera?
time be decided he'd go back to his boulder—make vp £
and hole up for a night. Berng down 1n the southwestern px
the township, as he was at the tume, it wouldn't have been®
much farthet to go back to the Moores'. But he didn't like
that until he'd found what he was looking for—until bed?
ished the thing thar he'd come here to do.

He worked to his left for a few minnres and picked up i
tree—one Weed had spotzed, from the looks of the spot—*
then he moved south on the Line to a hornets’ nest in & &
bush that Beede had spoken of, and that placed him a haf#
north of che corner .

The boulder Iay kitty-cornered across the rown from him ®
eight miles away. He took hus beatings most casefally fro® '
line that he stood on, and then faced in the direction d“{»
wanted to go. He stood there without moving for two 075
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ninutes, getting the country well fixed in his mind .. . and then
e steuck out for ic, steaighe through the woaods.

. If it had been a serious matter, he wouldn't have tried it; he'd
wave taken a Jonges way there, and been sure of tus way Bue ic
uited his fancy, just at the moment, to see if he couldn't hit it
sight on the nose. That would be pretry good. All through the
lay, he'd been wandering armlessly. He was rired of that. He
vanted to feel as though he'd done something He wouldn’t need
o tell anyone . . .

. At the end of four hours, be had to admir thar what he had
oae was 1o get himself lost in a swamp He' 'd been tn the swamp
br the best parr of an bour now, while the boulder sat some-
]here on the side of 2 hill. About the only part of this venture

vth had turned our 25 expected was that now he was cereain he

“vouldn’t need to tell anyone, And he wasn't sure really that that

7as just s expected . . .

. He thrashed around in there for another hour or more—and
vhen he finally got free of the swamp, he only kept going long

Anough tofind a place to crawl into out of the rain He had precry
Jood luck—coming on z big hemlock blowdown, six feet
hrough the butt, and with dead branches beneach it that would
lo for a fire.
¢ When he'd gor a fire to going and had lard up some wood, he

opped the windward side of his shelter, and lay down 10 €ar. It

:"was not & big suppt corn and dried but it was

: ough so that his hunger no longer annoyed him.

" He was sull annayed, though, about losing that houlder. Not
hat he needed it—he was comfortable here~but he kept argu-
\ng and figuring a5 to how he could have missed it. He had 2

“strong feeling it wasn't far off from here—a mule was the most

”be should be out of the way. And yet thar whole swamp had been
’xamlly new to him; until he was 1n it, he'd never guessed it was
there, Well, he knew it now.

% “The trouble had been, of course, not having the mountain. If
'be’d had the mountain to go by, he'd have come across like a

shot. Or if he'd had the sun, for thar mawer. The sun wag,

W
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¢ just to look at it, even—same as he would when he looked
 place that was crawling with snakes.

Yet whenéver he looked at Corusay Mountain it made him
| good. Tt was always that way. And he'd had the feeling a
d many times that the mountain was friendly—not in a
iable, talkative way, buc in a way bigger than that. He'd even
 himself drawa to it.

Thar cauld have beea, of course, the spirsts erying to get him
tome up there sa that they could go to work on hum. Bur it
In't feel that way. It dido't feel 1o the least Like—well, like a
aptation. For one thing, it was always the same, and while a
aptation looks good to you most rumes, there are nmes when
doest’t. No, this feeling he gor-—that the mountatn was
2ndly, of his beng drawn to se—looked always the same to
'n whenever he thought of it. It was quiet, unchanging. »

(t had puzzled him often; it puzzled bum now And lying there*
some comfort—with the lighe of his fire on the log overhead
he thought of the mountain.

A mountain like that,” he finally proposed, “could have its
m spirit. I don't know why it couldn’c And if st did have, why,
i this feeling ¥ get needn’t have nothic’ ¢ do with them
dian spirits”

He liked the idea . .. and he chose to accept 1t And then he
sught of various (hmgs that would all go to show that this
irit—swhich belooged to the mountain tself—was 2 much
ander thing than any collecuon of Indraa spurits.

Take the matter of distance. The Indian spurits worked close
home only: they had failed to come down off the mountains
hen the Indians needed them, and now when he looked at the
ountain he couldn’t feel them—welf, not any to speak of But
¢ mouataia’s own spisit could reach out twenty miles, He had
It i do that, He often had fele st when he could nor see the
ountain—when he was as far off as Kettleford. It rakes a pow-
tul spirit to trave] chat far, and with nothing to bring it—na
warms, or like that,
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And he thought of proof that the mountain was friendls.
time, anywhere, a man that could see it could rell whete ke¥
And 1o get hold of that knowledge, he didn't have to m#
medicine, or mess about with the innards of animals, or wit
the moon. All he had to do was climb up a tree and tkeak
at the mountain—and the mounzain would tell him b
waneed to know. If that didn’t show that the mountua®
friendly——well, then nothing would.

Whir was satisfied of it, and he went to sleep.

» Midway of the morning, the rain had let up He wentt
white pine, lopped off a few branches so that he could s
around, and sat up there and waited—pitching bark ar 2
that was climbing the trunk There was nothing at all 10f
whether the mountain was 10 front or behind him. Th:rt”
nothing to show that the mountain was anywhere The weatt
come down and had taken it off. Well, there wasn’t anyching®
was stronger than seather It did whae it felr like, and that
_ all there was to that There were plenty of signs and amens
"0 on that would tell whar 1t wozld do, but there wasn'e a1
that could mate 1t do anything. He had heard of some, yes.
they weren't any good They might appear to work someti -
if you happen to try for the weather you were going to get$
haw. Or, 3f you were willing 10 wait long enough, you @
get what you asked for-—because the weather was sure 10 @
round 1o it sooner or later. But 1t was safe to say, generally.t
a man was wasting his money who paid anything for a char?
a secret that was claimed to work on the weather, The new
was proof agamnst all charms and spirits. There was not
could touch 15 1t was on top of everything. He was cerra?
that,

His thinking broke off —as he felt a strange light alf a7
him He saw 1t was down toward the ground—and it 8¢
there in the sky. It was growing now, too, with a kind ofﬁ

ift d Whus, hus eyes widening, got to his feet and¥
on to the trusk,
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Tis heare pounded within him. He was scared and he knew

t he didn'e know what . . . The light was brighter and

-'htcr He could feel in his xhxghs and the tips of his fingers

-oncoming instant, He was all alone now—

«nd then he saw this: high in the sky—not averhead, but oft

he midst of the sky-—he saw the mountua come cut.

:[e saw it tiding zlone ta the sky .. just the gray, granite top
1 a touch of sun on it—and underneath it was sky, same as
ywhere else.
wonly lasted one ternble instant—beauttful—clear as a vision

rand :hen it was gone again.
”tht came very slowly down out of the tree
7 hen he stood on the ground, his knees began shaking. Well,
o had a right to! He dida’t mind that. “What [ seen then,” he
half aloud, huskily, “was 2 sign, and a big one. I doa’t kaow ,
j-t it rmeans. T seen Coruway Mountain on top of the weather
‘gand by God, wan't she beaunful! I do know thac.” And he
ed up his gun and his things and set off through the woods
ﬂy and with his head down.
little above him—he was within five or six rod of it—he
,sed the gray boulder that he'd sought 10 the rain. “That's the
lder" e said, 1 was lookin” for yesterday,” and paid it no
t:her heed. On a long slanr to the eastward, be was climbing
.« fidge on the north side of which he had lain out Jast mghr
“l'hls was the thought that kept coming into his head: “Sup-
c I had been up there—right up on the peak of ir—riding
ng on a mountain on top of the sky—everythung else in the
xld underneath me .. What wonld I baye seen?”
*—and then he'd pnll away from it, because that wasn't the
Jy that ¢ man ought to think.
*But it kept coming back to him .
‘He swung a little more soulhedy—pumng the mountain in
2k of him—and the hallstde rose steeply under hus feet.
"Spruces and hemlocks were the only trees round him—and
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none of them big ones: he must be getting up prercy qu?
s lefe, he could make out, it was open. Rock ledges, proba
a place to see out. He moved over to look.

As he approached, he had an eye out for rattlesnakes]
there didn't scem to be any, and be supposed without &
turning his mund 10 it thay either the place was 100 €35 ¥
to, ot else they hadn't come out yet after the rain.

‘The sun was free now, and here and there on the ledgt
was a thin, wavening steam coming off the dxmp
the edge of the woods, he saw that the sky out beyond'
cleared clean and blue to the south and southeast Andk 5
into the sunlight——feeling the warmth of 1t good on bit’
Picking his way berween the wer junipers, he came up
ledges—and the country beneath him reached away
maybe eight or ten mules, He was facing southeast—ths
Great Ossipy Pond only a little bur farther north than hec
said it belonged. On the hotizon, there was a white tim of ¢
solid below and with more country behind it, but the t«
was thinning where 1t mer with the blue. Looking down
country, the white mist 1n the hollows was as it it i
morning.

* He turned round o the mountain—

“Whit drew 1n his breath, All things slipped away from
+. . his sighr and his mind and his spint were one . .. and bt
carried up by the power of the slow, rolling slopes—%
darker green of the pines and the spruces and hemloch
on up from there to the great gray of the top—tock in b’
light—and the blue sky beyond.

When he turned from 1, it was to gaze over the valy
fittle small interval—that was right down below. He didat
much at first, and then things came to him gradually, one s
and he noted them. N

There was a flar place of four or five acres, and with2
running through it, but the soil would be deeper thas i
be on a slope. On the far side, the hill that shur in the v
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15 lower and gentler than it was on this side. And just over be-
nd ir ought 0 be where the outlet made from the pond lying
Jre 1o the left. He'd been along that outlet last winter. “Now
xit 2 minute,” he said, “—a litzle ways down below thexc 152
icetocuthay. I ber it well—there’s an old brok

aver dam, and now that the water 1s gone, the grass has come
. but the trees ain't had time yet”

He Jooked again at the interval, lying there ux the sun , . .
car the head of it would be the place for a house—just enough
+ the rise so 1t wouldn’t be too far to lug water, and yet far
ough up so it would be dry in the spring Logs would be easy
- snake down this hillside . . .

e And as he stood there and thoughe of it, things came with 2
sh: a man could probably girdle every tree on that interval
:a day—if he worked In two days, he could And if he was to
Al them off and on through the winter—after he'd got his
mse—and if he was to ger a good burn, he'd have room
sough teady by the end ofJune, probably, to get a fair crop -
. corn—if the weather was nght.

 He thoughr of the interval as 1t would look cleared and with
crop coming along—a proper log house setung there on the
se, 2 place for a cow and with a garden beside 11, smoke from
« chimapey .. . It looked pretty good. "I don't see no oaks, 50
e 50il ought to be sweet enough, but you can’t tell for certain
ntil you have tasted 1. You know, I shouldn't wonder but this
1ight be the place...”

- He looked up at the mountain.

And as he jumped down from the ledges and swung down ™
nrough the trees, he grinned to humself,—because there was no
se pretending there was any doubt 1n the matter: this was the
lace. “Only thing is, if T can find some clay handy. Nearest I
now of is three or four mle. That's 2 Jong ways to lug it. But
or 2 chimbley that's tight, you have got to have clay.”

Tate the next afternoon he was on his way back ro Beede's. He
5d tasted the soil and considered it sweer. Unnl close to dark
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yesterday and agdin early this morning, he had fo!}owr:{
streams in search of some clay, and had finally found icat
a mile 2nd a half—which wasn't any too near, and yet it¢
have been worse. 5 .
He was all ready for the Propnietors’ Clerk. He'd f&"‘ u
Yot or nothing, and he knew just how he'd bound it &'
northeast by the outlet, apposite that by the foot of ‘xhthﬂ
the south and southeast by the brook—where, afcer if's contt
of the interval, it runs almost due east and then swings O
north—and on the norchwest a line to make one bundrec |
“Fhat would do hirn ali ight. He was on his way back to B
—he was on his way back to the Moores'—he was on hi-
back to Melissa. P
When he struck Bearcamp River therunhad =7 17 -
50 that there weren't 5o many rocks showing as there hadl
coming in. Still, from what he could see with the sun in b

. there were enough to ger him across—and he didn’t paust

long to lay out 2 route.

Hallway over or better, a rock turned underneath him
- her foot missed the next one, and he went into the
holding his gun up over his head. The water was only about
to his waist, but down on the battom the footing was st ,
He staggered a step ar ewo, trying co stand, and chen his if
foot slid down. He fell 10 his efr, pushed by the current
the pain in his leg was a sickening thing. Gun and all, be 9
under. His right foor was caught.

He got it loose somehow, and scraping and bumping ]
one ock ta another, he dragged himself clear of the siver sl
onto the ba;

It took him a munute or two to get himself straightentd
and then he went to wotk on his ankle to see what had happe®

He had broken a bone in it, but 1t wasn’t the main 0
could feel the place with his fingers—it was on the outside ¥
under the skin. You could feel the two broken ends 7]
against one another . . . yes, she was broken, all right.

His powder was wet.
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r~—and come to think of it, he hadn't any food with him,

e guessed it was up to him somehow to ger himself back 1o
dwich..,

“Well, the first thing to do was to cut him a crutch. He reached
nd for hisknife . . it wasn't there,

,That seemed like too much.

o Where that knife was, was out there in the water, It had come
yse while he was floundening round.

_He'd have 1o go get it. Twelve mile into Sandwich, no food,
:d wet powder—he wasn't going to try that without any knife!
And be went jn and got it.

zBut he had to resc up a bit when he came out.

Then he went crawling around in search of a sapling to cut for
rutch, He found one that would do 1o start off with, ar any
ye—and he figured he'd probably see something better before
,30t dark. It looked averhead as thaugh it was goiag to be a
2d night to travel. He'd ger to Beede's—well, say around noon.
“he kept going, he would. And if he couldn’t make Beede’s, he

}gh: ey for Poole’s. That would be a liele bit nearer, but it
,¢5 south of his line. They said that old Poole was a great one
& tatking. Whit didn’t know as he'd like that if he was laid up.
; 1€ e had encugh fef: by the tme he gor to Beede's, he might

‘en cut round that, and go on down to the Moozes”. It would be
Jwahill all the way once he was past Beede’s
yHe took a few steps, and the cruch sunk in and smock. He
“illed it our and kepe going. He had twelve miles 10 go ...

3

‘,'] MELISSA LISTENED and warched for all signs of au-
imn. The heavy, rich feeling that she'd had of the summer
head of her, that had gone now But the fall of the year was a
bng ways away. It was that she must wait for . . . and all the
'(nger‘mg signs of the summer that in other yeass she’d hung on

, this year she resented, The swallows dipped and swung fool-
shly; they had outstayed their welcome. Things that belonged
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to Jate summer, like the grasshoppers, or the first of the L"
the halfway mark on the woodpile, and the smell of (h? t’;
apples, these things she noticed, bug without any cxcx'rt;
What she wanted to see was the sswamp maples afire! She'dka
then he’d be hame scon.

For the first teme in her life, she liked the ralk in the net
No man thar came 10 these but what had something oS53
he sh of he'd seen hing or othet
meant there wasn't much left of 1t, "1 sec MacLaughtin &%
the smithy gettin’ some 1rons £'r his breakin’-up plow. 16
that was fotehanded, but come to think of 1t, "tain’t such 1”5'
while, once you reap winter 1ye, afore you go ¢ plowid’™
anather. "1 see a mole—must a been two or three days fé:
had as glossy a pelt oa him a5 you'd waat to see saytime. >
of the winter, even “Be an awful winter for snow this ¥%
now I want to tell you. I ain’t see a hornets pest close ©
«ground in I don‘tknow how tong ‘Thav's as sure a sign as 1k
of. That's an Indian sign "

Let it snow! thought Melissz She knew where she'd b

Old David Gillmor came hmping 1n one day Lord wast
at the ume, and Ensign offered to treat David thanked b
and said he guessed he'd eake same braady—f Ensign w
10 go that far, 1t had beea cold n the mughe, hada’t it?

Ensign said he badn't souced it

“Cold down to my place!” David assured hirn.

“That might be,” suid Ensign. -

“*Twas cold!” averred David “And what's more you ©
now my womaan—1d ought not to complain, maybe~b*
don’t scem to me like nowadays she heats up the bed, 6
good as she used w0 "

“She'd ought co pur the pan o it earlier.”

“Puts the pan €0 1t early eaough. Later om, is when J e
long towards mornin’ " .

"Oh," said Ensign, unsmiling. o

“You take in the old days a man could keep warm 2t 9%
Why, I temember the ume when, if 2 man wanted 2
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ne had to do was ga g|k it. Bears was thick around here, You
Id geta beat anytime.”

E‘en 50, if 2 man was to gee cold at night early as this is, he'd
‘€ to wait awhile, woulda't he?”
‘Why would he?” said David,
‘“Twouldn’t pay him to skin a bear, nor this nme of year.”
"Why wouldn't ic?”
Pelt's too poor, for 2 while yet.”
“No, ic ain'tl”

Augusr ." Ensign suggested.

“All righr, Augusx' Now Ifl tell you something. My old
1.: told me: Davey, he said—this when I was a young one
:D:wey\ he says, iw'll pay you 1o skin a bear any month’s got
"\Vel] it might," Ensign concedcd “maybe last part of
gust Still, 1 wouldn't think so ™

'T}ms all you know aboutr bears Ain't 3 young fellow
ind hete now knows about bears like they used to—less it
bt be Whit Livingscon—n he aim’t around here. Where is
.now? You know? I ain't seen him lately.”
ain't seen him either.”
'He's went north,” said Melissa, “—so someone told me.”
“Went north,did he? What'd he want to go north for? Too
rly to trap yer.”
“Wenc to get him a bear, prob'ly ” Lord spoke into hus glass.
“How far north was he goin'"” David asked of Melissa,
"I couldn’s say as to that ”
"Well, I hope he comes back,” the old man rematked darkly.
[hat's an awful mean country "

“Why is it*" asked Lord, just a lictle bit scotnfullge He was
red of David, be didn’t know now why he'd treated him.

“I don'’t feel no call to go there "

“Indians’te cleaned cut now, you got no cause to WOrry.
.nyhow, one that you cheated, David, would bave died of old
g¢ by now.”
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avinced himself that Joe had z sack of gold buried under every
t apple tree within ten rods of the forge and probably two
er the anvil. Ir was in rhat happy conviction that he greeted
lazgely. “Good moraing to you, Joe Philip, my fnend and
Jery fine morning—though a little warm walking.”
Joe never glanced up, he'd seen him coming. He said only
apitio,” not much rasing his vowce over che sound of his
snmer, and went on bearing out nails
Nails, eh? Business good, Joe?-——not that thar matters o 2
" fixed the way you be.”
“Business 1s no good,” said Joe berween hammerings. The
10d of the hammer was soft on the iron, but rang clear on the
_,vi!. “Nails I make up like I used to make spun yarn—when
re’s naught else to do”
s'The nail, cherry-ted, lost color rapidly Joe had 1t squared and
‘wn, though, bcfcre it had coofed too much. He tossed it into
lVvuckex,whexe it gave a shor, futile hiss—and then he reached

¢ 1 come on an errand,” Captain Butler informed him. He'd
.4t been asked 10 sit down yet.

Joe hammered the nail our “What you come aftes?”

¢ Tcome ¢ talk business.”

Th: nail hissed in the bucker “Smuth business?”

“No. T'other.”

Whar about it? She ready>”

'No she ain't ready! Why should she be ready? Yuu and me
n't agreed, Joe, We an't agreed o how mixch yet.”

Joe pumped two or three tmes on the long bellows handie, I
swed you how much tother day at ¥ tavern”

Captain, undismayed, smiled. “What! That little sample?”
“You seen ic alf, Capitao.”

Caprain seated himself on 2 worn cross section of white cak
Zarr had once used for the anvil "When you ger done podgenn
ver them nails o' yourn, _Ioe, then we can ralk maybe

* “What's to talk about?”

# “Money.”
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Joe finished another nail, laid down his tongs, :md.l“t“l"“
on the anvil. He still held his hammer. He said, "A fight
cnralk”

Caprain began. He was a poor maa, he said, but 03
remain so. He loved kis daughter. All he sought was herk:
ness. Of Joe's money, all he wished for himself was enost
ease slightly the otherwise insupportable pain of 2 fa'(her
his daughrer, He was not asking much. Joe might think
ought to take more, but he wouldn’e.

Joe said, “You can have what I showed you, come the &
get married”

“Now, now, Joe! Don't talk that way!”

“You're t’ one’s tatkin’. What I say ain't talkin’. Wht!l

“Why, God's name, Joe, that's nidicfous! You don't mex
measly handful! Why, that ain’t much more’n enough for
a really good black woman!—and if that's all that you of
say you'd better get one.”

“You got one ' sell, Capitdo? You in t'at ki’ o' busi

“What th' heil do you mean?”

Joe shrugged his great shoulders.

“Now, then, Joe, let's to business I'm goin’ t' be €35
agree with you, Joe—and this 1s rock-bottom, I didn't
here to trade with you, not in a matter of this sort—I1
sith you, Joe, my friend, for gold to the equal of ten thot
mill dollars. You can cake it or Jeave it.”

Joe never blinked

“You kaow damn w.ell you got it, and so do 1 know it
that's mothin’ to you, Joe; I'l wager you've all of that sight
under that anvil--say nothin” o° what you got buried ous
the place here.” .

“For ten gallon of brandy, I sell you vt anvil and all £
under it. You wan' ¢’ buy?”

“I don’t want no dama anvil! What I waat is fair trea®™

“You ¢'n have what I showed you.” o

Captain’s tone akered, “You know, Joe,” he said thot.
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aere’s one thing I ain'c spoke of. Tt be fair 'n open, and Y
‘te ickindly of you, Joe, not to take no offense. But it might be
1 been thinkin'—thac I don’t want 2 mite of it. My hands is
xn, Joe, 'a whae litde I've got I've made fair, square, and
est. You rell me this, Joe: where'd that money come from?™
‘'Oh, it come from all aver.”
“Well, fou know how you got it.”
'Oh, yes. I know.”
“Then where did you get it?”
“Whit Livingston, he give t'ar gold ¢'me, Capitio, for makin®
ythe blade. Now you know, 100 ™
You listen to me, Joe 1f chat ain’ clean money ...
Joe raised his eyebrows politely and waited.
"If that ain't clean money . 7
added 2 smile. "Yow're in stays, Capitao.”
tays’? What do you mean stays >
"Wen you try a new rack, put ‘er ‘ard over You los’ your
zﬁy, ain’ you?™
“I dknow what you're talkin’ ‘bout. Look here, Joe, I'm sexi-
. There—there aint any bicod on it?”
“You see any spots?™
“You know what I mean Aad you answer me truly!”
 “What good would t'at do® You amr’ goin’ ¢ beheve.”
“Yes or no, Joe!™
'right: fere is blood on 1"
' “Oh, Ged! You don't mean it!”
Joe crossed himself.

“Don’t do that!” said Captain. Oh my God, Joe! But, Joe—
¢, there ain't very much blood .
3 “A puncheon o” blood ¢ each piece 0° gold, maybe. T’ar too
fuch for you, Capitio?”

“A puncheon! Why, a score o' men’s blood woulda’t fill up a
funcheon! T see—~you're jokin'”

“In my country, Capitio, we know where gold come from—
vack in ¢ old dags. All ' gold tn € worl’ has got blood on it,
Zapitfo—one time or another. T" mos’ you can do is t' watch

£
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. ont it ain’ sour blood. You look out for u( aow—you &8
much ¢’ lose, You got more t'ings ¢’ ask me?”
“I tell you what, Joe: I'll say five chousand.”

“You ¢an if you want to—say five, ten or twenty.”

“All sight, then: you name a figure.”

“I don’ count ver good. You can have what I showed

“You're an awful hard man, Joe.” !

“I don't t'ink s0."

"Well, I know you bet”

Joe didn't answer.

Captain said, “Well, I got no time to waste this way. E
down off his perch. "When you're ready to listen 1o 7e3s0%
come up to the tavern.”

“Good day to you, Capico.”

Captain Batler strode out of the doorway. “Ob, e~
turned back again. "1 forgor what 1 come for. Nails, nc
penny. That's what I come about. I could get ’em cross fiv
course, not so dear as what yourn be, and a better pail 1
Srill, if you want the business . . . These here you been <
how much would they be? They don't ra awful even.”

“Same price as before ”

"People claim they break over,”

“Any nail'l break over if it ain’ striken fair—Derry %
my nail.”

“All righe. Half a hundredweight. What's to boot? L
pothooks™

. “T'see 1o boot. For me to boot, ram—same as ¥ hs C:

“Let’s sce—pint o Medfozd you had the last time.”
"Quart—by your measure.”

“All right, a quart then You'll fecch the mails up

"I send 2 boy wit' "em. He can fetch t' ram back £ sme” ;

Caprain stood loukmg out the doorway. “Well,a nice o
I said before, ain't it? Hot, though for walkm :

“I don’ know. I ain’ walk any. &

“All right, Joe"—he swung sound to h\m-—"CﬁH it
thousand.”
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" Joe raised his haad to the bellows pump snd his fire glowed
“ightly. “I got nails ¢ make now.”
Captain blew up. He cursed Joe pretty Jibemlly
‘When Captain had finished, Joe said, "You are 2 mosquito.”
ting his thin hp the old man made for the doorway. This
725 the third time . . . and a third tume be turned back again.
.et me look at it once more,” he sa1d, almost pleading.
"You seen it alteady. It don’ look any different.”
"But I didn't count it
“You got years comin’ ¢’ count ir.”
¥ The little. figure collapsed on the upended oak piece He was
»¥np now, and hunched over. He was a man beaten. Hns bowed
tad nodded slightly. “Yes . . .” he said to himself, *. . . yes,
1ars yet ta count it.” And wuhou: looking up, he p\x( qut a
htall hand to Joe. “All right. It's a bargain.”
#* Joe saw the hand, and reaching bigh overhead to 2 cranny,
%2 brought down a bottle, "Here—" he s3id, “drink on it."
£ Captain’s hand took..it. When he'd fumbled the plug out, he
rﬂ-:mk deeply, not gracefully, and then coughed a lirtle. "Thank

- Joe plugged the bortle and set it back up where it had come
‘om, With hammez and tongs he went on with his nail-making.
raptain just sat there, not even surnng. Joe didn’t speak to him,
ut he was more than aware of hum. Because of Captain, Joe
wouldn’t work smoothly. he had to dunk separately of each
hing he was doing. Caprain's presence upset him-—the little
gure in black, there, all drawn 11 Jike 2 spider. It kept crossing
oe’s mind, too, how he'd come by the money. Joe never liked
hinking of that with another man sittng there, It was roo real
! n his mind~-cleares now than 1t had been the mghz that it
:nappened. It would come so real bcfore him that jt seeméd un-
ziafe to have it there: if he could see it so plainly, why should
sthers be blind to it?
Captain stirred on his pedestal. The brandy had worked in
shim and he felt more himself again. “Joe,” he said, “I been
studyin’, and Il tell you what you're to do. Xl do the most of |,
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ir, but T don't waat you to spoil it. L kaow the girh, and [
whar she takes to.”

Joe wiped his forehend and made shift to listen.

“There ain't been but one man that could ever com¢
her. He went away afterward, and there was nowt ever €05
it. 1 scen it all at the time, and I'l{ give you the benefit Yout
to come on her easy, Joe. She ain't like most women. You,
be soft with her. Swearin’ and fighun' and singie’ and‘ﬂf-”
thar, she’s seen enough of. Gentlemen, too, mind you!
more than one away that might even have married het.I.
_what she wans is a kind of 2 humble man—ithis coe Tspakt
he was properly humble. What I mean is, soft-spokes,
kindly, 2nd helping. 'F you could make our to be that -
‘stead of the way that you be—you mught get along ¥
Course, I shall do my part~—which, as I say, 1s the most

"What is v'ar? Like I ol you?”

“You can leave that to me, Joe Well, I must be going !

-~ hot day for walking.”

“Here,” said Joe, “~finish 1t.”

“Why, that's very handsome! No—just a swallow . .."
Captain departed, and Joe stood there thinking, He”
on the anvil first, and then he sat down to think. He thovs’
long time, and he came round to feel this way: that the kn‘ﬁv
man Captain had said she was looking for, well, now tht
thought of it, that was the kind of man José Felipe ¥
though maybe most wouldn't see 1t, and he hadn't immself?

now.

Then he thought of Mehssa,

]3 MELISSA SHUDDERED a little; it was cold and dﬂﬂk,:
the springhouse. Nor was 1t warm out of doors even, excft "
the sun. A week's gray, rainy weather had chilled all the cO”“l;
side. The wind had changed last night and now the su8 S50
but even at noonday, in this second week of Septerber, i
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sile strength co it for all it was brighr. It could not make the
ass hot again. Under a white pine, the soft thickness of needles
ould be wet and chill till next summer, with no proper smelt
~ them; tha was lost now. It would come again—far from here
--on the other side of the winter. Nexe year, in the north, there'd
-* summer for bach of them.
t It made her work 2l the heavier, this thinking of next year
¢ - of Whir's coming before then, of ail things in the forure,
_zcause it was only this present that now stood between them.
yhir would be along any day ..
- She tried to get on with hcr dlummg—buz when she laid
’ald of the dasher, the task seemed too much She needed some-
»Ang to tarry her through it. She knew where she could find it.
= Outside, where the pans were sec out for their sunning, she
.ood once 2gain as she'd stood back 1n the summer, looking
“yen toward the meadow. It was no great disappointment—in
oJat very first instant—that the meadow seemed empty. She'd
73t really expected that this time he'd be there. There was al
ays a chance though . . . Then, by waing a moment, she got
 hat she'd come our for: she made herself see him—a clear, dis-
gt figure, swinging up through the meadow. She put her hand
o> her heart, then. But she didn't straighten her apron, or put her
'candup to hee hair.
* Back inside the springhouse, she set herself o her labor . . .
» It took a long time this morning There was weanness in her.
”ler arms ached and her back, too She could remember when
“horming was nothing—she had used to enjoy ir. It had scemed
resh and cool in the springhouse—no ope to disturb her—and
he dasher'd been lighter, too Now it was heavy.
She kept on with it.
- When a falnrness came on her, she recollected that she'd eaten
Jttle that morning, She was not out of case, really, but—well,
tndian pudding that had stood siace the night before, cold beef,
“and cider—she just hada’c felt drawn to them. Later on in the
xmcmmg, she'd drink some rea, maybe. That was why she was
’hm: fow: she h:\dnt eaten hex breakfase, In spite of thar, *
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though, she didat feel hungry. Still, that was nothig nok
about . . . Soon as Whit had got back, everything would beé
ferent! She'd be right as a eriver, then.

She kept on with her churning . . . unzil all she was 3wt
was the churn right in front of her, with her hands be'n! ot
dasher. She was not ctying yet, but she knew in a minue
would be—no one could see ber. She spoke Whit's pame b
aloud-—and then knew thac was foolish,

After a time, someone spoke to her. Melissa didn't Look
him. She'd got it fixed in her head that, for some reasor forg
ten, she muse keep on with this churning.

“Here—1I give you 2 hand wit’ fat.”

She saw a great hand fix itself round the dasher below -

. she gripped it. The dasher quickened 1tself—down and up, &
and up—and Melissa let go of it. She stepped back and o
at him—

. Jee.
Melissa was frightened. She backed to the wall and putal
out to steady her.
“T" old man said you was out here”—and then he moved!
% -ad sideways. "Go out 'n st down—"he said, "I finish tis&
or you.”
She got outside somehow, and she had to sit down thea®
cause het knees wouldn't hold her . ..
She gazed at Joe through the doorway. The churn Jooked!
. have shrunk some Joe was bringing the butter!—bed
- hands on the dasher and was makeng it fly. He was like ©oF
the 1id our of 1t if he didn't ease up some}-—and every St
the dasher, his liztle red hair ribbon would bob up and %%
Melissa couldn’t help laughing—not because she wanted!
laugh, but just because she couldn’t help laughing.
Joe must have heard her—and he waved a hand to het.
She stopped laughing suddenly. "
But she stayed thete toa long . . . and Joe, when he'd b
the butter, came out and confronted her, “All done,” he &4
“ saberly. .
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- Melissa said, “Thank you, Joe"—although she shrank from

Tar 2in” nathin’,
. “Well—you're stronger than,J am.” She had to say something.
¢ "You ain’ only a woman—and not such a big oae. You need
tan ¢ work for you.”

Well—"

“I am a strong man—José Felipe.”

Melissz said nothing,

“T’ old man,” Joe informed her, “he put too much work on
n.

Caprain squawled from the casement where he'd been listen-
“Joe! Look here a minute—"
"What for?" Joe inquired.
got a barrel here thar [ can’t break over. Bear a haad, will
w?—Got too much heft to 1t—~Barbados m'lasses.”

Joe went relucranily, muttening something.

» Melissa went to hide in the barn unul Joe had gone home

3ain. There was a place up under the eaves, she knew, where .
¢ one could find her; she'd treasured 1t always since she was a
s tde girk. Ie seemed good to go back to 1t Just up overhead,
‘ben she'd Jie in the hay there, there was a knot 1n the tie beam
;at made an old woman's face. Thete'd been many a time that

Aelissa had atked to het.

X,
;14 AT FIRST slowly, then with a chill, indifferent swife-
gless, October seemed (o spread out its days before her—each
JVas empty.
Melissz knew what she was up against. She yielded nothing.
+She no fonger cried out for him, times when no one could hear
her, but she'd fouad this to say o herself and she said it oftens:
"All right, he gin't come today. But he can come tomorrow. And
" even i€ he don't come tomorsow, it can’t be no worse than today
" was. One day at a rime Jike this, I'd ought to be able to handle—
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for a while, I can, anyhow—if 1 don't think too much & ]
. She got along that way. She kept her head up. ¢

She prayed for his coming, but not very often. Thefe“ -
use keeping after Him. He knew how things stood , ’
would do what He would do. y

Things being this way, she didn't pay much heed 10, ‘
presence. .

There came a gray day, though, when she had hard «
keep hold of herself. No macter what she was doing, shet
feel the future come closer.

Seeking escape from that feeling, she put on her clotks
stepped out into the dooryard—where she found not thebt:
ness of autumn, but certatn and near in the low, heavy .
the look of things generally, the oncoming of winter. It
t00. Over off to one side, she saw Joe at the woodpile. Jo¢-
red hair ribbon was brighter than any autumn leaves Teft:
She watched Joe for 2 moment as she mught a bird or 259
he was something in motion that she hoped would hold:
teation. It came 1o her, wasching him, that Joe was touad <
good deal lacely Most every day, he'd be in for something
often as not lend 2 hand 1n one way or another. Cometo *
it, Joe must have lugged all the wood for a week now, It &
seem odd, perhaps, that she hadn't noticed jt—if she'd b%
lug it herself she'd have nonced 1 soon enough! Bur she ke
was not odd. She knew where her mind had been—nevera!

Joe's back was to her. The prle was breast-high to hio, 2
all of it maple, and the sticks a handspan in thickness. It =
enough wood with no papple into it, but it was wonder
heavy. Melissa never could handle more than two stk
time 6f it. .

Joe kept pulling sticks toward him till he had six ot eigt
them jutting out from the woodpile. He put a long arm 05
over them, slid his fight arm underneath, and, whcndk':
gathered them, eased the load to his shoulder, settled
geatly, and starred into the house with it.

He saw Melissa and said to her, "Mornin""

‘
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Mornin’ to you, Joe. You got quite a load.”

oe grinned like 2 schoolboy. “I come back and you load me
» L carry some wood.”

+felissa smiled pleasantly. “Hold on—1I'll ger thar door for

,0e said, "I can get ‘er"—and she ler him do it.

the went back to the pile then, and waited. This was a pretiy
1g—her helping the man that she'd once been afraid of. Joe
| changed some, of course, bur that wasn't the whole of 1. She
{n't known, then, whar being afraid could amount to. Far 25
; was concerned, she could be as much afraid of Joe as she'd
,t been, and ir wouldn't bother her any—not alongstde of
J other fear; that Whir would never come home agaiz.
Joe came out of the tavern, and Melissa smiled at hum—half
musement because Joe was so eager to show off before het-
s You load me up,” he commanded her proudly.
Dne after anotber, she put eight sucks on his shoulder. He
,med 1o bear up all right. She put on another, “There,” ste
A, “that ought to do it

‘More,” said Joe. "Give me somet'ing to catsy.”
She put on another suck “There!”

{ Mother of God!” Joe exclaimed cheerfully, “I ain’ no more'®
ballast. Put some more on "

“You'll overset 'f I do. You gor more on there now 'n you ¢
t through the door with,”

“T won' overset, I got too much beam ¢ me." He stood with
s fecc aparr. "If I had a line to secure it, I could carry more yet
ren

“You got to set it dowa when you're in thete Go on, now, be
¥ with you. If you want any more, I guess the pile'll sull be

zre.
Joe stepped off slowly .. and the sound of his breathing was
st like an ox’s. It was the biggest turn of wood she'd ever seen
man carry. Melissa stepped round him so s to hold the doof
pen. Her toes gripped the floor while he went through the
porway ... but he made it alf right. She shut the deor after him.
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“Hold on now, Joe, and I'll take it off of you.” -

“Ger away.” Joe moved his left foot back, 2nd then ~
to et himself settle till he was down on his left kace. T
right shoulder came forward (the one bad the wood o ifl-
he bent his back forward . .. when the weight touched (htf
he was over the worst of it. He set that wood down as ait&
a woman would put down a baby that had gone to leep®
aems.

“Well, Jooks 's though you'd done ir,” Melissa comn*
him. “Made a terrble clatter, though, if you should @ spl
“That there rock maple’s got a wonderful heft to it.”

Joc was blowing considerably. “Maple ain’ heavy. Yo-
carry mahogany?”

“No, I don'’t guess s0 1d" know whar e is even.”

“Kind of a wood,” said Joe,

“Give out a good hear, does it?”

“Might. T'ings are-made of 1t.”

“Like what do they make of 162"

“Oh .. .all kind o' r'ings Grows in hor countries—not}
ones, " wet anes I scen a sloop dnce come in from ¢ Islands
some logs of it 1o her. One went by t' board when t'ey 9
loading She float high in t' water, for such heavy wood ¥i-
your old man today?”

“Pa's out with the pigs. He enjoys to look ar 'em.”

“Pretty soon butcher, eh?”

"No, not'll November.” -

“Pretty soon, all t' same.”

“No, it ain't,” she sud quickly. “Eleven daysto s ~
know how long to November.” .

Joe's smule was 2 knowsng one. “You don't like ¢ bu

“Henry Ferguson does it,” she said indifferently. ;+

“I bet you bear a hand. T'ere ain’ anyt'ing round here Yoda
put a hand to. Look here, now: 1 come and I buecher. I
whole ¢ing for you. You won’ get no blood on you, et

Al

won't have to scrape bristles. All you do, tend ¢ fire: T
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\ max Joe is comin’ ¢’ bmche: Draw for me, will you? A gill
West India”
felissa drew for him. “T don 't know as Henry Ferguson would
e it too kindly, ]oe He don’t do any smithwork.”
» You don’ have t’ pay me-—not even a forequarter. L do it to
(0 you. Like £ wood, 1 shall do ic”

felissa, when she'd set out Ins drink for him, had wandered

"0ss ¢o look out the window She'd forgot Joe for a moment
. and then it came to het suddenly what Joe had just said 1o
v, Well, she'd got to ser him f1ght sometime, and she might as
" 1t do 1t now.
;he said, " "Tan't any use, Joe.”
" She heard Joe set the bow! down.
. "What ain?” he asked her.
" All this helpin’ You're dow’” She turned round and faced
n. "I'm obliged to you, Joe, bur you don't gain nothin’ by it.”
Joe Jeaned on the counter and seemed to study the measuring
¥s. °T remember,” he said, “ume was when you laughed at

.‘"Melissz temembesed,

“Now do you laugh at me?”
#No,” said Melissa.,
e remember,” said Joe, “ume was, you was scared of me.
. tink Joe didn’ know 1¢, t'ar day 1a t’ springhouse?”
* Melissa remembered.
"Now," said Joe, “you atn’ scared of me.”

“Not a mite,” said Melissa ~
Joe's eyebrows went up. "And I don’ make any headway?”
"No,” she said weanly. "No, Joe, I guess not.”

Joes cyebrows came down again lower than they'd been to
tsgin wich, “Why don’ I?”

Thete was no way to tell him. “I don’t know what yow're
¥feer, 'n "tatn’t my place to say so, s'posin’ I did know. Bur this
¥ere's what I do say: when you don( get 1:, Joe—xeve: tis
#.m you're after—don't think. <hested. You could

o




102 Loox TO 1HE MOUNTAIN

lug all the wood in from now till next summer, and 2
nothin’ by it. 1 got nothin’ to give you." N

“Not to give me, eh? To some other man, maybe?” L.

Strangely unmoved, she said, "That's up to me, B2t

Joe was stopped All he was sure of was that she 326
going o be questioned. "Sure,” he said handsomely, ¥
right. Pardon. I don’ mean to say nothin’”

“Nor I don’t,” she said dryly. L

Joe didn't quite carch it. He sull tried to squase hins!
ain’ see nobody roun’ here—a long time, I ain’ seen ¢

Melissa satd almost playfully, “Maybe you scared ‘=
Joe.” She felr considersbly cheered for some reason o
- “By God!” exclaimed Joe "I scare 'em o' righe if Isee”

They heard a horse in the inn-yard, and both went ®
window, >

“Stranger,” said Joe. " "

“The horse ain’t,” said Mehssa. “That's the major’s ¢
he’s got. Must've bated at Suncook.” He had come *
north: he conld have a letter.

“Priest,” said Joe, “or a clerk, maybe. Big man, too, zint
By God, he's a big one!”

“He's got the clothes on of a minister. You go tik¢]
harse, Joe, and tell Pa to come 1n here.”

Joe sard, "A’ right,” and went to do as she told him.

15 1B MAN had 1o bend his head mose thaa B0t
he came in through the doorway He was a big and P‘m‘m:
creature—dressed all 1n black but for the disty lines :‘;
his chin—and bis face even larger than the rest of hin
for. He had a colorless face with the unlighted look that
on the underside of a cucumber, With bis head stightly ot
he advanced toward Melissa like a one-man procession:
By the light of the fire, she saw thar his little eyes
the room swiftly, though his head didn’t move any. i
He halted just short of the counter, “The Reverend S
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aer,” he prochimed, pronouncing the words in much the
7 that he walked, “of Dutham, in Connecticut. Newly come
.m the Grants, I proceed now to Portsmouth.”

'Phe saw the lirtle eyes P all over her.

1 desire refreshment,” Mr. Powter informed her. “And you,”
nbserved coming as close to her as the counter berween
m permitted, “are, if I may say so, my dear, most refreshing
2 poor missionary who has been long 1n the wilderness. In
; whole of the Grants, I assure you, I have scarce roet with a
Jite woman who was nor 50 yellowed by wood smoke that
resembled 2 heathen more than she did a Christan. You'd
{istress Butler?” Reverend Potter believed he wre smiling
He laid his huge hat to one side on the counter, and leancd
rpose(ully toward her.

“Not greatly troubled that he wanted to kiss her, she drew
<k to the wall.

Rverend Potter gave no indication of being either hurt or
omshcd "Ah, but stay!” he advised her, and held uvp a fat,
1y forefinger, Wich his lefr hand be reached 1nto the bosom
_his traveling cloak. “I have something here, chuld, which 1
bught especially for you," He kept fumblmg for it. “Wait,
’ait, now . . . yes, I have ir.” And then shrewdly not bringing
fonh he addcd “Bur first, haven't you something for me, my

3

Mehssn could feel no curiosity concerning any small trinket
t might come out of that cloak. Standing there with her
ms folded, she laughed at the man. And when she had done
), she turned away and watked ouc of the room.
" As be gazed at the door which the girl had pulled ta behind
er, Mt. Potter's face slowly settled back into sagging solemairy.
le was aware, however, that he felt more than 2 passing annoy-
nce. “What she needs,” he confessed, “1s a real good blue-beech
o her”

It was to Captain—when the latter had set out a bowl of hot
ip and promised boiled pork to follow—that Poreer yielded
p what he had in his pocker. ,
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“howl. “I don't mean to intrude, of course, but if there’s any
~ I can help you , . "
Look here,” said Captain, who thought he saw something.
*2ll you what you c'ndo...”
Yes>”—the tone lacked enthusiasm
=Wait, now—Ilet me think.” Captaia thought quite a ways.
=n he said, "Mz, Potrer, here’s whart I wish you'd do: you ¢'n
tk this here news to her. Lain'c got the heart to. But now you,
1fre a minister, you'd ought to be an old hand ac it. If I was
sell her, I ain't sure she'd believe it.”
#What might the news be?” Mr. Porter inquired.
::She’s been jilted.”

‘o1 the better part of an hour—while Captain talked on,
Potter finished a second bowl of flip and his supper—the

"% men had the toom to themselves, Captain found M. Potter

intelligent man who always appeared to be listening and
lh:‘ wis not 100 free with his questions. Potrer found Captain
agpie.
Sacil he could make up his mind as to just where to head for,
" hardthinking Captan kept talking round and round in a
*le. A good many tmes he spoke of the reust and confidence
“had reposed in Whit Livingston. Why, even the money for
, boy 1o go north wuth had come out of Captan'
"As for the girl, satd her father, she'd of course matry with
*neone—but that would not bring the money, back.
Suill, he was thankful that the news had come this way in-
.2d of straight to Melissa. Because he, her father, conld now
+ o it surely thar the news was broke to her easy.
y-About the fifth time that Captain came round to that, Mr.
ter said coolly, “Ts the girl wich child by the young man?”
7" No!” Caprain said instantly. And then, somewhat paler—
cause this was the first time the thought had ecaurred to him—
"+ said again, “No, she ain't, Mr. Potter. I asked her that, and
+ € 1old me—-and she tells me the trach, sir”
v "You are fortunate.”
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J—

“Yes, I expect 50,” the other answered morosely. Hea
pay nothin’ if she did have a child by him.”

There was no comment from Potter. 4

Finally Captain said wistfully, I do wish that you
her ...

“Why should 1 tell her?” .

"Well, like I said, if T was to tell her, chances ase in &%
place thar she wouldn't believe it.”

“You have the letter.” 5

“Sart'n I have! Aod she ain’t gosn’ ¢ see ie! This B*
cruel letter, “Tain't fir for a woman!'—let alone a yousf
that's been raised like Mlissy. Why, do you know, Mr. 13
what this Jetter says in 12"

“You're the one read 1t.”

“Says he’s made him a pitch and he's buile him a leaa®
he’s got him a woman and she’s lvin’ there with him. Ht
they both like ir, and he aims to hook on to her.”

“Pioneering,” said Porter. .

“Thar's right, pioneern’. I can’t tell the child, sig!? 1 it

“the hearr to. Naw, if you'd tell her for me—you kaow, kit
easy~—T'd be most awful grateful. Your bed and your beett
and all you've et so far wouldn't cost you a penny, Or b
txorsell get, either, of what he’s had already. I do wishryv“!
i

“"Well, I don’t know, Captan. I can't say it appeals 08¢
- “Thac’s part of a miuster’s job, ain't 1t? I always thoug”
—breakin’ bad rews to folks—more pticly women.”
+ "It is often our duty.”

“Why ain’s it this tume?”

“Well .. . it may be. It may be.”

“Why, sart'n!” smd Caprain.

“Very well, then. I'll do 1" . ot

“Good!'I know'd you would, Mr. Potter, or I ‘V"“M:}
asked you. Well, T guess this hese letter can go iat' the fire
reached into his pocket. .

“T'd best see her alone, I think,” Porter said heavily.
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faptain rusned on him, forgetting the lecter. "Not” he sard
1estly, “that ain't the way, Mr. Potter!”

Bur, my dear Captain Butler!”

.Now here’s how to do ir. You—"

‘ouer showed his annoyance.

Listen here, Mr. Potter, she’d only blow up on you and you
.1dn’t ger nowhere. I know #hat gurl, you believe me! Now
" listen to me: pretty soon they'll be 1n here, and—"

‘Who will?”

T\Vhy, the ones that come 1n here. I don't know—half a

7 of ‘em. “Three or four, anyhow—men come in of an eve-

SVV&IP"

Now, then, look here: you won't any mose’n get 3 chance

,ded:ue yourse]f afore they'll all want you l tell ‘'em how
)gs is ' the Grants. You know how that is.”

’Yes, yes, I know. And no sooner I've told them, than they’tl
“Well, that may be, of course—and then take great pains
l,how me that by no possibility could things be as I've told
o That's the traveler's lot. Yes, I well know how that is!"

I Well, ke I was saying* you go on and you tell ‘em. And
Alse you're a-talkin’, you make sure she’s a-fistenin’, and
in you sy, "Wait, now . . . yes, by God; I remember: [ seen
‘young feller there said he was from Kittlef'd—Livingston,

;name I think—if I recollect, twas.” That'll open her ears for
u' And then you just tell che men like st is in the lester. That's
e best way.”

“Why is ie?”

“Because she can’t make no fuss! There'll be other folks
und! There ain’t anyone knows this about her and this
ivingston only me that's her father. She ain't goin’ t'want ¢’
Il them she’s been jilted—not by a long shot! Later on, I ¢'n
ilk to ber, 'n—well, you know" kind of comfort her.”

- “Well,” agreed Mr. Potcer, “all night, if you say s0.” After all,
e supposed, he did owe the girl something for the way that
he'd Jaughed at him. By this means, he could pay her. “There
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is one thing abour it, though, that I find rather troul
“What's that?” o
“You have asked me to speak an uatruth, Captain B\'
“You ain't tellin’ her only what's sight here in the s
you want to see jt—well, no, I don't know as I'd pughe to
all, ir's her letter.” - .
“The point is,” said Porrer, “that T've never seen che” :
“Well, I ¢'n tell you "bout him so's you'll think that jo!
him. He ain’r quite 50 high as you be, though he aio’
shore of it, And he ain’t got the heft that you got by 3.
alf. He's hard and yet withy. He's stow-spoken and sofes¢
and he steps awful easy. He ain't quite towheaded, tho
comes pretty close to it—say abous between Indiarf thats
ground in a plumpin’ mill and a dry field of hay stubble¥
you look across it. He's gor biue eyes, I guess, tho\l&h}:
never noticed, and his face hight-complected—more plti-t
when be's been in the woods awhile, though in wint®
darker. That help you any®”
= "I may not have seen him, but I've seen a good mas]
. him. Yes, it might very well be thar this boy was among -
Whereabouts is the letter from?”
“He don't say,” answered Captain. ,
“The man who entrusted 1t to me, said he'd brought it
Wolfeboro, Wolfeboro's far to the east of where I've been”
“That don't signify any. You know how ‘tis with I
they go up 'n down 'n all over. Man undertakes t’ carry 2 7{5
’n then he goes somewheres else, 'n the letter goes with
T would’t doubt for a munute this was wrote from the G
somewheres. I would say, Mr. Potter, that you most tikely -
seen him.” .
“Yes, possibly—possibly I hope so—1 trust 50. Well, i
belief that 1 bave seen him, T shall do as you ask, sir- Tell-
now of these others” . -
“Thete ain't been any others! I—" ’ s
"No, no, you mistake me.” Mr. Potcer held up bis ok
mean the men who'll be in here.”
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_Oh, them.”
“Yes. The townsfolk, so to speak—ar I might say your neigh-
5. Tell me about them. Ase they Christians?~men of sub-
ce?”
"Well, I guess it's the same way as in most towns round about
2: there’s some 15, and some st
Who has the most money?”
‘No one’s got any money. You mean who’s the best fixed?”
“Well put it that way.
““Tnar depends,” sand Captain. He went to work on the
Tstion.
doreer listened arzentively.

THERE WAS no hutry or bustle in the atmosphere of
avern. Mr. Potter of Dusham was doing the talking. In
5 eat next £0 the fire—a doubtful honor, most places, where

2 ¥y piled on the firewood in a way to blister the calves—Mr

ger was comforrable,
“Dplposxre Potter was Lawsence Murphy, the tailor—still
:nding the money he'd won on Whie Livingston that day ai
2 mowing of he would be 10 a momeat. Just now Mr, Potter
s treating him. Thar was the main reason that Murphy was
“lening: the man who pard for the drink bought a right to
w% talking. Murphy was beginning to feel char this Mr. Potter
v’d about had his money's worth and perhaps a bit over.
= Old David Giltmor was on the bench beside Murphy. David
*13s nursing a quare of mulled cider which he would himself
y for somedzy. He'd had to promise his wife that he woulda't
s#ink even rum ronight because they couldn’s afford it, He had

apes, though, of this minister. From time to time, David would
L4y, "Yes, sir, that's righ, sit!” or "Ain't that wonderful? Yes,
gel”

Ensiga Lord sat with his long lezs strerched out to the fire.

ipped his drink, and said nothing. He dida’c think much of

shis Mr. Potter.
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A litcle off to one side, and some ways from the fi]
Felipe was sitting alone. No one had said to him, “Pull v,
with the rest of us!"—least of all, David Gillmor. B{u ]W‘!x
mind; he was watching Melissa. He called for a pipe, 8%
girl brought it to him. 5

“Pull up by the fire, Joe,” Melissa said to him. Yot
out in the cold there.” .

That warmed Joe as no fire could.

William Cauldwelt came in, his mind made up ac last®
him a jackknife of a proper kind to splic shoe pegs. But
a wmaveler there, Cauldwell puc off his business, and cof-
Melissa's assumption that he'd take hot rum aad water.
down on the far end of the same bench as the stranget-

Mr. Potter, reaching a period, sad to him, “Good &%
The Reverend Josiah Potter of Durham, Connecticut £
the Grants bound for Portsmouth.”

“William Cauldwell, cordwainer. Good evenin’ t0 Yo
I hope 1 don't interrupt you.” .

"Not at all! Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Potter—and prosel?

After a while, Thert came 1n, making twice the noise i
usually did, slamming the door and stamping his fe
though he owned five hundred acres. When they looked 1
at him, they all saw the reason. Thett had his pew o
“Looks almighty brave, ‘master,” Cauldwell said solemnly ki
"bout some boots to go with ie?” .

“Sure!” Thett agreed cheerfully. “What'll you take for
Latin or Greek?”

“Well, if you wan't o use em no more'n what I would
Latin, they'd last a long tme, [ guess.”

“But if you used the Latin as much as I would the booS,
it would not only outlast them but get seronger and stronge

“Very pretty,” said Poreer.

Thett turned and bowed to him. "My apologies, sie.T
Tdidn’t see you."

“All this book-readin’, Thett"—Ensign spoke
time—"must a pretty near blinded you.”

male

for e E
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heee kepr a straighe face. “Nathanicl Thett, 3ir,” he said 10
ranger, “and your most humble servant.”
Josiah Potter.”
Aisser Potter,” said Ensign, "is God's servant, Nathaaiel.”
Turphy gazed toward the rafters and stroked his chin for 2
‘nent.
sprain Budler had mssed ir, but be saw something was
led, and he asked Thett whar his pleasure was.
Why, T guess the usual.” He sat down beside David.”
lelissa weat 1o the fire to draw our the roddy stick. There said
ie old man, “What have you got there, David?”
did have some cider.”
Have some toddy with me, then ” His new coat made him
- that way.
. Why, naw, that's very kind of you I don't mind if 1 do, sir.”
1s. Potter made & rumbling noise, and then sad, "As I was
ng..." It was Mr. Porter’s opinuon that 10 anather ten years
Grants would be without question the richest pare of the
“IlCE
l'ha[ ain’t sajin’ much,” Cauldwell put in, “the way things
now, it ain't—outside o Portsmouth. There an’s half o ¢
_mers from Bay chvmcz t Cowas has got proper boots or
LA tWo pair o’ moggas'ns
"Pmpet boots!” David sard. “Hell, I ain’t got zny‘ Nor I d
D[ any, either, "Tain't because I m a poor man, I am 't got any
)ts William Cauldwell T’ me, boots 15 a nuisance.”
““Thete's been times,” agreed Cauldwell, "when I've said
se’n that of "em. How's the Grants ¢ get sich, Reverend?”
Porter told of the land there. He had seen, felt, and tasted it,
d he had seen what would grow on it. It was interval Jand, and
qum:d 10 cleaning. And there was marsh hay for the cutring
*take care of the cattle.
-+ "Tan't all like that, is it Cauldwell inquired.
' "“Well, a good deal of it. And t's Row free of Indians.”
“Yes, £ir!” exclaimed David. "We red t’ place o’ them fellerst”
“Lovewell, Ragets, and Giltmor,” Ensiga sard to the rafrers.
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The ofd man tumed on him. “What d' yo# know ‘
T've kill't me more Indians ‘n what you ever kills »
I've kill't two or three white men—'f you call a T
white man, 'n I d' know why 30« shouldnt.” A

“I'm sorry, David. I didn't go to offend you. .

"Well, that’s all righr, then, 2nd no offense raken,” He
swallow of toddy. \

“When you've finished that,” Ensign said, “you <o Jookt

, for the next one.” .

David kept nght on swallowing and he sighed «-
finished. *You spoke just in ume, Ens'n.” ,

They all laughed together, and even Pocter smiled
Ensign signaled Melissa. ;

“What you say of the land, sit,” Murphy was speakiog, y
that may be, 0’ course, 'n I ain't never been there, Sulh!
recollect as I ever heard tell of no pioneers had got any @
at it—not ¢’ the Grants, nor yet ¢ the east o them.”

“Ah!” said Porter. “Precisely! And they never will, it

“Why is that, Mr. Potrer?” Thett asked him quietly.

“Pioneers,” Potter answered, “are men without char
They're a low, shiftless log, sir. T have slept in their cab‘miv‘
I speak with authonty. They are filthy and verminous out®
reason, and their women ase also.”

Melissa came round with the toddy for David.

“And that remunds me,” sad Porter, “T—"

“Does me, t00,” put in Murphy. “Mr. Porter, youll "":
the honor. M'lissy, you c’n fetch one for the dominit
'n as long as you're at tr, you might 's well rake 'n fif #F

up. .
“What?" said Potter. “Oh, yes—thank you." Th:‘S"’,’
the mug from him. He'32:1d to Murphy, “The hooor i$ 7
assure you, As I was saying—" . ;
“Not foo much sugar,” Murphy said to Melissa. +T guest
more used to it the way Captain does it. Captain holds ¥
when it comes t' the sugar—and the rum, too, for that |
Though he's got a lib’ral hand when it comes ¢ the watét
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Aelissa went on her errand.
Now, then,” said Murphy, “you c'n go ahead, Mr. Poter,”
. Powrer swallowed, and went ahead. "You are entirely
ect, sir, as to the pioneers’ poverty. But no pioneer ever gets
« fand. That is reserved for those who can pay for it.”
- You buy much?” asked Ensign
Some,” Porter adminted. And he described the Jand 10 them.
did it well—he described to them good land, but it was not
elievable. And be added the price that he'd paid for it.
2You got a bargan!” Captain breached fervendly.
Yes, 1 daresay.” Mr. Potrer senled back 1n his corner. "Sitl,
=2 got to sell some of it when I get to Portsmouth in order to
for my passage—round the Cape, into the Sound 1o Lyme,
<4 then up the fiver, Irll be stormy, roo, thus time of year, 1
decide to go overland.”
£Why wait tifl Portsmouth ¢ sell?” Ensign inquired.
- L never feel comfortable cartying money.”
. Road’s safe enough, surely, ‘tween here and Portsmouth.”
o, Yes, that may be, of course.” -
o ‘Ot whyn't you get Captain here " take 'n give you an order
some Portsmouth merchant—hke, say, L’mgdun it mxghr be
n then you wouldn't have to casry no money.”
Sast'nt” said Caymm "T'd be happy 1o do itt”
Ensign pursued st: “'N let Murphy 'n Cauldwell 'n Ther,
fe, if he wants 10, all go 10 on the purchase” Ensign’s tone
Elxcared that a problem commaon to all of them was thus offered
,hmon
", The men looked at Porter .
"Melissa, coming up with the two toddies, saw that this was
)( just the moment for her to antrude. She stood there wait-

’«’ﬂ-.e Reverend Potrer cleared his throat pompously. "Well,
@w, T—er—"

.. and then Murphy to Ensign: “Why don’t you come in,
Ens:gn, along with the rest of us?”

‘ All hands turned to Ensign.







Tue FieLbs 115

{zissa went on her errand. "‘»"3(08“‘154
»w, then," s3id Murphy, "you ¢'n go shea? builded was a
:3 Potter swalloned, and went aheprs 0eyond her belief
¢, sit, 25 to the pioneess’ pover=u could be said of Whit
= stland That is reserved, them spoken—and those other
355 buy mich?” asked F< their idennties lost now, they
me,” Potter admitted
+d it well—he desc- the man who had spoken, there was
" jevable. And heor him, he had no significance.
;2 got a barga a5 she'd known him. She heard the words
=5, I daresay.”they didn't touch Whit.
~ 0t to sell so:1n here, full of horror, and filthy. She was
br my passetd. With her hands omstretched before l_xer,
en up thethe door, She wanted the air that was outside,
decide to stkaess round her.
7ty “htler, her father, watched her small figure grope
< 08 e, and he figured that when she'd put her hand on
w0 ad &d call out to her, “Hey, gitl, where you going?” And
€% Yorment of triumph, he awaited the instant—
s watching her now.
et ?o Captain saw-~with a sure and purposeful swiftness

%™ suddenyout of hus chaie and had moved to open the
Milpes

?sgsa went through it.
1 3 long arm was reached up and he plucked her cape from
L1 by the doorway. Then he foliowed after her, closing the

and Captain, watching the larch descend softly, could
‘ly contain himself.

«mt in the innyard, “M'lissa—" Joe said t her . . . but she
tned him no answer.

dere—put t'is round you"~his voice very different, and he
be cape oa her shoulders. "Cold, ain® it?" -

o (& drew the cape round her, bue she lefr the hood down, and
wised her face to the wind now,
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“Wind's shifted,” Joe offered. “Comilj mot:?:,;
Be not'wese before daglighr, and cold l‘xk: lwi_
He loohed at the sky again. "D:nkin'amdy-, ‘“,\
you won' see 4 cloud. Be 1 fine night to un, 1
il be. You'd have g fine time along tonig!
you could lag, you woujd,” P
He looked at her agun—saw the wiod whpF: i
back. “Afltssa,” he satd (o her, his voice urgeat b .
old man in tere, he don’ mean nothin’ by it Wm,:
talks diecy, bue a lor of priests t'ey calk t'ar way. T9%
any better. Me, I don’ Pay 00 heed 1o 'em.”
He was certain she nodded,
“Forger it,” he counseled,

What ¢ hell; js no =t
&1l an’ they know gou don' b

around him. “God, yr's mee, an' 117 Come on, we¥
ad a way an’ t'ep y

ou forgee it.” He took hold of ¢
“ 1nd she came wich hirs.
Tt was too mych for Joe. :
They'd gone only a rod o rwo, when he stopped t
facing her.

- "Deus me vallia, Mlisha,” he blurted, “T dg
mos” awful, goddammut, Mlrsha!” He was shaken an
"Will you masey, M'isha? ... Oh, by God, bat 1 hopess
“Joe—" her voice came o hum steady and gentle-
wane you o go home now " 5
~Always, in order to say anything, Joe had had to thid
words first; they never came of themselves, He had to 1t
20d lay hold ons the words before he could use them. Jost
speaking Portuguese, as 2 young man, could find the word:
he wanted them. Bue Joe, speaking English, was like s ma
frigate who'd been raised on 2 sloop. When he'd reach for!
in the storm and the tumult, the damn thing wouldn ZE:J
And the more Pressing his need for it, the more fus
be.

‘AU words were lose to him, There was not one 1o tzke h“‘
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dltwutor:cxunpcch:m——cc'rLL_q.:;Ez::‘:w!‘,
his jaw seemed to droop 2
this firde figere befors him with ber balr Hown iz the
m..d,bms‘zma..c:htrw:vsx:c"c" essard above 2od
d thers hoth her voice cool and cormin—tiur she was
ger than e was - -
_>did as she teld kim. "A” righe” be said brebiy

ood eight, Joe

tried to rebel onze . . box ke coulda’t g coke i, b
loag after she'd spoken the soued of ker voice Loy vpeo

the dack, very slowmly, be wen: dowr the roed that fed 1o the

) S

:foreht'dgov::fn,bemge" 5 back to himeelf 20ain.
aoughr everyxhing gres. She badar sud "No™ It was thar
_vasthe biggess, and iz was exsy 0 come an i was right there
mtofhxm]c:m:.!ds:nvrgh: &, 20d £o tw0 ways abort

it was simply 2 facr and no cphft was o in - dida't do

u'ug for kim.

tunder thar facr was the feeling dht she'd eodersenod him.
Tz was the miracle—es strong and easeen zs black ez on 2
ar night. José Felipe was pow walking where, except for
irzcle, be cculd rot have walked It was exciting 2ad
B LAous
#'s¢ Felipe—in the mght and the msing wind, wodging the

to the smithy—rwas 2 hirtle exaln

42 had seen and had answered o—knowing thar he'd pader-
,‘i too—she had seen and zaswered 1o the best char was i
2
e hada't quite understood her, but thar was no maner.
.nd because this best that was in bunt w2s something that he
self hadart seen uatil lately, Joe was impressed by it. He
s71ght it exceedingly doubeful that she could resiss it.
#e'd go back there tomorrow, and thers was 2 good ¢
:she'd have him. .
g
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It was a chance that scemed to ger better every timeb.
round o ir. .. N

José Felipe shook his fist at the sky and swore Sa.
difficulty in pure jubilation.

17 MELISSA HAD given to Joe only so much ofi
sciousness as he'd been able to draw to himself. No<
gone chan that was released He was naw aotin” ©
being no longer present to demand that he should be.

Standing there 1n the road, she saw Whit as she'd el®s
him...aad she kaew the feel of his check to her fingers
same as it had been. His face was not changed any, No
touched hum. He wore the same garments. The kindnes
look in his eyes were exactly as always. These things skt
to too long 1n her mind for any talk in a tavern t0 i
reach them.

But the talk was there noue che less It exuseed as tzk
its existence it was spread out before Whit as a the
trouble. As a net for a bird, the talk was spread-—waixin

“He could be as the tatk said he was ” She heard dhes

.in her mind; they came out of the darkness.

"No,” she answered, “he couldn’t beno—" ht
sofemn face upraised and alone, The wind had brought
her eyes. "I have seen bim T know him. ] can see him 609
she saw hum. It was not strange to Melissa that the sual;
upon him.

It only lasted 2 moment. ,

She turned her back to the wind and pulled up the hot
czpe. Skitting the inayard, she crossed the light from
daws and wene down coward the bata. After the coff
gone, if she were about the inn kitchen, she'd either ha\;
to deal with, or her father would talk on and on abwl;m
that hiad happened. She'd be safe from both in the b
in the hay, it wouldn’t be so much colder than what
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£ chamber—once the heat from the chimney had left ic.
£ her father should fret himself over what had become of
well, he'd have to fre himself. This wasn't the time when
wild find an answer for everything.
= barn door was braced on the outside by a srout stick of
*that was leaned up against it. By rights, that ought to sty
because 1f she left it down they'd know someone was in
. But the other ways to get 1nto the barn all meant crawling
Queezing, or climbing the apple tree, and she was 10 0o
_to bother. She spoke to the cattle, and pushed the brace to
*de—heard it fall with a slapping thud tato the mud of the
“ard—and stepped in on the barn floor. She was out of the
* now, and she noticed the quiet. When the door was se-
%, she stood with her back up against 1t so as to tell where
*dder'd be. There was no light whatsoever; the darkaess
“d rouad her. She could hear the horse breathing Joudly,
“s0ke to him to quiet him—the horse Mr. Potter had come
“he two barn cats came up to her She went across to the
. She was as much at home here as she would have been
*1ece; there was no strangeness about it, and no sense of
“‘ture. And by a piece of good luck there were no hens on
“dder.

“1 on the scaffold, she made herself comforeable, with 2 good
[ hay under ber and an extra pile for a pillow. She lay on
“ide then and listened, she was a long way from easy, and not
“led to sleep any She knew what she was here for.

‘Ip there on the road,” she said, “that was a vision, like. A
i1 is nce when you got nothun’ better, bue I do wish 't he'd
€ home again I thought before that I wished it, buc now 1
different, Now he’s got to come.

The way I started 10 thinkin’ was: he may be late comin’.
t was some ume ago I couldn’t see, then, how I ever would
ul it if he should turn out to be late. Well, he's late, 'n I've
i it. And for the last month I been sayin’: you got figr
nay not come at all, y kaow. And I thought 1 did figure :

w now I didn’t. L tried to let on to myself that it mig,
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wouldn't come, but there wan't any strength © ik
knowed, then, he would come.” "

“And Tknow it yet!" she cried, gripping a fhandfulel

She realized as she said it that she didn't know any s
of course. .

Somehow or other, it made her feel better. She nerit
quire of herself any longer that she try to pretendt6
faith in his coming. It was no use doing that. Such fai>.
100 far removed from her. It was a refief to her te adal:
was the talk made her see this—nor any belief in the
presence.

In the sullness and darkness, her clozk drawn»’

" her, she said, "All nght, Il look ar it. He will come

#

Ido know that much Bur something may have b, ,

a free, or the fiver, or his gun, maybe, ot something~
Iate enough now s thar maybe ic has happened. He's” |
a0w so it's just about even: he'll either come of he wos!

She was hurrying on with it, because if she pausec
thinking she wouldn't get any further "Whae Il doi-
come, is to go and tell Mr. Gowan. Whit claims Ml
the best man in the village, and there ain’t any wom?
know of to go to. They don’t come ¢’ the tavern, nor}’
to church much. I guess he'll be kind to me on Whits
anyway. And I gor to tell somebody.

“If he ain’t comin’ back, I'll be glad things are this .
give me somethin’ to go on. [ guess I'm glad anyhow
‘ough I'd ought to be But that’s three or four monrhs);‘
a whole Jot of days—'n he ¢'n show up any one of 'Cm; s

She could not keep i back now. “Ob, Godi—God,’
back heret”

—and she fell to crying.

Her thoughts were all jumbled up. Before very Jong
ing stopped slowly. She strlt knew where she w35 «+-«
she was sleeping. .

She wakened, and stirred. She had no intention of &+
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the ladder, and across up to the inn again, and up the stairs
£ chamber. It was too far away. She was warm 2ed com-
sle here. She wenr back to sleep again.
+ slept better than Captain, who was devoting most of his
to being afraid he'd hear her come in agrin. If she'd stay
11 night with the Portygee, then Caprain’s worries were
He could march straight to Gowan then, and tell bim what
appened-~and it would be Mr. Gowaa's dury to force her
ury Joe.
ong abour three o'clock, Captain counted it morning. Just ~
ake sure, he went and locked in her chamber. Finding it
y—he scurried back to his bed. But he was too excited to
1o sleep. He lay small in hus bed, shivering, and the
‘s hands sweat. It seemed to Captain 2s though bed never
etter. .

3¢ cockere] wakened Melissz. She opened her eyes and could
e out the rafters. She was suff, now, and cold, but she was no
er sleepy ... and another day now at hand didn’t frighten her
eIt pleasuréd her, 100, to know thar she'd slept just as late as.
would have slepr 1f she'd been 1n her bed It seemed like
¢ kind of small victory over the things that beset her ... and
drew out of the hay, pushed some of 1t off her, and got to her
-—more hay cascading round her Hay stuck to her cloak—
she stamped her feet once or twice and blew on her hands,
vge she took the cloak off and shook it. Bur she dida’t bother
rush it
\s she went down the ladder, she wondered whether or not
y'd be up and about at the 1na now .. . well, she'd know from
chimney. She doubted Potter'd have stirred himself. Men
o wote durty linen didn’t take the road easly. Bur he wouldn't
troublesome. Hot rum and molasses would be ail he'd be e=r
-and after a quare of 1t, maybe a piece of mear and some .
ge. He wouldn'c bother her zny, not this time in the
She said to the cartle, “L'll take care of you later,”, *
the door and unfastened it. Qutside it was *
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thought it was inside. Even at that, there was £ o
the chimney. Closing the door, she set the brace up |
Then she was free to face into the morning.
Tt was sdill as ould be, and not a great while befert
She must have slept through some crowing—2nd i
" thought that, he ler go with another crow, back inside
there where the nighe hada'e all gone yet, .
Bur out here it was gone, there was no sign of it s
Look where she would, it was all of it mozm'ng—-dﬂd
. whese she cauld see, to the norch, 1t was morning Wi
was, it was morning
™ She would not go up to the 1nn. ..
The frost, under cover of darkness, had come ™
_been left behind by it, whitening the gray-green of d:-h
The frost was thick on all wooden things. There was
the puddles. Past the things near ar hand, her eyes ¥t
« slowly . . . past the red-brown of the oak trees and ¥t
patches of hemlock and here and there—where it shet-
the quies nising of smoke from the regular fires of &
Over all chese was sallness. They had jusc been uncovered
High above all the sullness, the sky was wonderfull
with the gray going out of it and the blue spreading €
It was in the sky only that there showed any forekno®
press of excitement, because the sun was at hand now. -
Melissa went round the barn and down toward the
This side of the brook-—the place where the spruce
tripped her—she was not drawn to pause now, s she bat
1 good many tmes, and wait for the sharp recollection
day to come over her. That was not what she wanted. s
was the meadow. Soon the sun would come intoit.
The brook, as she crossed 1t, was bustling along 5 i+
did, paying no heed to the night and the moming: B
drought were what matcered. But the winter would guic
the ice would steal ovet it and snow fall in the darkness | .
Ahead was the meadaw. Soon the sua would siike i
Melissa wanted to be there.
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be came up the tise, and saw the meadow was empty. She was
me, the sun hadn’t come yet. The grass was dun-colored. The
le of the meadow looked flat and even and it was all the
< color without any shadows. Round every side of it was the
0 wall of trees. That, 100, was even . . . almost black at the
2 of it and gray toward the top; the datk patches of hemlock
the brown of the oak trees didn’t stand out from the rest of
© was simply the edge of the forese, straight up and down, ,
it came to the edge of the meadow. Both had their places.
ither one, to Melissa, seemed to threaten the other. And the
overhead was so high over both of them!
he stood at the top of the rise and she watched to the east~
d ., . guessing becween which two treetops would be ‘the
¢ where the sun would come. Then the sky grew too bright
1€ to see the tree branches. )
£he true gleam of the sun, in the first instant she saw it, was
~he sun itself—and a long ways away from her.
Jhen across all that distance it came 10to her eyes . . . and her
¢ had to turn from it i
Jhe threw back her hood, and on her face was the morning.

.S) WHIT WAS traveling at night for the first time ina long
ae. It was pretty slow going on account of his ankle, but he
15 50 close to home now he couldn’t have scopped 1f he'd
inted to,
He was keeping cleer of the road because of the brysh in it.
s the woods, it was better. The down trees were the main
ouble—that and watching his footing. Uphill it was easy, but
swohill it was hard for hm. Going downtull to his right he
1d to feel out each step for fear his ankle would roll under him.
-didn’t pain him too much, bur he couldn’t put any trust in it.
Every once in a while—say twoor three times 1nan hour—he
ome to something he knew. He'd go up a sceep bank per?
nd when he'd gee to the top of it, ic would be level grou
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piece with a whole mess of gray birches, He l_mew o s
was. And he went around it. Gray birches at night—
ones, that is—were worse to get through (h.:m |
They ranked pretry well up with a high-growing ﬂnB}f’
betties and raspberries in 3 burnt-over clearing, or
spruce swamp full of down trees and bogholes.C * *
a great rock looming up in the darkness. If the - ~*
in it, and a yellow birch teee and a2 maple both growios!

" the cleft, then he knew where he stood just as well 2312 &1
He knew what was ahead of him, and what lay to thE'

., him, and could plan out how to go. That part W:lS'E.W
' placing his feet bothered him—because of his an

was afraid for his eyes, too. But he got along pretty ¥%
he tried not to hurry. '
» Along about four o'clock, or a little before that, be lf!'
for a spell when he came t0 2 good place—the dry side -
pine trunk that fay snug to the ground with some beet
under it on top of the pine needles. It would have*  *.,
place to sleep. Three summers ago, this tree had been
He remembered it well. It was five feer in thickness—a
feet, or more than that—but about halfway to the rop
kind of crook 10 1t, which was why the masters had left”
ate 2 handful of corr and what pork he had with him. T
feel of the batk, the tree had blown down last winter.

‘The food was good 1n his belly, and he judged that”™
didn't feel any worse, maybe, than perhaps it had ought 1
been on the thing steady for about twenty-four hours
pretty near home now. He was close to Melissa.

He found thac he couldn't lie still any longer, and bet
out from under the log and then, with his hand on it, he P
himself upright. He tightened his belr and pushed A
round to his back and also the pouch for his food and ol
things. He had a little packet of fur—you couldn’t &
bundle—that he'd taken one time or another; that %3

* from his shoulder. He felt for his knife to make sut¢
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} him, and worked his shoulder a lictle to settle his blanket,
20 be took up his rifle.
* “Tain't a great ways to go now”—and after a long look over-
23, he moved into the darkness. “What I got to do™—=his face
dly serious—"is not think of MTissa undl it’s come daylight.
man travels ac night, he's got about all he ¢'n swing to when
3 got rwo good feet under him.” And he put all his mind o
r busiess before him,
e dida’t think of Melissa, but he knew why he was traveling.
s1knew why he was living.
1%hen it did finally grow lighe, the last three or four miles
c1e the longest part of the journey. Bue there was in him no
aritless. He was carried along by the blessing of sight, by being
‘e 10 see things and those things all familiar, each where it
xduld be. There were fields he could use pow, and he always
szreed the edge of them; there were cowpaths and wood roads.
ext he stayed away from the houses. He hoped he could work it,
. ne way or other, so that he'd sec no other person before secing
peclissa, He knew this was childish, and he didn’t figure to tell
«4, but it took hold on his fancy and he chose his route that way.
«Heknew perfectly well, of course, that some harm mighe have
/D¢ to her, some sickness befallen her, or most anything hap-
p:0ed. He had known thar every minute since the last time he'd
»oked on her. There had been no escape from it—as he'd known
gere could not be. Now in the daghight, it traveled right along
«ith him. Only Melissa herself could take cate of that part of it.
o He thoughr he'd g0 up to the inn through the meadow, That
2y, he'd come to the bara first, and she might be our round
Jiere,
¢t By the brook in the pine trees at the east end of the meadow,
€ made himself stop and more or less fix himself up some.
jhere wasn’e much he could do, but he had a spare pair of moc-
, 2sifis that he'd saved for the purpose~—and they were wonder-
!gully handsome! They were deerskin with beads on them. He'd
(ave liked 1o lay off bis leggins—they locked worse now thas

.
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ever alongside the pew occasing— by pe had his znklthg
up and he didn’t Want her to see thae. He did what he wk
the way of Bettng the sticks oug of his hair and washing
50 0n. Whep he'd finjsheq all this je was just nbou'l sump
Was not quie bumsetf, vy w3y I feel now,” he said, A”"
10 see a deer in the meadayy, ‘twould pe 2 waste of powds

€ started thegy for the meadow,
efore Comung o) into the 0pen, he did just as he alsap
~he paused i the bast e of €OVer to see what s aheadof
He sy Melissa,
.3t the fOP of the ry5e o the other end of the met
Meltssa wys Standing, He g, her bair iy ge sunlight...,

shadow—_,, With the suy ;o her eyes spe couldn't matt
what j g ac firse "pe , €O, more'n Likely. spe purey
30d 5o tha g0 Could see perre, d she made out 2

didn'e quite dare p, 537 it—and theg she couldn help sayi
that was Wi, OMming towarg her,

—and Melyssy was funmng, down ¢he tise, through
meadow...

Whit Ia,d down hys N

He fely Ssolid!—p,¢ Ims hard iy pg shutt sleeves,

19 THE Mapy question in Yy mind conceml"gff
lissa she had already answered; sha appeared welf and b:::
his wag Melissa, Thar wag 49y he could thin). of, He had a0
was nor already answered, His Journey was&

ished, Thg was Melissy, N -
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Fhen they got tound to talking, when this mitacle of reunion
‘hat they'd both of them counted on—was $o clearly estab-
&d that they could talk about it, Whit said to Melissa, “How
e you was down t' the meadow so early? You must a knowed
;s comin’.”

e nodded. 1 guess 1 did—somehow—though I didn’t know
‘It just seemed ¢ me like I had 1* come down here.”

Whit understood—too well to say so. “You had any break-
7

'I &’ koow. Mayhbe, No, I 2in’t—come to think of it.”

Fhey laughed over this. Sometire ot other Whit said to her,
jou're all over hay. You must a slep’ in the barn, did you?”

."Yes.” She'd fargotten about 1t.
*You done betcet than 1 did. 1 didn't sleep any. What was zhe
seer? Things kind o’ rough in the tavern?”

Shc was suddenly serious,
o "+ What happened, MTissa?”
;’Wdl—— She tald him all about Mr. Potter.

hit heard her through to the end of it—to where she'd
ulked out of the tavern. He didn't question her once.
“When she'd finished, he stood there thinking ir over. The
st thing he said was exactly what he was thinking, "I don't
“werstand that.” And he went on aloud, "I don’t know any
orter. § never beard of him. [ aint been anywhere’s near the
“rants—it’s a hundred miles from where I been t' Connecticut
;iver. You say he's 2 minister?—with a kind of big face? Whag
1 the devil 'd he want to say that for!”
Melissa said nmhmg

“He still up 1’ th’ tavern?”
"I guess he may be
"Well, 1 hope he is, anghow.” Whit turned o pick up his rifle.
guess I'll go "o talk to him.”
“No, Whit! Don't! Twon( do any good! He can’t hurt us
BUW Whit!™

“No, I don’t guess he can. Sull,! ‘dkind a Iike my
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Melissa hoped that sornehow between here and the s
could dissuade him. They started along ... c
Whit said after a silence, "My letter get through 05 |
“A fetter?” Before Melissa thete opened the thought
that would have meant to her. .
"Well, I didnt know as 'twould, but I thought I me
This feller came through there said be was goin' € WnI:L
' he'd carry it that far—I guess he did maybe, he seemtss
like a2 good, hanese feller—but still 'n 2l Wolfeboro
no more 'n stare ic. Well, it's no matter. I didn't want Ym‘"—’
on account 1 was late, was all. "Twas a real pretty 13““--_
you could a seen it I put in a power o’ wotk on that JeteZ
Melissa said something about, well, he was here 10%
"What made me late was a fool kind o business. 4t .
*kaow'd better.”
“What was it, Whit?" .
“Well, I'l tell you abour it. You mighe 's well know
+lunkhead I be, ¥ s'pose. I was crossin’ thus strearn—1
the letrer—'n this rock kind o’ mrned on me thar I hadef
an, 'n I stacred to fall. I know 's well you do whac I'd o "
done, o' course. I done 1t many a time, But this time 1 did
see, Like it most always is, the sun was in front of m¢,
couldn’t see nothin’ in under the water—it was about up
1 guess, and a pretty good current, I¢'s an awful nice stream™
there’s trouts 1n it that's as big as your arm. You take e
or two earlier, 'f I'd had a grasshopper—or you take along:
sundown, ’f I had a mouse, maybe—" e
“Trouts,” Melissa satd sagely. “If Mr. Potterd said it
trouts, now, why, I might a believed him."
What?"
“Go right ahead: 'If you'd had 2 mouse ..."” i
" He grinned, and then laughed with her. "Oh, well, Wi
sayin, when this rock tufned underneath me, what d ¢
t0've done was to settle down easy. ‘Stead o that, I StPP
den—when 1 couldn’t see nothin—'n ray foot ok 01,

LW
‘tween a couple o' boulders, 'n then I fell over onto 1t Wel
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n £ th* bank, ‘thout gett'n’ drownded—'n thac seemed like
ssing.”

Yoes to me,” said Melissa.

Well, i’ "tsvas, I ¢'n tell you. Bur then I couldn’t step on it.

he next thing, 1 figured, was to get me a crurch for it—'n .

1 missed my knife, 'n th’ wan't anythin’ for it bur 1 had 1o
1in again.”

You mean int’ th’ water?”

[ mean in¢’ the water. 1 didn't like to—I'd had wettin’
1gh—but same time in spite o that, I didn’t hanker t0 go
psin’ round "thout any knife an’ only one leg to walk on. 1

w the thing had dropped out while I was wallerin’ 'n floun-

in’ out there in the middle tryin’ ¢’ get my foot loose out from
een them two boulders. I knew where the place was, all right,
[ went out 'n gotit. "N then I cut me 2 crutch, "n sometil me the
ct day I come into Sandwich, which was where I wrote, you
- Jeuter. I stayed there with some people—they're awful nice
ople——unti] I could travel, That's why I was late—like I started
tell you.”
“Yes.” She was thinking about him with bis foot caughe in
: boulders,

"You ain't angry, Melissa—because I was late, I mean?” -
"No, I ain't angry—not now thar you're back here. T want
g1y before that. I only wanted you back here.”

“You been all nght? You look pretty rugged.”

“Yes, 1 been all right.”

“Joe ain’s bothered you any?”

“Joe? No, he ain’t bothered me. He ain't the same as he was,
ough. Joe wants to marry me.”

“No!” Whit exclaimed in amazement, “Why, the—"*

"Well, I dknow why he shouldn't want t0.”

"1 know why he shouldn't! Joe nor anyone else hain’t got any
2ll ' come anywhere near t’ you.”
“!'«.Iow does be know I'm promised? You said not ¢ tell any-
e,

"Well, you could a kind o' let on to him, couldn't ynlf’?/p
y
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“I did kind 0’ let on to him.” .

“You'd ought to let on to him hatder. What didhe |
you? When was it, anyhow? Joe! Why—"

“Last night,” said Melissa. c

“Last night, eh? Wait—Melissa, you wan'tup int th
him!" It was not quite accusation, but it was pxefty dO‘S"‘
and yet it didn’t cover much more than beingup inthe’
him. .

“No,” she said quietly, "I wan't up in the batn with bis

*“Whete was it, then?” .

" "Twas out in th’ innyard.”

“QOut in th’ innyard.”

“Mr. Porter'd been talkin’, 'n when I'd stood all o' that?
I¢'m out £ some air, 'n Joe come our after me.”

“What did he say to you?”

. "He asked me to marry him.”

“YWhat d'you say to him?”

. “Near as I recollect, I said, ‘Joe, you go home pow'—12
".ent home. 'N I Jay in the barn on account o this Mt

- had seemed ¢ fill up th’ tavern with what he'd been sayit"
was keeping the rears back; What didn’t see them.

Whit Jooked down at the ground.

. There seemed to be quite a difference between the ¥4
lissa had acted and the way, for a minute or two, he himsel
been talking. He dida’t want to look up at her.

But when he did so, Melissa was smiling—though st
having indifferent success about keeping the tears back.

Whit said, “I—" but he couldn’t get any furcher.

Melissa came to him, B

Withia the next minute or two, Melissa had told hi2
things really stood with her.

Whit was staggered. He knew he ought to have figuret
this might be the case, Still, be hadn't, Oh, he'd wondered
times, but not any more than that. And now the whole work
changed for him. He felt no elation. .

Melissa hadn' expected that he'd throw his hatia the®?
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her, she’d hoped, would he be angry with her—and she could

that he wasn'c. But he looked tezribly solemn. He looked as
1 as she had when she'd first contemplated it,

Il be all right, Whit.”

Yes, 1 know.” . _

J—I'm kind o' glad, Whic. Ain'c you?—just g liztle? R

.Oh, I'm glad enough, yes. I got ro thiak what to do, though.
Give over that for a minute. Now look at me, Whit. Tell me

<t glad—T1t know 1f you are or 0ot, 5o if you ain's, ‘twon'e
yin'. But I wanr you to say it.” X
¥hit looked ac Melissa. He didn't have to say anything, He
1 glad, and she knew ir—and o did he, now he thought of it.
SWell, the first thing, 1 guess,” Wit said to her presently, "is
"0’ get married” .

“"Yes, I guess we had better.”

*’N then, after that, question 18 can you travel?”

TWell, I ain’t goin’ ¢ stay here, not 1f you g0 away again. An

i way [ feel now, I could travel most anywhere”

,That's about where you're goin’ When'll your time be?”
‘May,” said Mehssa, “you'd ought £’ know thar much.”

**Flies be bad then, but the weatherlt be warmer, You do

it to go north, do you>—itke we figured we would? I gota_
ace locared, 'n 1 got a lean-ro. I didn't put that in th’ lerer,
_use it meant too much writn'’. But she's thete, and 2 good one.
“rif it scems betrer, you could winter to Sandwich, You do want
‘g0

S. “Yes, 1 do, Whit. I'm ready.”

* “All sight, we'll go, then. T may be wrong, bur I think tha
re'd better. Only risk is, of course, that the river'l] freezs, We

Pt ¢ go by the niver—there ain't no other way for it. A canoe

"3 some fack'll get us to Sandwich. It might be bester for you v’
vinter in Sandwich. Anyhow, we ¢'n decide on chat after we get

*here. Ooe way or another, I guess we ¢'n winter.”

7 “We'll winter.”

f W, thea, that's senled, [¢lf take me the rest of "4“

tomorsow ¢’ get things t'gether, I gor ¢ get a canoe—"¥'

"

v
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one that I want; belongs £ Peter M:Domld over € D™
got ¢ get 8ear o one kind 'R other, n 180t ¢ pet fooc
we won't need a Bte deal, but enough ¢ be safe with. I
weather holds o0, 1 should think we might figote—
figure tleave the day aftef emostow. Fist thing if lh" fort
the day after ¢morgow. Does that suit you all right?” ,

peteer.”
“Month 2g0 -d been better. IS pretty tateinthe _)‘eﬂ'lw“ §
1 don't see nothun else s0 do. We g0t ¢ get married, 8

fd.

This was clear 10 Melissa, and had been all along.
“you know your old man ain’t g0 ¢ take ¢ this ¥indly
1 got'n idea, maybe, that 1'd better telt him—8et that?
¢ settled——fore W€ €€ Mr, Gowan ltaint what youd &
far for him to 80 marryin’ B8 without we been pub\ishta{
thac kind o business, <o if he's willio' ¢ doit, leasdfﬂd-f
meet lum halfway when it comes to yout father”
~ *How 'bout your people, Whi?” .

“They cn wait ull w's over. Pa wouldn't only comptt
then get himsetf drunk, ' he 'n do that just a8 well one™
another. 1f he was v come tound with 3 skinful © g
while Mr. Gowan was masrywn’ us, 1 wouldn't like it Yo
him-lately?—si0ce 1 been away, I mean’ He's sbout 1%
ain't he?”

he?”
es, he {ooked to me 50" N

«pa don't change 2 gee’ deal. Well—1 got € goVP [
now, n tell your old man that you're about ¢ get Marr

] want to come with you.” .

~well, I &' know now 1 was thinkin’ that maybe mef:t
want ¢ speak freely, 'n it mught be some pettet i was
with him. Why don’t you stay 08¢ cound b bt o 0%
your chamber? Wouldn't that be all right? The? et %
through ‘with me, WE cagoon down 'nsee Mr. Gowels L
we ¢'n get married. Why ajo’c that Al righe?”

"Yes.”

*\What's the matter?”
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hete aint nothin’ the matter—only—only it's happened so
:, is all. [—] feel awful happy. Really [ do, Whit!™ .

Twoulda't seem v me quick if I'd been in your shoes—

Y round here ‘n waitin’ since the end o’ last August, ‘i no
L comia’ through, *n then this other business. High time, is

I call ie” .
fes. That's true, | suppose. It's because I had all the waitin'

it seems 5o quick now, I guess.”

e first loocked—and then gazed at her. "My gorry, Melissa,”
1id almose mistily, “you look awful precty.”

‘dknow why I shouldn’t. This my weddin’ day, ain’t it2” She
&d on him bravely.

:!es, sir, it is"—still gazing at her—""n mine, too, for that
ter.” He kissed her again.

Well, you go talk ¢ Pa—and mind you do i talkin't—Y1
P tomy chamber. I ain’t goin’ ¢ be married all over hay, any-
«—<'en though you did cut ir.”

E dida't cur much more'n half of 1t Joe done his share, 1

22

'yi'ell, it’s the half you cut that's stuck to me. Come on, now,

$an't stand all day talkin’ . . . 'n sooner or later, you got ' eat
thin’”

T2int terrible hungry.”

No, T ain't either.”

?{:ﬁssa fell silent. They starced up toward the tavern.

28 they came to the bridge, she said, "Whit, d’ you remem-
} my mother?”

yYes, 1 remember her.”

‘;"l—-_l do, to0.”

. Whit took hold of her hand—and she held on to his firmly.

/ .

0 MELISSA WAS going 10 step into the barn just to see to
ie feed and the water, and, although Whit said he'd do it for
er, she sent him on up to the inn, -
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He went round to the front door because that was {_‘
and because it seemed to him somehow ro have .
it.

When Whit came in the door, Captain had his badk 1
being busily bent before the cask of West India. “Good £
said Captain, “you're welcome, I'm sure—thoughTe
‘tis. Wait'll I get this here drawed—man'll be dowoia-
ute—" there was a thumping upstairs "—that’s him gett
boots on, There!” He shue off the spigot, stood up, x4
round—

“Mornin’, Captain,” Whit said to him.

Captain's hand shook, and lest he should spill ang, bes-
bowl on the counter. He muttered some exclamation,
said half aloud, “Where sn hell 'd you come from?”

“Sandwich—n round there.” -

“When 'd you get here?” v
« When I come in the door.”

“I mean in t’ Kictlefd."

“'Long about sunup. You're the first man that I sea®

" yesterday forenoon.”

Captain breathed easier. The first shock had passed—4#
being so suddenly confronted by a man whom he'd injured
in front of Captain there stood and awaited him the vers

_pleasure of informing this boy that Melissa, by God. w
next thing to married to good old Joe Felipe! Captain -

his lips. "Set down your rifle, my boy. You look lke ¥
traveled.”

“I been travelin’, all nght.” .

“Let me get suthin’ for you. You ain’t growed up to1uf’

“ you, while you been away?”
“No, I ain’t, I guess, Caprain.”
“Cider?”
“No; it’s kind of you, Captain, bur I can’t stay but
“You got a litele packet of fur there. You want m

2 min

e ¢ Jod

it? . :
“No, that'll wait. Don’t amount 1" much anyhow.
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%o, I can see that. But I'll ereat you sight on it It's a linle
for fur.” .
Jot all kinds, it ain’t early. But that ain't no marter. .\V: cn
he fur go till later. What I came about, Caprain, is T got
ethin’ ¢ tell you.” i .
You don't say!” exclaimed Captain. “Well, now, that's
ty." He rubbed his hands on his waistcoat. "Maybe we can
5 even, [ got a listle small piece o' news that migh interest
“Whic" He smiled after his fashion . . but not wholly
hely. It seemed to Captain thas Whit had growa quire 2 fot
ier. Captain uncomfortably thought of the lerter. Still, when
dt heard the news, that would take care of Whit all right!
d figure she'd jilted him 10 spite of the letrer,
‘What is it?" Whit asked him.
Tell me yourn,” answered Captain, knowing well what it
i "Tell me yourn first, and then I'll tell you mine, Whit.”
3ut Reverend Potter, who now had his boots on and was
Lo h " A
tending the stairway, forewarned of his coming. He came
$ the room, looking sleepy and dirty. “Where's that rum?” he
panded,
(Right here ‘n ready f'r you, Mr. Potter—all drawed and all
Ay Captain stepped briskly and handed it to him.
Porter shuddered and drank it, wiped his mouth on his linen,
# held the mug out to Captain. "Draw me another. That's vile
fm, and you know it Bur a man’s breakfast sets berter if he
arms up his stomach.” He turned to the other man, standing
ere with the sifle, and said 0 him soutly, “Trapper, good
orning” '
F“Mornic’,” Whit answered.
; Mr. Potrer sat down. He chose 1 be irritated by the man’s
Jne of vaice, aud he looked him all over, "And just who might
ou be—if I might inquire?”
¢ "You c's inquire. My name is Whit Livingston.” -
“Indeed,” Potter said carelessly—and then, “What?” He
glanced quickly at Captain and was not much astoni * * -
serve that poor Captain was now making faces.

"
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“Livingston here"—Captain did his desperate besr
only just gotten in from a long trip ¢’ th” north o ?’“,“45,
you said, Whit. That's some east o’ the Grants, z.mm? )

Whit, in response, nodded his head the least bit, though
ing his gaze fixed on Poer. . ”

“Three months he's been gone,” Captain went of, ¥
letter come through from him, 'n then he walks in hm,‘

"I see,” Mr. Porter said heavily, “quite a surptise fory®

“Yes, ‘twas,” agreed Captain. .

“Turning to Whit, Mr. Potter said, puzzled, “But—butF
nort the Livingston I know.” f
“I d"know why I should be; you ain’t anyone I know.
Whit's tone and his manner informed Porter and
that Whit had been told of what Poteer had said of hit
“Caprain,” said Potter, “you will please introduce m¢.
“This here’s Mr. Potter, Whit,” Captain said hopels”
“Thank you,” said Potter. "And now if you'd kindly b
of those, Caprain, pechaps the young man will join me”
*“1 won't tike any, thank you. Who's this Livingt®«
now? Let's get that out th’ way. I come here to see GF
1t was Captain who marveled at how Whit had gro¥
1nd perhaps Wht did a lietle. W
But the businesshike Potter—who'd never seen Whit™)
-~wasted no time in marveling, "The Livingston I keo®
answered Whit levelly, "does not exist, The fact is, my. 50‘71 M
that I used your name once in an attempr to sell land. I
done you an injury—as your manner implies—I most §
regret it. May I explain to you?” .
“Wel, you ¢'n try, if you don't take too long to it.”
“Yes, yes, of course. You have business with (‘;pmt}y
1, for that matter. Our friend Caprain Butler is buying
deeds from me. That is so, isn't it, Caprain?”
"It might be,” said Caprain. 'y
“Very well, then.” Mr. Potter now spoke to Whit $0! e
have just come from the Grants where 1 bought ‘°n:;£m
land, a portion of which I now contemplate selling. I's
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i
some last evening to some of your townsmen. 1 need money,
15ee, to continue my journey.”
There ain't a better thing you could spend it for.”
Lincline to agree with you. Your neighbors, however, were
i ta loosen their purses. Earlier on in the evening T had heard
t name mentioned. It appeared you had gone north some-
duting the summer and had pot yet returned. No one had
.xd from you. Ir was early for trapping, and someone sug-
ed that perhaps it might be you had gone pioneering. And
Jeone else said—yes, L know who it was: 1t was the man they
Ensign—said that if you had made a pitch, he'd stake his life
e you'd picked good fand to do it on.”
.Why'd he say thar?” Whit interrupted.
1F I recall,” Mr. Potter said slowly, “he intimated that you'd
some experience of land that was not so good.”
"He was correct”
_7¥es. That seemed to be the general opinion. So, when the
"¢ came and 1 was trying co sell Jand to them, T used whar I'd
“ﬁ'é!d Ic dida't seem sersous In all probability, you had settled
 gewhere, And no doubt on good land. So why not next to my
42 There's good land next to my land. And 4t was only of that
it ¥ sought to convince them 1 told them 2 man named Whit
dingston, from Kettleford, had setcled on land that was hard by
"me lots I owned, It seemed at the time an innocent fiction. -
* bd—this may amuse you—I went so far, I confess, as to give
*fm 2 wife—a most excellent female, Jet me assure you, You -
“yild scarcely do better yourself, Mr. Livingston. Unless you've
“seady done so .. "
“That the whole o' the story?”
¢, "Why, yes—yes, I think so.”
“All nighe. You're a liar, I guess you ¢'n go now.”
“I fear I've offended you.”
« "Yes, it looks thar way, don’t it?"
i “You have my apologies, young man, of course. If there are
“any amends I caq make, I assure you, you have only 0 mention _
iv.hcm Tamat fault, and I freely confess it.” R B

Mo



138 Look TO THE MOUNTAIN

“Will you pléase ¢’ get out o here?” .

“Gladly,” said Potter, He rose rather stiffly, and facicg
reached into his packet.

Whit cradled his riffe—

“Captain Butler,” said Potter, “here are the deeds 2,
going to buy from me. Fifteen pounds apiece comes tofert
pounds. Bay old tenor, that is. They're very fine deeds, Y
sell them for twice that, if you put your mind tot, and bt
doube that you will.”

“But—" . "

“Captain Butler, you will observe that young Liviags®
is not to be trifled with. Please get me the money.”

“Bue forty-five—"

“Livingston at the moment is cradling his rifle. Tt ¥
man does not wish me to say anything further. Do you,
Butler?” )

. "I'll getit,” sard Captain, and hurried out of the oot
forty-five pounds spent on trumpery deeds than a beatit
Whit—if Potter should tell him what had become of b |

Whife Captain was gone, netther Porter nor Whit
word to each ather.

Captain reurned and gave Potcer the moaey. Poter &
the money, and gave Captain the deeds. M. Parcer said,
you.” He took down his cloak, put that on and his =5
marched to the door. "Well,” he suid throatily, "1 contint®
journey.”

Capain asked plaintively, “You ain't forgetting you "r
are you?” .

With his thumb on the latch, Mr. Potter replied, "No. mn:
Captain Butler. My score here is paid. In fact, I think F¥¢E
evetyone. Good day to you, landlord.” He opened the doot ¥
over his shoulder: "Trapper, good morning—" and pettdf’ g
Yizele bit hastily, he closed the door after him. They heard P

- tramping round down oward the barn 10 get is horst ¢

“Probly steal everything in the barn," Captain su bt

“What is he—a land agenr dressed out like 2 preacher’
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Captain said what he was. Then he trailed off into muu:xiqg
, He went over and poured oue some brandy and drank it.
nding behind his own counter, he leaned his back cf)mfon-
y against one of the casks on the rack, 2nd folded his arms,
aw it was bis wrn. “Well, Whit, what is it? Now we got 1id
-1, we ¢'n talk just the two of us. What's on your mind, boy?"
Whit had grounded his sifle. He stood with his .long hands
“apped round the bartel, and leaned his weight on it.
“Speak up, my boy!~that is, if you want o ralk private, [ got
ecling old Joe may come in here most any minute. I been kind
~expecting of him.” .
;" Welt, Il tell you now, Captain, what I come to say was. He
e far more excitemnenc because of the words he would say than
;§did because it was Captasa 0 whom he was saying them. "Me-
5 and me is going to get matried.” X §
+Captain said evealy, “Well, now, Wht, you was right. That's
Jite some piece o’ news, ain't it! By God, boy, it is!”
‘}"Tme, anyhow, Captan.”
"} “Why, o' course, it's true, Whit! You'd oughe ¢ know, hadn't
¢4 Why should I disbelieve ir2"
"L d"koow as you should, Captan.”
, 4 "What makes you think that I don't believe it?”
"You ain't sputtered enough.” \
Captain Butler appeared for a moment about to supply the
Jeficiency. But he recovered himself. “No—the way 1 feel to
“fou, Whit, 1s almighty grateful. "Twas awful kind in you, Whir,
¥ take all this vouble ¢’ come round here 'n tefl me. I'd’ know as
"consid'rin’ the way you was brought up that ‘twould a entered
your head t come in here 'n ask me?”
"No, it didn't” .
11 " "l'wouldn't."
“Matier o' that, 1 zin't askin’ you now, Captain, Maybe you
" noticed.”
" "You think you ain't, maybe, But let me ask you somethin’l
- Who's goin” ¢ marry you to Mlissa without I give permission?”
| And another thing: jusc bow in the hell did you [

L
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hee? You, old mapy 80in’ ¢’ give you the mottgage on bisph
Or maybe yop figured ¢ hize oyp Mmowin? Wait, though, x
A trapper, Hey | almos, forgor, Whir. | beg your pada 7
there buadle o’ fat hides yoyy brought ir here with Jou—wke
Youger ‘e all, AROW, under Somebody's corneeib? | speer
3N €' grage them for €R0ugh ¢* pey married,” His tone chuiy
10 saltcitude "You ain drunk yre ¥0u, bop>_cauce ifyour
drunk, then | 4o think you're ¢ra B'God I conld swear s
I'm 5011y for yiyy, When | el the (o ehis, they] songef
e a colyye t'you, Your old pyany take 'n chayg youupe
the Woodshed § the boyy - Make spoee Of, Iike that one o
Goffstory, We amn ¢ g one ¢ Kinjer d—not £ some
now,

Caprain Summed yp, o disgusced 3Mazemene, "Yoy &
there "y ey YOU'te 1.goun o Marry M7 soqrn Hg leancds
ward, h,s hands o, the tounter, ang with a fipe show of exst
PSS —almose a5 though he spoy e <onfidentially vy poreris
#0thn’ 1y my life e 2 Ome up g 401 )
A "You're g betcer p (¢ afeared by p 2long myter

* Wdne believe o Well, 1y 53y good dyy, Captan »
[ Cou'l Sy oo, 2y, hellr Captain Tesponded "Youlx
more'n < Ay afore 1 fiaished g, You! Don'e you beit
hurry nop I got Somethin® ¢ o, ' you ~ .
“All righe, Cﬂpram, Sy 1t Thyg Your smayy Prece o’ pews, i’
“This 55 MY prece o MEWS—n T gor the proof of jtt Tou
more'n yo, Offered ~
"Why, 1y L1ve you che Proof, Capran, I ddn’t know sy
Wanted 1t 'y, €0 come ¢ 'y, weddin't There, now, hﬂ“'mb‘(
0> Twon'e €OSt you 4 penny, 'y afe, 'S over, I'f stand jo
freat—f oy <'n ger someone ¢ e, 1 With you Maype I d”["g
Ty t0 m'self, by, 1 8¢5 T woney, Somehow.” Whip yan'
ing any ¢ Steady He'g had aboyy all of this eha pe W”’"‘f
0t $0 Caprajg, Wwho was Pleased to foey his fage m"“"","f
"You're ofe €nough, hoy, You won' have ¢ deypte with “"bi_“}
Nlicq tell you 1ghe noy, You ain't goyqt 0 take par in now
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My piece o’ news is: you ain’t goin’ ¢’ marry her! How d'
tike §t?" .
Why,1d' know, Captaia ... don’t seem ' mean much—not'll
put the proof onto ie”

Al right: here's the proof then.” e
Wait just 2 minute. The proof'll keep, won't it?
What's the matter? You scared of it?”
No, I dog't think so. But tell me this, Cap'n—" he was be-
ning to stur his words and speak sofcly the more he grew
1ry—"this the same piece o' news you spoke of before, is it—
en you said we'd swap even?” .

;1 swapped more'n even! What I'm tellin’ you's truet” .
“How'd you know, fore I told you, thae we figured t’ marry?"
Fairly caught, Captaia was, and he showed it. “Told me her-,
Being checked made him susly.
‘,'Tha('s a Lie, ain't it, Cap'n?®”

Captain leaned toward tum. “Don't you call me 2 liag!"~his
ice thin and piping.

"What'd you do with the letter?”

TWhat the hell do you care what 1 done with the letter? You
¢ 1o call to write to her! I know my rights! You thought you |
‘uld cheat me! You thought you could take her when 1 wasn't
okia’”
. “You'te lookin' now, ain’t you? And now I'm goin’ t' take
er” He turned his head toward the stairs and called upward
M lissat”

; Her answer came faiatly. “Hold on—T'm a-comin'”

. Neither one, for the moment, being in a hurry to speak, they
f.mod there in sience. And they listened together to a sound out
of doos ... . the resolute steps of the Reverend's horse as Rever-
‘:nd Potter rode up our of the barnyard, passed under the win-
‘dow, and was crossing the innyard to set out on his journey. And
;lhey heard Potter’s voice: “Joe, good morning to you.”
: Caprain neglected Joe's answes, But Whit heard it—and it
sounded natural enough—maybe a little more cheerful pethaps ~

(
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than Joe usually was. And Whit heatd Joe coming up®
doorway ... M
Caprain, who had been busily thinking, “How ia belld
get up there?” and "Hos ‘d Whit knaw she was up there’
saw everything clearly, She must have come back with ].mfz
wherever they'd-been all night, and she’d come in the sd:}
and slipped up to her chamber. He hadn’t heard her cont
account of Whit's jawing—and as for Whit, more 'h“‘
he'd only guessed she was up these because he hadn't &t
around any. It made everything whole; it made everythis!
fect. Captain, in trembling excitement and gripped i
presage of imminent triumph, awaited Joe's entrance.
Jot flung open the door and to whomever the o~
contain shouted lustily, “Mornin't” José Fetipe had putiat
night. He had parted from Melissa as a friend and a0 %]
That had been in her voice. There was no telling Tow b
might get today with her ., .
.~ He saw Whit standing chere, and in fniendly amz®
¢ at him in Portuguese. "Whese d' hell do you cont &
Joe was everyone’s friend today.
“Upcountty,” Whit answered. “You look prety gw!.}’
“By God, T feel good! I mow you today, Whit, by Gobt
wouldn’t catch me! Hey? How 1s that! Eh>" ,
“1 &' know, Joe . . . near as I recoltect, it was o8 |
catched me, wan't it?” L
“Ogly for Ensign,” Joe answered with relish, “Td acutt’
off you! By God, he hit me like—Iike I don' know ho# -,
me!” He pue his band to hss jaw. “Yes, sir! T'at day wel
4’ right! Didn’ we? Capitio, 1 want a drink. Hor randy *
water. Where js Mlissa?” .
“You're a sly dog!” The Captain smiled slowly. “Td oog’
ask you that.” He saw Whit become motionless. i
Joe was not even puzzled. “I'm a sly dog? I know W'h‘é f- ‘
dog you are!” He told him, and laughed. Captain smiled ot
“Say,” Joe reminded him, “T ask you before, where £ =
. Mlissa?” ¢
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WaitlL 1 get you th’ brandy.” Captain moved hastily.
Y glanced at Whit to enjoy Captain with him. But even Joe
d read in Whit's face that Joe was mistaken: there was no
to enjoy. Joe had never been one to ponder 2 pml?lem un-
ssarily. He reached out for Captain and swung the little man
" to him. “T* hell wit' ¢ brandy! Where is Mlissa?
'xhpnin's wig was askew. “Upstairs in her chamber! Leave go
e, will you?” "
. Upstairs in her chamber” You surc of it, are you?
art'n, I'm sure of it! Leave go of me, will you! R
“Quier, litde old man.” Joe straightencd his wig for him.
“>w get me t' brandy.”
- Fhit wasn't amused. He'd been 2 long time away. Joc hadn't
“d 1o bully Captain.
FNeat," Joe changed his order . . . and taking the brandy,
‘dnk itoff at aswallow. As he set the glass down, he explained
Tthe Captain. "See? I don’ like any jokes about ‘where is
lissa?"™
*bJoe,” Captain assured him, “you an’t goin’ t' hear any. If
'fre’s any jokes goin® round about 'where 1s Mlissa?' they won't .
4 OR YO8, Joe. You'll be the one tellin’ "em. And right here 'n
W s 2 good rime ¢’ begin, Joe. You won't never get nobody
ore willin’ ¢ listen ¢ you rellin’ ‘where was Mlissa’ than what
[(hi( is right now, Joe. Whit has just up 'n told me—and you
sten to this, Joe—Whit has just up 'n told me thac he's goin t*
:,/izrry Mlissa. Where was she fast night, Joe?”
¢ Joe bad turned round to Whit withour hearing the question.
£0¢'s arms hung at his sides, or 2 little before him—and his head
was drawn in and lowered,
Oae look at his face—and Whit shifted his eyes to watching
1Joc’s hands. The 1nstant Joe made a move—for his knife or to
:lc-se with him—Whit's right hand would go down and he'd
gsttike up with his rifle. He was beginning to wonder what Joe
*could be waiting for ..,
+ But whar Joe had heard from Captain, his fellow?
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1e halo the sun gave her as she stood on the stairs was a gen-
s thing—but of course she couldn't see it. .

That she had seen was Whit—who was lame, hungry, and
—confronted by Joe and about to fight with hir. She could
;mm Whic's face there was no use trying to stop h:m——a.nd 2
_erate anger took hold of Melissa. It was supid of Whit! 'lf
ught with Joe now, he'd not only be beaten—but what did
" think would become of her wedding? . . . and she could
" ber shrill Listle father as he goaded Joe into it, She heard
“isely his words.

_Thit and her father were both out of heg reach. She was

‘ynful of both of them!—a hintle less so of Joe because he was
t-witted. Still, there was some hope that she could get
ugh to Joe. He might answer her truthfully when he

*Aldn't he father. She sard to him, “Well, Joe ... 2"

~and she saw Joe curn around and gaze dumbly up at her.

; spoke to him quietly. “Why don’t you tell him, Joe? Did 1,
didn't I, do like he says I &id?"~and she moved her head

:ard her father, Ir 21l was as clear as a dream to Melissa.
| 0€'s eyes, at her gesture, went to Captain—and then back to

“Tissa, Joe knew where he was, and he knew what she'd asked
0. He knew what his answer meant—one way or the other.
'd asked the truth of him. And he meant to give it. But Joe
thked too long at her—at the light 1n her hair—~and before the
#and of his voice came, José Felipe was wrung by a yearning
2t he couldn't stand up against. There was Melissa—and all
«at he knew was to take a step toward her, Out of his thoughts,
¥ may not have answered unrruthfully, “Yes, you was wit’ me—
A night,” he said brokenly. :
;o In the awfulness of the moment, she stood perfectly still. But
7 her €yes there was horror. . .
. Wh{: was the first one to move. He stepped across to Melissa,
~0d said to her gently, “You all ready, Mlissa?"—and he held
”is hand out to her, "

; She saw him~dimly and puc her hand into his. “Yes, I' »
$ready” ° . £
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second. He'd drunk the first one more rapidly, and not
ch water. Now and again Captain would look over w0 Joe
il he said nothing. This went on for some time.

s knife clattered down from the lintel. Captain started—
¥ whatit was, though, and he took a deep brcad': and drank
st of his brandy. But he couldn’t stand it to listen to ]o'c
Jnger. “Give over that bawhn', Joe, will- you? For gods
“What you got t' baw! over? You still got the money.”

“ Joe made no answer. After some minuzes, he heaved him-
’ pright, and in 2 kind of a stagger went out the doorz\'ay. i
’}ke the kufe with you'" Captan called after him. “Don’t
it there! Joe!” but Joe had gone now. “Joe!” Captain

ed

s

$was all alone now.
i

1
b
%, FOR AN hour or more, having finished his breakfass,
“Gowan had sat 1n the kitchen, his great Bible open on the
")f his writing chair, This was Lecture Day—Thursday. He'd
*.atranging hus sermon . . . but alt that he'd written—on a
¢f1om the almanzc—was 2 dozen citauons of chaprer and
% he liked to be accurate As for the sermon itself, he'd not
"ten a word of it, An idea so unformed that he must needs
‘t down in order 1o hold it wasn't fic yet for preaching. In
Hing a sermon he used only 1deas that were solid and shapen
#*that he knew he could handle That was no more than fair to
‘people before him. They paid him to preach-—not to think
e pulpit. X
330 far, for tonight, he had arranged his points carefully from
“tly to eighthly, and was just about through, Eight were
ough. The language was something he never fussed with be-
#ehand, J¢ would either come ot it wouldn't once he was
eaching; he had good days and poor days.
Now the summation. He shifted his legs, settled himself in
/s chair, and approached it with confidence, . , .,

1: Here and there round the room—and in and out of i,
Js

 t0g,
e
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his sister was busy, But she hadn't disturbed him. Shev |
his ways, and he was used to her presence. She was not ;
woman,

Mistress Jennifer Gowan had come todofor® - |
very long after he'd first come to Kettleford. She wiso
he was—say, ten years or 50, maybe. She wasa sylnsfﬂ .
unbending, her hair a hard gray, and ber face Tined ]
People in Kettleford knew this about her: years 480
Falmouth, she had been promised to 2 man who was B2
snow, trading down east to Sydney—mate and pant @
They'd been properly published and the wedding day b
then be'd gone one more trip—becanse of the monef~
vessel was lost and never was heard from. Mistress
was young then—had persisted in hoping, out of
that somehow or other the man was alive and would =
come back to her. She said things like that fad happe™
when people talked to her, she wouldn’t listen. Afterat®’
let her alone. In Falmouth they knew that when 2 pa %
off Czpe Breton, he was hkely to stay lost. The storits?
mostly from pasts of the world where the water is wa

When she'd fisst come to Kerrelford, various wornes kf!‘
to be neighborly bue she wouldn't let them. For thei i
sake, they had tried hard. But no one could expect them !
tying forever. Mistress Gowan appeared regulasly ot M
and Lecture and most people spoke to her and she 8.
swered. That was the end of it, People were fair: thee”
soul who had ever been in the house who didn't say %
that the place was neat as a pin, and rhat from what
see, she was a pretty good feeder But try to talk 10 het!

Her brother surred in his chair; he had finished hit
He leaned his head back and spoke to his sister. “Jens,.
cat of yours—Nebuchadnezzar?—the one with the Wﬂ“’,“:
saw him this morning. I called to him, too, but he wauldij ¢
to me. How fong's he been gone?”

“Must be a week, ain't it? Funny thing, too—all
been having. You s'pose he was out in it?”

chis*



Tue FIELDS . 149

ouldn’e think so. He found a place probably.” Sumeone

d at the door. “Who can that be, 1 wonder?” She was on -
y to the door. . N ,

sat there and listened . . . Whir Livingston, that was!—
elissa was with him. Mr. Gowan's face, for an instant, was

ed and grave. “Bring her to me,” he had rold Whic last

er, "and I'll marry you any time™—and now Whit had

he het. All right: he'd go through with i:!ﬁl_:ough the
ity forbade it. Stifl, it was he wha'd be punished, not
and Melissa. Closing his Bible, he got up to greet them, I

i only let him have time, he might be able to do something

ke the thing legal ... 5

e was glad to see Whit, and relicved he was home agin.

b appeared older.

6d as for Melissa®—Mr. Gowan bowed to her, noting the .
and the 8pron and stockings, and seeing most clearly Melis-
fxpression: “This 15 the hour in which I'm to be married”

t her to wait2” he thought to himself. " Ask her to wait three

€5 to be published?—after three months of waiting that

: broughe her this moment? Tell her to bring me a written ™
ate from the clerk of the rown that the match is approved

et father?” .
Well," be said to them both, “1 guess there’s no question as
rhat you have come for .., ?° .
¥hit gtinned in response. “No, 1 guess there ain'y, Mr.
wan.

Melissa smiled happily. .

Ihe minister looked from one to the other, He was proud of
m both. “I'm glad you have come,” he said, -
They had no answer,

“Now, then, first of all: have you had any breakfase?™ R
Neither one would confess. But from the way the girl looked
-Whit, Mr. Gowaa was certain that Whit hadn’t had any.
Uhit,” be demanded, “has she had any breakfast?” = -
"Well, 1 couldu't say, Mr. Gowan—but not since 1 seen her”
“And you havea'c either. Jeany—" She'd vanished. "Gone, +
: N N v
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" fine-looking butter, and a wide wedge of cheese—not KhLd
=
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Took for her cat. I'll go and speak to her, You two sty '

\Whit, poke up the fire.” He went out after his sistet.
Whit rocked the back log, 2nd turned over t ‘

keeps a nice fire.”

"Whit, have I got ¢’ ear breakfase?” .

+ “Looks like it, yes.” He stood up with his back ©0
“Ate you happy?” she asked, standing before hiz-
“Certain, Fm happy!"—spreading his hands to e b

fire, "1 & know as ‘twould make me unhappy to €, &
“Kiss me!”

“In a minister’s house?"—and he kissed her.
. "Here they come!” said Melissa. >

Mistress Jenntfer Gowan, having already spoken €]
and Melissa, saw no need to do 50 again. She set 0 wod(:*
to ger ready some breakfast. To Melissa’s offer of help®
Gowan replied, I guess I c’'n do it. I know where this¥
ought to, 't any rate: I just put ‘em away.” So Meliss S
and watched the brisk secting foreh of mare food than ¢
‘would put on for four men. This was no shilling breskis®

mer’s, Jast summer's—maple syrup, molasses, and O}SD"EH
preserves: these went onco the table. A plarter of j
was set on the hob to take the chill out of i, Into the ]
rubbed first with salr pork, she cut some small bricks 0(“.
hasty pudding-—and then more salt pork in good Tiberd ¥
After acranging the pan over the fire, she went out t0 7%

Whit, too, had been watching . . . and giving half b
answers to the questions Mr. Gowan was asking hir.

Returned from the woodshed, Mistress Gowan had bé‘;
with her a gallon of cider and a couple of eels thit hae?
scheduled for supper, )

When Whit saw the eels, his host couldn’t help askiog:
like eels, do you, Whit?”

“I d' know as there’s anything & man thinks 0
he's where there ain’c any.”

N .

b

:
f oftener ™
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fatt No eels where you've been?”
Adrle see any.” He followed these with his eyes. "You take
s Sandwich, ten bushel o' wheat'll buy one o salt. But for |
‘mess of eels, I &' know what I'd have given—if I'd 've had
ye, [ mean”
ress Gowan took the pan from the fire and emiptied the
" iasty pudding and pork onto 2 plate on the table. She fixed
lsia the pan.
good many hold,” Whit volunteered, “that a really nice eel
t shing thete is comes out of the niver. 1 d’ know but

ight ...
* yese here,” Mistress Gowan could not avord saying, “in'c
s they might be.” She set the pan on the fire,
“flit remarked thoughtfully, "If ['d had about balf of the oil |
em fellers ¢ put onto my ankle, I might a gorten here

"_wish'c you'd had a kag of it” came from Melissa.
| stess Jeanifer said to her brother, "I guess themli be ready’
e ready to eat them.”

_#thanked her, and told Whit to come up to the table. "Me-

you, too. You can eat with the men today. You won't mind,
s, wilf you?” ’
* “elissa said truthfully that she'd rather wait, .
’Exsrxess Gowan, liscening, approved of this stand , ;. and

“further approved when, Mr. Gowan insisting, Melissa sat
“n: the girl knew enough 1o do what she was told, anyhow.
Whe minister then asked a blessing . . . the first tirme in theit
¢ Ss.dm either Whit or Melissa had ever heard rhar done! They
nl; ;l:{l:i:::n excusable quitk—it probably came from his
#*All right, Whit, begint” Mr. Gowan invi i
#¥rted in. Melissa, after a fashion, made (:u:n:vo“c‘i' and Wbic
3 eat also.

:l:he(e was no conversation. The minister had removed ta his
n',"ah:f by z'he fire, and his sister stood round and watched Whit
p feifﬁi‘&‘i‘ SS:lw hadn'c szcn anyone who really could eat since
o v water and come inland to Kettleford. C « .
LY
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of the cider. By the time he had finished, Mustress
Gowan was 50 far won over as to give her permission™
lissa respectfully offered to help her wash up. .
Mr. Gowan ignored the fact thar Whit now was '
was bent upon talking. He told Whit to come and it
the bench by the fire, and he began putting wot ,
They were, for the most part, things having to do i
three or four hours. 1
No, Whit admitted, Melissa hadn't expecred bt H!-f .
her a letter, but it had gone astray somewhere. {He L"(
could do to answer the minister accurately, his heed ¥
thickening with his great need of sleep.) N
*You know, Whit, last night,” Melissa put in, “whent
Potter come in ¢ tif innyard, the first thing 1 thought
maybe he’s got a letter.” i
Whit's mind revolved slowly. “Well, the way it 6%
. he brought word of me, anyhow,—or he claimed that %]
> *'Mr. Potter?” Mr. Gowan inquired~and he kept03%]
ing. Whit wasn't able to pick and choose itenis. Not wis¥
to defend against questions. He worked through d’"
story: what Mr. Potter had said in the ravern last evedf:
how Mr. Potter had made explanation this morning. Wif
know when the story was ended. He went doggedly °‘“W{
Mr. Potter's selling some deeds to Melissa’s old mas- rt
Captain had paid, even though it hurt Caprain to pay 2°
anyone. Then Mt Potter had gone. ©
“Yes. I heard him ride by here, What happened the, y
“I guess Joe come in, near as I ¢'n remember.” Whit PB;
“There, now, I hadn't ought to be sleepy. Night before -
“Let’s keep to this morning. ‘Joe came in. Thea whl;:é
From the other side of the room, Melissa came over, St
watching Whit ..., "
. Whit was earnestly trying to do what Mr. Gowad ;"q
‘to recollect what had happened and to tell it all straig™™

the other things, Whit ate both of the eels and drank d’

.
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| Gowan said nothing at all to Melissa. But he knew she
here. .

hie struggled on. He hoped Mr. Gowan would leave him
ras soon as he'd finished. He would go to sieep then.

ias hard work to remernber, The outside of his head scemed
ess iz on his brains . . . but s belly fele good. If be could
Jet go, he could go o sleep now ...

ey watched his eyes closing,

".’n then Captain sud that I couldn’s marry her because all
sighe she'd been with the Portygee. I &' know why he
it seemed awful silly. ‘N then there was Mlissa—" His

_now were closed. They both saw him smile. “—standin’
{ on the stairway. She looked awful pretty! "N so Isaid to her,
852, you ready?’ 'n she was ready all nght—'n so we walked

" there . out o there . .. 'n Joe never done nothin'—'n—"n
“ed—inthe r0ad .. " That was the best he could do. He had
Aasleep.

- frer 2 moment, the munster looked at Melissa. And she .
at him, : -
e felc that he wanted to say something to her. But Whit had
\}dy put it much better than he could: 1 d' know why he said
“itseemed awful slly. So Mr. Gowan said nothing, He looked
at Whit,

s been cravelin’ all night,” Melissa explained; “all day 'n

ight”
f

hit was sound asieep now. “Jenny,” Mr. Gowan said, over
{shoulder, "I'm gotng up to the tavern, If Ensi ign should came
‘re to zh? house looking for me, tell him to wait for me, Tell
T to wait here unal 1 gethack. Anyone else, you can send them
¥ray—you and Ensign between you, I guess you can, anyhow.”
%"Dinner?" she asked.

¢ “If 'm not here in time, you can give it to Ensign.”
3 Mistress Jennifer sniffed.

¢, Mr. Gowan stood up. “Now, then, Whit, I'll fix you up.” H
§ -
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he'd be forever debarred from marrying anyone. In 2ddi-

o that, Caprain could sue him—though there’ d f‘mt be much

) satisfy judgment once the fine had been paid!

comily Gowan held on for the tavern. . .

ier . .. well, yes, he thought he might handle Butler. Be-

ih cetnainly looked 25 though Caprain Butler—far reasons
own—had been trying to fix things so that no one but Joe
d marry Melissa. A suggestion to Captain that the wwn
dn't Jike that—most people believing Joe was mote ot fess
sh—might have some effect. In fact, the minister thought,
fwn would like 1t so little that he was probably ius‘nf\cd in
sng to Capuamn of tar and of feathess. . . . Yes, Captaia’s con-
-might well be obtainable. -
here was still the town, though The town would be difficuls;
éwas 0o getting round it The town koew the faw, too: thar
irriage be published chree tumes in advance. That was to give
i opportunity to object if they wanted to. In this instance, of .
415€, 110 one would want to objecr—Whit and Melissa being
3 well segarded But ler Reverend Gowan—thus ran his

_Aghts—ignore the town’s right to obyect if it wanted to—
Inght theee'd be the end of hus Ketddeford minist:
Fhy on easth had he promised Melissa “this evening”™ There
S oo use talking that way  he knew well enough. i

"It was only a litcle way now to the tavern. All right: Butler

s1—he rather relished this interview——and with that out of
3 way, be'd have Ius mund free to tackle the town.

Mt Gowan raised up his head and took a deep breath of the

ning, He'd been 100 busy thinking to notice before what a
e morning it was!

2

p EARLY THAT evening the crowd round the door of the
A meeting house was twice what it had been on Lecture
ights recently. The people stood arouad, visiting, Tt wasn’(
;,mch warmer inside the building, and qut here they could galk
& was fine overhead and frozen dry underfoor. “Is this * ™

s
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night Lecture,” David Gillmor's voice quavered, ot siti E
baitin? I ain’t seen so many in one place t'gether 2%
Trainin” Day. My soul 'n body, if there ain't t" Coptit
makes it complete. Hi, there, Captain! You treatin?”
“Evenin’, David,” said Captain, and took sancruay 128
church building.
"You say ‘trear’ ¢’ that man,” David rematked, 'n Bl
into a hole ' like a woodchuck.”
“You've shot at him (oo often.”
“Well, I ain't never hit him! "
William Cauldwell asked, “What is it, Lawrence? Yot
what's the excitement?”
“No more than you do,” Murphy responded. “Whatd
you here, David?”  ~
“Why shonldn’t I be here? Can't I come t' Lecture?”
~  "You ain't 1 six months.”
“All the more reason!” said David trrumphantly.
“The truth 15, amn't it, David,” drawled old Mathe¥
“someone told you there was gomn’ t' be votin'?”
“That's what I heard,” sa1d two or three others. -
“What on?" someone asked.
No one answered immediately. )
. “What's the difference?” said David. “Where thert?
. there’s treatun’—sooner ot later. That's why I come. .
o you fellers—that ain’t here out o' habir, like Schoolm®
-—come out o' spite: 50's there wouldnt no one ou!\“’“rj
don't care what it's on—no more’n I do.”
‘This was close enough to the truth so that all of thet® s
“A Presbyterian,” another observed, “'d ruther vo¢ 2
anytime,” .
“They ain't 50 bad as the Congregationals, though
“Maybe they ain’t but they ain’t very far from it/
“Way it is in a Congregational church, even 'rhc
votes. He's got a vote just the same as the rest o{"ﬂﬂ-
“How do you know? You ain't never beenonc ™ |
“No, but my woman was before she changed over.

wisl



Tae FiELDs 37

e didn't vote, did she?'; -
0, she’s & woman. . N .
;ll;r: this morning,” said Cauldwell to Murphy, “that Whit
gstor's back, T heard he'd been ¢ ' tavesn :md'c:ll:d‘ that
Potter—right to lus face, mind youl—called him a hu:l
} Pouer admitted it. You know who told me? Captain
elf did”
es, he told me, too.” . . 3
'N 1 said to Captain, Potter had betrer admit it. 1 k‘x}ow:d
1last night that the man was a liar—soon as he spoke.
id you?r”
artn 1 knowed o' But 1 didn’t say nothin—maybe you
4 Give the man enough rope, I says € myself, 'n he'll hang
self onic”
ey had all heard the story of Whit's meeting with Potter.
:gzy long, Captain Butler'd recited it—Ilike a picce that he'd
ed—t0 every man who'd come in there.

;';]Whiz aint the kind"—1t was Murphy's opinion—"t take
~ve with 2 woman "thout he hadn't marned her.”

‘here was general agreement.
3 Whete is Whit?” asked Thett. "Has anycne seen him?”

Yo one answered, They'd do that to Thett sometimes; it kepe
Bin his place, N

*Mistress Gowan appeared out of the darkness, marching
e
Faight for the door. “
> Lvenin’, Mis' Gowan,” Murphy said to her pleasantly,
1“She cocked her head round ke a tall, skinoy bird, "Who's
et? Lawrence Murphy? Why, good evenin’ ¢ you, sir. Nice
enin’, an't 2"
¢ "Yes, ma'am, it is that,” Murphy managed to 2nswer,
7—and she kept on het way.
e, The me: gaped. That was more word:
5 fowan had ever said at one time since she fisst came t
h o Ki
,:org!—and befoce they'd recovered, Mr. Gowan loomed “;t e
¢ N " .. » L Lt
f h“::;fﬁmmly, the minister'd stop, speak 1o this  9ne-a
s

s than Mistress Jennife:
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Tonight he statked through the crowd as though™",
there. .
An odd silence came on them, as of children rebuked,
recognized it.) They moved toward the door....
Inside the church, Mr. Gowan sat in his chait—
over them, but, as before, not appearing to se¢ lhﬂ}
settled themselves, When the bustle and coughing hzdlf
10 nothing, they heard as they always did the door of .
closed. They waited for the minister to rise and com
Then they heard the door opened again. No one q-
to tusn clean around to see who 1t was ., . burthey *
stéps sounded like a man and a woman. They came tf
It was Whit and Melissa, v
Every wife tn the church glanced round ac het”
most of the husbands declined to confess to the ¥°
~+ interest that throbbed in the females, The men thoi
own thoughts They thought that Melssa, putting .t
a fine-looking girl. They were pleased to see for thems!
they'd already heard: that Whit had gotten back® :
. evidence before them that Whir, upon his return, badit
much time, they found mildly amusing. They wondee!
Whit had managed Caprain; understood now why W"‘i
stood up to Potter; and most of them wondered how ‘ﬂ""
going to support her. It was this latrer question made 8¢
of Whic's father. And they saw that old Tom was 02 5
night, too. Whit had come a fong ways since that time !
- tavern. And old Tom had progressed—but in the otbes s
Tom Jooked worse than ever. %
The women all wished that Lecture was over. A i3
trothal awaiting discussion made the hour seem endltﬁ;
Straight, stiff, and in black, Mistress Jennifer Gawan[“.w
with excitement. Melissa was wearing an assortment 0t
which, one after another, Mistress Gowan bad P‘"‘,’;ﬂ‘,
They were lovely things, too—made for Mistress Jeot i
ding. Toward midafrerncan, she had said to hc:self,d [ml‘
meant for a wedding—and thar's what they'll be used 16
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back on ‘em: I'm doin’ right by ‘em! It's what they were

. for Since that momeat, whenever she'd realized that
iings were no longer up there on the shelf in her closet,
felt, for some reason, this—well, sort of excitement: she
ke talking to people. . .

Jissa was radiant. Mr. Gowan had said o her, "One way or
ex, I'm going to 12y to asrange it for sight after va:-tu{e. It
"¢ who'd suggested she and Whae sit together—he'd like to
3¢, he s2id, as much of custom 25 possible. .

y Whit was unhappy. Not even his pride in Melissa could
him feel comforrable—here in front of them all.

“ver Whit and Mehssa had seated themsélves, Mr. Gowan
“iforward—and began just as usual. In nothing he said, inno
of his vaice was there any sign whatsoever of anything out
“eordinary, .

*hen he came to the notices, he zead out the banns, and he
*1o the people, “Following Lecture tonight, I want you to
in. There are one or two things that I wish to discuss with

b‘:.:en he preached them the sermon that he had prepared for

“y—though 1t suited his purpose to finish with fifthly, By

“'time they were restless, though not yet resentful.

¢ service concluded, he gave them no chance to relax into

peting. But with a tangible pause and some change ia his

“tnier, he made the transition to secular marters.

*1 speak now to the town,” he said, “not o the church” And

sh those words he conceded to them the authority in whatever

Tahe follow. These was a visible sat as they settled themselves
b judicial air in more comfortable postures, They paid the

Isest atrention.

"Hete tonight,” he went on, “you have heard me read out the

#nns for two of your people. Under the law of this province,

#ose banns must be published at three separate Meetings be.

#1¢ the law wilt assume that 1 have your consent to marry thesc

Kx:pln T must have, also, their parents’ consent.”

"1 1 break the law—if I marty two of your peoplj,:w‘
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your consent and the consent of their parents—I btmf1 !
ject to fine, as well as Liable to suit, But—mak you &
marriage still holds. The law seeks to give you control o
‘The law does not give you control over them.
“They may be married by some other ministet, ™3
have permission of his Majesty’s Governor—which 2§
* know, is not infrequently granted. Indeed, they mey ke
martied estate—so far as the law is Concemtd—-wu.‘z»‘?
minister. 1n New Hampshire Province, any w0 oY,
together as though they were married, ate justas m_“d‘.““ ¥
in the eyes of the law, as though they'd been marriel )
“That, I say, ts the law—think whar I may of it. N
“We come now to apply tt. Whitfield and Meliss2 57
marry them, Under the law, I must have your permiss®/
wecks, the law gives you, in which to make up yout L
He spoke not at alt humbly. “I ask your approval 0%
*that, I befieve—and assure you-—that in that way alost ™
- avoid for them unwonted hardship. With your nppm"i‘
10 join togecher in marriage Whitfield and Melissa bef&)
. and this company as now gathered together. i
“You have the 1ight to say no. I need not remiod 1%
where there is right, there is responsibility also. What ¥7
pleasure?”
They appeared very grave, / :
The munister waited. ... . ﬂ
Nathaniel Thet, young and earnest, got 1o his fect 1
Tike to ask, Mr. Gowan, about the right to be heard of rho¥”
are absent.” p
Lawrence Murphy, sitting up front, was seen (0 100;,’
the church. “Them that ain't here,” Lawsence said audd
mostly the Portygee.” ot
There was considerable amusemeat—and Thett ¢
down again, j
Davl%:l Gillmor got up. “From what you say, M. G"wm',ﬂbi
fike t' me that there ain’t any use £r us ¢’ g0 further o8
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Tom Captain. If Captain says *no, there’s ‘nend on 't, ain’t

xephy Jeaned toward his wife so a8 1o whijP“- “Tha old
diss 2 cow'’s rump fe a noggin ¢ brandy.
e reproved him. e g "
4 Gowan turned squately to Caprain. Elx}uhak: Bu(ler:—
1¢ paused somewhat posntedly until Captain stood up—"do
1yive your consent to my performing this matriage between
sdaughter Melissa and Whitfield Livingston of Kertleford?”
dere was dead silence. Everyone in the place, except Whit
zMelissa, was looking at Captain.
;aptain, however, was looking at the mumuster,
¢ J1—" Mr. Gowan sud
< do;” answesed Captain.
,fo one thought of Tom Livingston.
~illiam Cauldwell azose; hus love of talking was proof against
rihing. “Suz, and dhus meeung Like Mr. Gowan has said,
.7¢ there's a tight, there 15 responsibility. That means, £z one
lg, that it’s up ¢ us ¢ be fair an’ ¢ use our best judgment to-
ds Whit and this woman 1 think we will. But it looks ¢’ me,
! 1ike our responsibilicy weat further 'a thot,
¢'Now I don't say there 1s—buc 1 say there could be—folks
side o’ Kettlefard who might have some interest, one way ot
§zher, in these two gewsn’ marned. It might even be that such
@e as I ypeak of was ar some distzoce from Keuleford. If we
*down the tme berween ‘publish’ and masry, we cut that per-
out of 2 chance to object. Oh, yes, we c'n do-it; we got the
thority. But do we wane ' do 18” Mr. Cauldwell sar o

own.
~2nd the story of Whit's having taken 2 woman somewhere
_# e north seemed 10 hang in the 2umosphere . . .

"-They wese uncomfortzble under ir; they dida’t like ie. Bu
Jere it was, all the same. And no one wanted 1o speak.,

", Mr. Gowan perceived that he was facing defeat. Yethe'd gont
# faras he dared in trying to run things. Any move he mad
£ and they'd rrn against him.
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Zebulon Porter, disliking Cauldwell, soughe a frehe”
subject. Well-intentioned and inpocent, Zebulon cheet’
_quited, “1'd like to ask, Mr. Gowan, what is the atured
here ndw ‘hardships'?—that you said you'd ike ¢ get
them?” -

Whit thought to himself, “I've stood all of this tharl®
mind to.” .

He rose and faced Porter. “I've made me a pitch just
Sandwich. If you know where that is, you know thit (¢
you go up th’ river. That means a capoe. If T'm goig {7
canoe full o’ gear 'n 2 woman up Merrimack Riverintl,
o' November, I want t* gir started. 1 gos ¢’ get stamed! GE
stream, 1 got ' use 1’ slack water Thar freezes firt A7

. now, when there ain’t 100 much wind, she'll begin ¢ as
New ice'll slit a canoe open righe at the waterline. Ifshes,
down good 'n movin’ ¢ all, at'll lay her wide open. Tht®
in th’ river with th’ gear 'n the woman. As to whit M

- here means by ‘vnwanted’ hardship, 1 couldn’t tell okt
know, there ain’t any other kind But flounderin’ roend®
rimack River with ice 'n gear 'n 2 woman ’n a stovesf |
more hardship than I want. Does that answer yoor §
He was angrier now thaa he had been when he sta:

Porter said, “Yes, it dves.” Porter was pleased i
pleaded his case better than Porter had thought he o

Lawrence Murphy said quietly, "Why can't you go@

“Because 1 ain't gor any oxen.” And then Whit &%
Cauldwell. “I cold Mr. Porter thes mormin’ up t'th’ 1ave®]
was a liar, I thought that was sufficient. Is i, or ain’t &

“Ie is for me, Whit.” .

“Is it for the rest of ye?” .

“Yes," a man growled—and more of them joined

Whit, not visibly moflified, sat down again.

Mr. Gawan saw fit to call on Melissa. o

She rose when he spoke to her—and she stood V"Y:

“According to custom when banns base been ¢

him
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{ explained by way of easing ic for her, 1 ask you, Melissa,
¢ stand forth before this congregation.” R

jssa had expected that Whit would be at her side. B
sirfield Livingston,” the minister said to the pccpl:: h:

1 faced you” And to Melissa, “Please wrn around.” *

issa turned round. She saw the faces distincly—there
o many!—but there was no one she knew. She had seen
‘ces before—but then they'd been people, They were not

", now. They were just staring faces . . . without any names
. She was alone, confronttng these faces—she couldn’e
¢l het legs under her holding hee up. Yet she didn't

“

“it, who was suting there watching her, did what he had 1o
% stood up beside her, and he took hotd of her arm. Melissy
3 up at him—

-1;cll,- Gavin Gowan—" Mustress Jenmfer's voice was high
* mpatient—"what are you wawn’ for now?” T

(E Gowan was startled—

ple broke 1ot laughter. Qut of the laughrer, somebody
“Now's the ume, Mr Gowan!” And 2nother man, “Aye!
s{ for you, Mistress Jenny!” -
- ster the tumult, Ensign Lord roared, “All in favor, say aye!”
esiey rocked the church with it

-

iz quiet—by contrast more notable—the minister mazied
1. They stood before him and he read from his Bible those™
71 he had chosen, knowing Whit and Melissa. There was no
sl of question and answer, 00 admonition. There were only
P 01:! Testament words which he wakened.

¥hit and Mehssa acknowledged each other as husband and

n,-:'he minisref. prayed for them. . ..
-« Amen,” he finished.
+Amen,” said the people.
l<,‘V[ehssa turned Whit abour and they walked down the zisle
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The door opened for them ... and the night outsider”
them. .

Someone stepped up 1o Whit. It was Ensiq ,
“opened the door for them. "Mr. Gowan says, Whit, ¢ E”j
¢ his place. 1 guess likely the rest of 'em "Il goup ¢ &
He says you c'n do as you like, o’ course—but you k!
tavern’s like afrer a weddin’." .

“M'lissa—?" Whit asked her, -

- “Id'wantt goback, Whit! 1 come away from there W
this mornin"" N

“Well,1d" know but I feel i’ same way.” And 1o EoSP:
Mt. Gowan we take it kind of hum, will you? C'm on, M®

“My cloak’s in the church.”

. “Tll git it,” said Ensign. "You wait down the road31*
« other side o’ that elm tree.”
‘They slipped away, then . . .
Ensign caught up with them before they'd got to heels
+ He gave Melssa her cloak ol

"G’ night, Whit,” be said, “ 'n good night to you, Mses
ingston.”

He hurried back ta join up with the others, Ensign
what the tavern would be after 2 wedding. And zon}%hlf
swallow at Captain's expense! He couldn't escape ;
spoke aloud in the darkness: “I bet that old David b KM«
a'ready!”

Whit and Melissa walked down the soad, The sound?
people faded behind them. They passed two of xh!“aa:
* with light in the windows,—dim light, from the ﬁre"m’:
head in the darkness, thin-white and unreal, the smoke
chimneys These were the houses of the good people o
ford. They were warm houses. _—
Whit struggled to speak. “Mlissa, T'm sorry [ 2ist 5
place ¢ take you.”
“But you will have.”
“Yes, I will have.”
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= she sopped in the road] and she put her hmés upto’
"Whir, I don't care!—not so long as you ke me! .

sit couldn't answer. He drew her to him. o

wing Joe's little house, they saw it was dark, no light in the
b, 8o smoke from the chimney. Neithet one spoke of it.
sa pulled her closk tigheer round her, .

‘ou think that tomorrow, Whit, we ¢'n get started?
bmotrow or next day, I shouldn't wonder. No later than

e rest of the way, Whie holding her hand, she went farward
h
ence,

PART TWO

The River 0 1769-1770

WHIT SAID to Melissa, "Well, now we got staried, next
3is ¢ gie there™ -
hey wete out on the nver, 1n the long, quiet reach where the
t spreads our above the falls at the fishing place. The mist of
morning 2 it rose from the watet was thin now and wispy,
ithe sun was beginnuag to narrow the shadow that lay along,
cast bank. There was almost 50 wind, what there was was
thwesterly. It was yet 4 little 100 early for the day 1o declare

f, but everything pointed 1o its being a good ooe,
finderneath all the things that he tad on his mind, Wit

3ld feel a great uplift, Melissa was with him. The town was
Sind them. :

He was paddling easy,
‘et of a day or a journ

453 man is apt 1o do generally at the
ey. The blade of his paddie would join
#h the watet, they'd be togethet a moment, and then be apar
pin—very much the same way that a man and 2 woman,

i
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ina figure, go through it together, and cast off acth
ta join again in a moment, carried along and «- .
music. The firmness of the water, he could feel inbis”,
his arms, and his shoulders. Jr was gentle and sure;!
it. He was ac one with what he was doing, L
“This was a birch canoe, high at each end and v .. )
of it. It was easily ripped but it was easily 3
broughe along enough putch to pretty nearly buildi™
one,
By and large, Whit was hopeful. Now in the
- appeared 2 good chance that whar lay ahead might
pretty well for them, N
Ir seemed to What, as he thought of it, that he was W
fortunate a man as you'd be likely to find if you weret¢
. ook for one. He was going into the woods and Mefiss: |
* him. You couldn’t beat that? .
He was aware of the happiness in him, Joy be pad-
,}}i and here and there Jaughter, This was deeper and geu'®
was a feeling 2 man could remember and brace ags®®
time, when he was pressed hard, and know it woulda't
with him, .
Plenty of men can say “Then, I was happy.” Whit
of them. He knew his happiness ac the tume whea b¢ padi
Melissa was with him
That was the main thing. Of course, on the other hand
were going to run into hatdship and cestainly danger. BS
ters of hardstup and items of danger his mind kept w
places. They didn't trouble him any beforehand. Hel?
was prudent, and he counted thar 1n his favot. He 85
thankful chat he'd have himself to depend on and 50 0%
around him to wotrit bum. He liked it that way; it 8%
chance, when something went wrong, to work it out byk
He didn't look to Melissa for help on the, jouraey:
wasn’t much she conld do, seally, that he wasnt actuSS’c‘
doing himself and that he didn't have an idea he coul o
than she could. The job right ahead of him w3s 10 B
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} £ here
ich. He'd manage, There'd be 3 good many places wh
::e to ;o essy—%vhe(e once he'd have poled that this time
st catry—but he didn't mind that. If they'd !xcn coming
tream, though, these wece Sive o two runs he'd have hated

fsound of the falls was not faint, but forgotten, There were
falls ahead, but they couldn’t hear them yet.
Fwas k«gh’:g nlon;yu the edge of the sunlight, because l\’:
“see that she wanted the sunlight, If he'd been alone, he'd
sayed closer in—more out of the cusrent and where he
Jfsee better. But here 1n the reach there wasn'e much current
"hey had eaough to eat with them so that they didn't need to
yihing. None the less, all along—because he couldn't belp
Je'd been warching both banks for anythung stitring, Two
yioash and 2 mink wete all he'd seen so faz, and he hadn't
ht there wordh cafling 1o Melussa's attention. A dect would

Jee, though~—feeding about 15 & shallow place at the edge of
 Wders, lifing 1t feer as dainty as could be, a deer was a
¢ that belonged 10 the nverbank—this rime i the mosning.
" ke Melissa to see one; he thought 1¢ would pleasure her.
e was up in the bow and she had her back 10 him, the hood
Vh cloek and her small shoulders showing over the top of
1b’.\ggage he'd fixed there to make a back for her,

the sun coming warmer, Melissa pushed her hood back,
kd up her head and shook it a trifle, and it riffled her hair.
was too much for Whit; it always was when she did thae,
couldn’t restrain hamself: tus foundation of happiness
med so very relisble that he couldns bear not 16 add to it
: ﬁ‘e;\::z;‘n;n. He grinned and he sad to her, “"This is prcgrym
»eYes,” said Melissa. :

(Tbe wind—somewhere berween them and the falls ac lh;: fish.
5} place—had wavered and shifted, and the noise of the falls
¥s tuch less than it had been. “Wind's shifted,” he thoughe,
-;v(us! be more out th' west.” He didny say anything,

!!{Mehsm had made up her mind to try tosit motionless. And jt



168 LoOK TO THE MOUNTAIN

wasn't neatly so irksome as she'd thought it would be.
was beginning to wonder if these wasn't some %3 ‘
straighten her legs out. “Fhere didn't seem to be 20%

it off until later. The freedom all sound her—and it a’
0 her—was too insistently there for het to think of
else.

Here the river was wide enough so that they were 1¢
in by the banks, but were raised up instead 50 that shet ,‘
off into the country. The things that she looked - 4
away than the things that Whit looked for. She
the west bank—a bare, an-colored Jine—and then went
it. The Uncannupucs were plain, but it was not the st
«ain. She knew what it was because it couldn't be anyd
butt this side of the mountain resembled in no WeY ¥C
the mountain thac she'd always known. To have the
_nucs changed round made it seem all the more @ sm\ns"f!
-ountry in which she was craveling. This indeed ¥8%
She was farther now from the tavern than she'd ever b““;
life. "How far we come, Whit, would you say, altogete!

He was slow to answer. “Fourceen mile, I guess, gt

She heard his voice as is own but 1t was not the wayh
generally. She heard hem disunctly—but if she'd e ®
Farther from him she coutdn't have heard him ac all Aﬂd:'

seem a short answer. Perhaps, in addition to ot being >
to move about aoy, she wasn't supposed tO 3|
~ flushed with resentment, made a wry face, and

uiet. i
Whit hadn’t meant to rebuke her. He'd spoktﬂl
for her to hear what he said, and be'd answered hes "
didn't enter his head ar the moment that she'd expet m‘f‘
than that. Chatter, dusing the daytme when he wa$ Ou'b:a
river or going along in the woods, wasn't paural 02

wasa't alone that he was afraid of frightening pamt "
thas was part of it, certainly—but he was ¢ work, h"; .
Everything that he saw he was rucking away; be 0I5
sometime. True, he Jida't expect to €ome chis way %~

e
resolved 1

oud W‘
qurmﬂ‘
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away, anyhow—bu 1o see and remember was part of his

¢ example: Melissa saw an old blasted pine on the baak

e river. She noticed 2 brook that made into the fiver, and

s around it. She enjoyed seeing these things ... and passed

» the next thing, She could see fifty pines and a dozen of
ki—and nor bave them take up her mind so that she
do't talk to her busband, Afrer all, this was her wedding tour.
night, Whit had been close to her. She couldn’t see why, all
sudden, be wanted to shut her out so completely.

Vit saw the same things—the pine tree, and so on. And if
* evening next Apnil a man that he ook to were 1o say t0
i, "How is it for otter tn that part of the country?” Whit
)14 answer him easly,  Well, I come up the river the first
%k in November, and there was only one place that I sce any
“y—that is, below Hooksetr. These's a little brook there thac
es in from the ease—Lines up with an old blasted pine onthe
‘&t bank and the top of the mountam. “Tain't a great ways
e Namoskeag Falls. I see a run there, but it looked like an
-4 one. Hadn't been used since the forepart th' summer, 1
“yldn’t say—sticks on it, and so on. I didn't see no other sign
“In otter in the whole o that reach.” ‘
¢ Two or three minutes later, Whit began wondering if she
. zugh[ be'd been short with her He decided that maybe she
x ‘ght have, "Ten mile from th' cavern, most of them call it, to
<4 falls at ¢h' fishn place. Where we lay ous tast night was a
1951 piece ahove there, "o we come three mile this mornis’, |

Ptagreathand ¢ cipher, but fourteen is tight, ain't it?”
z4She forgave him. “Foutteen'll do, but I wish it was ffteer
HEMS €0 me ev'ry mule 15 s0 much ¢ th' good.
;’&_\th was distressed. "I was afeard that you mightn't take t
gx’ “Take 10 it"t Whit! 1 love every minute. 1 didn't mean o
755 we got left.  meant the more that we been.”
47, "Oh. Well, we gor some ways ¥ go yer.”
p‘ "Not t0o much ¢ suit me.” .
o
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. "N ‘rwon't all be like this.”
“Coulda't be any berzer!”
¢ ain't, I €0 tell you Right aloog here's o best B
river for upstream. You better take comfort while yos ¥
chance, You settin’ eisy? You ain't cramped up 100 &%
you?” :
“Not now, I ain't, no. My legs maybe, Tater.”
“Come time ¢’ bate, you ¢'n get out’n stretch e Youd
want t' stop now, do you?”
“I¢'s quite a trick ¢ set sull. You never had any puctitt"
“Not a gre’ deal. "N you know 1 can't get over it: ehisei®
k' motnin’, N herelam settn”
*" He chuckled. “You could knut, I s'pose rmaybe, oudies
happiet.” L
<*“No, I ain’t goin’ to—'0 1 couldn’t be any happict.l‘“h
;3 1around me; [ c'nsee away offt Everything's ne¥ o o4&
thing's open. The way 1 fect now don’t depend 0 &F ¥
ain’t cramped up a mite. Everywhere that 1 Took, its e 1®
fly there. You know what I mean?”

“Yes." She was hrough with the tavesm;
felt that way. He had never, himself, felr as though
put it seerned reasonable feeling for Melissa to haves
that became her.

. “Idknow,” she said humbly,
is part of it.”

“Be enough, 1 should think.” I

Yes. 1 c'n remember when it seemed like it woutd be-
¢ wane t' ron off. But he'd have sent after me. N bed hﬂ‘_“
i¢ worse for me when he got me back there. He could doit

“\Well, he can’t send after you this time.” . v

“No, but I wish't he would, You know what 14 57‘71;; "

14 tell 'em the truth. "Who?' 1d say to ‘em- w Othl
feller's daughter? No, she ain't tound here. Im
ingston's wife!”

“He won't send aftet you."

thae wat %91
pecod
its?

“bein’ shut o' th’ eavern, )
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What good would it do him! That is the truth, Whit. I ain'e
ame persor.” )

Well, you'd ought € know.”

Certain, 1 know!”

"Whoever you be, [aim ' hang on t! you”

"You gin't got ¢ hang on ¢’ me! You don't see what 1 mean.
at's who I a7, Whit. Bein’ married ¢ you is more part 0 me
# than—well, than an arm or a leg, or that my hait is yellow,
what my face looks ldke. Who ¥ am is what matters. I'm mar-
A you, that's who I am. Them other things is juse things that
Tought atong with me. They used t' belong ¢ who T was once.

“yw they belong ¢ who § am now. But they ain’t who {am. You
s what I mean?”

TMagbe. I'm glad you brought ‘em along, though. I'm glad
"\ brought your hait. You am't forgot nothin’ that we'd ought
B back for>—Lke 2 hend or 2 foot ar yout stummick, ac
“ghin'?”

*"There sin't nothia’ there that we got t' go back for.”
~ Whit paddled in silence.
¥ Nother thing 15,” she said aftes a moment, “when you didn't
_me back—'n one ume or another 1 chought maybe you
uldn't—when I looked shead, I—1 was afeard, Whit—when
“looked shead 'n see next spring a-comin’, Nearer 'n neater, , *
#{"Yes, Well—"

{"But L ain't afesrd now! I'll be glad when it's May”
£ "Good "

b You ke 'a change a thing round from a thing you're afraid
£ 10 4 thing you want ¢ have hap, N cent hard
fr pen—that you
¢'vait for—n it makes quite a difference you el basdly
v " should thunk v “twould, yes.”
. “Seutin’ here now, 1 Iike faciry’ frontw,
5 I ard. 1 ¢n Jook ahead
ow, Whaxs near by'n what's further al} looks awful good €
:f*ﬂ'_-_ Time was, when jt didn'e— ¢'n remember.”
L2 _Ta'm't aweek agoyer” ) ’
8 Nog by days,icain’, mayhe”
~ "Mlissa, I want € eel] you—'twon't do no good s
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like £ tell you—that if 1'd ever have knowed things -
be with you how they are now as soon as they was, [d1
it thar we got married somehow afore I wentaway.] ™" 't
it. I'm awful sorry.” 5
. “I didn’t know either. 'N I zia't a mite sorry. I g0t 255
while you was away, of what it was worth ¢’ be married f ¢

"Value you set on it may go off somewhat *fore you get )
with it” W

“I doa’t think it.” e
For perhaps three hundred yards, neither one of them sp*

Then Whic sad, "1 didn't tell you, While I was 1o =)
their agent come by—the agent, I mean, for the Tomw
Proprietors, They owa the whole township, the Proptiée?®
same as anywhere else—that is to say, a new township i
heen sertled yet. Well, he stopped by at Jonas's while Tl

' Dan'l Beede was with him, and Jooas was there,0l%
ig’(’eed on a bargain. I mean the agent and me did. Beede ¥

% fair hand, and he set her all down. I ¢'n show you e
when we get to Sandwich. I left it to Jonas's, hid awsy sift B
go 2 little place under the heatth. You could puta piece ¢
in there and then burn down the whole house, and ‘twow! i
melted—or not very much.”

“What does it say?—the paper, [ mean.”

"It don’t say only what we did—the agent and mbfb“"
don't sound quite the same, ‘n you gor to study it out: Srdl,l‘k
is the way with most papers, I guess.” x

“They’te always that way. ['ve heard ‘em read ofecs W’?
does it say?” 5

“Well, you see on the day I had fooked out the hnd’*”&’ %
1 hurred my ankle—T had sported some trees that would adh
corners, I thoughe. I figured the land that'they marked worl
about one hundred acres. I ain’t no surveyor, but I would “h‘L’
take now that the land that I matked wan't much \mdﬂd ‘sa\-
dted. Someday we will know. And the lines sun nosth an

same as like in a town. This lirdle flac interval wich the b

N
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g through it, that was !;u'ﬁy inside ‘em. There ws 0o
i t. . -
mln:m‘:e agent the comers and how the lmtl.b()mf- fﬂd )
< put it dowa i the paper. He wrote down the size of it kl:
hoe hundred acres, more o less,'tl::.e th_rly do. Dut then ¢
it setup a holler for fear st might be a mile square.
\‘[Vﬁ, lpsays 1 done enough plowin’ ¢ kaow shat is an'acl't,
the agent says he didn't doub that. But he says, You wheia
woods and an acte looks smaller.” Everyone knows ir's the
‘rway tound, but 1 dida't say nothin”. 1 says, ' went by paces,
da't go by my eye” And he says, "Well, you don't look o me
f2 than who would walk 1n his sleep.” And | says, No, sir, not
#time” And he says, "No, | am sure of ir. Bur stifl you might
‘e dozed for a spell and not known it, and besides youare kmfl
iglegged, and we got 10 put 1n something or other to lunit
Jsize, because if I was to give you more’n half of the town, 1
U4 probably get haged when my people discovered it Sa
Beede spoke up and saud he had an 1des, and when he'd said
{8t it was, the agent and me agseed o it
Melissa asked what 1c was
¢Well, when they come 1o survi

¢y the town into tanges znd
$—and Beede most hke!

3 ¥l be the one who will do jtmif i
6uld rurn our dhar I've got mote than 2 hundred, then T wilt
¥e up 10 them from wherever 1 choose along the sides of my
' €nough o bring 1t down to 2 hundred. J T'm shy of 2 han.
ﬁd.thzy will do the same thing—only they will have the say,
That seemed to me faie,
piece off the side of the

20,25 10 where the addition will be,
r’.xd ol agreed w0 1. 1 can give ‘em a
ar

*) Melissa inquiced, "Dnd they put all that in the paper2”

"2 "Sarto they dud. Oh, there’s a power of writin'!plggf ‘twan't ne

:"m‘sble o l}cede towrite it ac all. Why, he cag make 4 fair letey

ke 2 W or 2 Ye—in abour the same ume that X'can make ¢
Asoke with this paddle™~—and after thinking aboue iy fortwo

:;imc strokes, he said, “any letter you choose” i

o

N
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- ~What else does it say, Whit?” 7. ,
'+ said I'd cleas seven actes inside
one-handed if Jonas'll help meta burn
ing. He said, “What about stumps?’ 2D
And Beede put 1o that the stumps cou
“What else?” R
[ agreed to putup @ house, and they agreed 10 gire
“A cow!” Tl
=Ayuh. A cow. 'A cow’ 15 what they agreed to-
thing else, and th

what with every
‘em throw i

forgot it
ain't you gotn’ 3
swore some, a
- Whete in God's name ¢an I ges him
'_‘ w2 cow and that was all there was t© !
= 4 ow in the pug, or 1 doubt that the agent wold)
o it s0 easy Then everyone sigaed it, snd they x
o Beede set to it and wrote het all ouitig%
¢hat one, and they finished the jug. 1 lsi?'a_u
hillings for doing the writing, and xhcﬂh“’
the agent went home. It was after midmght by thit
_awful nice wiitiog, clear through to the end” 7Y
" ex7ho owns the land no%, Whit?” S
v oWhaet” S
I mean, do you own it now—or rot till aftes yOU et

it. uasi il
it. J \i‘

o
drink. And the!
the agent kep’
Beede three §

N - 1 own it now,” he sad. “IE 1 shouldn't cleat itor,
’* house, why, then they get it back.” .-
“mont A
ve. “That ain't no more than fair. It’s the same way or *
* Governor grants ‘em a town, and they $37 theyll gt o’
"7 Af they dor’t get the OWD settled, then he fan take &
» - oLy
settle Tamworth—'8 B¢ mkﬁ}b“rb‘

back.
3¢ "Suppose th A
: What becomes of us then?” o b
' nathin’ become of us. We stay I ht woEt
fetors did, WheB F0

. They owned herall right, the Props

they don't
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us,and so we own jt now. All Gorernor can dois take back
rtof the town that ain’t been seutled yer. When I've cleated
scres, and buile me 2 house, and fived in ir, too, I don’t
a3 I would rake kindly to bein’ asked to get out. That is
rouble right now over acxost in the Grants. 0ld Uncle Ben-
‘granted the Jand over there ta a whole mess of Proprictory,
hey got settlers to settle. Then the Yorkers, their Governot,
{t0 do the same thing—only he was little mite late, He
ved he was late, and he knowed there'd be trouble. But there
pney, you see, in thus granting of land, and so he went sight
3, and right away there was trouble. The Yorkers' settlers
£ in—they was Yorkets themselves—and they tried to put
'she peaple that was already there. Well, like 1 say, a man.
"Wt like that, So they shot at the Yorkers, and the Yorkers
jback, and now these is rartin’ 'n featherir’, 'n all that kind
iog They say it’s awful nice land, though, Still, I'd suther
bere I be, Look at that heron, will you? No—along by the
e He must be after shiners, there ain't any frogs there.”
L dyub. T see-him.”
ifl'na;’s the way 1 is always, you try to put a man off his land.”
J,ytf,\ suppose it must be.”
t&h{sa was warching the hdls in the distance She saw the
spite of a pine on the shose—not 100 fat ahead-—and how
fwlvcd of itself, steadily, smoothly, across the faraway face of
“4hillin the distance. When the pine tree had done, slipped in
} vanished against the same-colored background of a great
>'Ed of pine, the hull was sull thece .. and more trees had come
were moving across it. If she thought of the trees, then they
still, and away off in back of them the hill seemed to mOve
#/fward. But when she thoughe of 1t whole, the way 1t appeared
#35 the trees moving aloag one after the other .. . and the il in
#¢ distance, quiet, unchinging. .
1She saw 2 kangfisher fluvter and flash, and two ducks, fiyi08
#ist, who knew where they were going—and awsy up i the ity
loving ever so slowly, a hawk that belonged there.
ﬁf,Melissa didn't like hawks any better than most pcople{w -
¢ -
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bad 1o tend chickens. Bur here there weren't 2oy 63"

watched him 5o loag chat she had to admite bir. R
"Flying,” she said when she'd watched him fong €7}

thar for a moment it seemed ro be true, “Jooks awhulesy”
**Tis, I guess, for a bird.” .

- Ske said 1o lum suddenly- “I hear the falls again, Wit
“That's the ones up ahead.” |
“Oh"

—and then after a while, “Whit, where d’ jor fzd
Felipe went ©0?”
i &' know where he did "
“Why d' you s'pose he run off>"
"I couldn’ say.” s
*“Two days 'n two nights, nobody seen him. Lawrence ¥
wopped by there 'n dreened s cow for him” R
2'Well, Lain't gon’ ¢’ go took for him. 1 seen jotf'h’ff&"
gxhexc when I had my back to him—so’s I doo’t wamt? 2
&ain, even where I ¢'n see hum ™ :
“] was sorry for Joe—in a way, I was—~kind of” N
“You picked the wrong time for it 1 was, once, m’i
there in th' summer when you warned me agsiost E2
wan't 00 hatm in him then. But thas tme he was difes
“That was P, I ehunk, maybe.” e
“Maybe ‘twas. T d" know as I care much. { ain'e g0 i
away any if I never sce nethet one of "em.” -
“I don't hate Pa—not this mormn’, 1 dons. Well, 9 ot
say thar. But with some more motnin’s fike this one et
come a time when maybe I wouldn't.” s
I don'r hate him either. If he waslt' lz}l ;‘l;wnr;:““' 4
1'd pult him out. Bur I wouldn't pull awful heatty- o
"x\’Vl\o d’ you think he ¢'n get € do th” work at o pver
“Psob'ly marry. He ain't goin’ ¢ pay wages.
She didn't answer. * - 3
“Y* know, it'd be a tersible ching,” Whit prDP"“d fﬂ‘
he was ¢ hook on t somebody, 'n then have it (s odf
able ¢ handle bim, Wouldn't it, now?”
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sutss s0.” She didn't ¥ant 10 ralk of it. "When do we come
m falls up ahead?” . g

he ones you ' hear? “Twon't be a great while. After that,
A be orers. There's falls all the way till we come int’
L You know what we're doin? Same thing asa salmon—in
§, you might say.” s

fhey have a hard time when they come ¢ the falls”

"0'11 we, 1 guess maybe, but a lot of ‘em get there”
(:hss:'d 1alked all she wanted to. But by not talking, she
d't bring back the silence. The sound of the falls came
erand Jouder.

- BY LATE mudafternoon, the nver had nasrowed. When
T were close in to one bank or the other, Melissa had o lean
i dback tosee up 1o the top where the sunlight still showed
e upper past of the trees But down 1n between the walls of
banks it was cold 2nd seemed gloomy. The water was clear,
7 dark brown 1 color, and theze were no fintle waves on it of
“kind the wind makes, Instead, it was shck and big bubbles -
fe by on it. The curcent was scrong. Out 1n the middle, each
thnd‘; coltar round the upstream side of 1t,and on the down-
::3am side there'd be a kind of hollow and the water trying to
ble back 1nto it. Somerimes, close beside the canoe, she could
[ i down a ways—parts of grear boulders and queet, blackened
&‘R'c pans. She sar very sull, but she didn't sit easy. She
#4ida't lean back and hal close her eyes and just ride along up
58 river, She wasa't frightened at all, but she had to admit ©

e1( that when they were close 1n by the bank she fiked it
fuer,

s :WE“! was up on his knees and por saying 2 word. He was
g'orking bis way up the river, picking and choosing, planning
bd figuring, taking no chances. He was mainly concesned with
¥rting the most distance upstream that he could in return for
4 strength. There was almost no danger, because hes
z I““ enough where the current was heavy, and those ¥
£
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places that he wanted anyway. He used the stack wart
be could get it. Now and again, he'd have to cross overas”
that wasa't 100 good, but ke hadn’t struck anything prafie
have called ia any way ticklsh even afer he'd passed .
Oa the whole, he liked che canoe. It handled all rights”
kind of water, and so far 1t was dry. It was light on theat
birch canoes go, but it was a deflicate thing. It was s bt
canoe than it would be on the pond whete the wind couldg”
it, and if be'd been alone he'd have wanted it natrower. Be
were doing afl right.
As near as be could remember, they had abou three
of a mile from hete 1o the falls—the last pare of it myb,
50 good as this was, What he'd Like to do would be 1o g1
up i under the falls—there was a big eddy there e
wing him in easy—and get hts cacrysag over with befont
ek There was 2 good place o land there, 30d 2 pab®
k thar the men used for fishang. He'd lug up 2 loed L]
1553'd go with bun, and then she could bx supper whiltk
back for the rest of 1. That way, they'd be ready to mke?
start in the morning. .

They had come sound the inside of 2 bead on the %e%.
and now he'd got to cross over. For some distance shead it
100 fast on this s:de and there were too many boulders. Bt2 |
the bank on the far side, it looked pretty good. The siverdbd
up 2 beach there, and it would be nuce easy going, Burhes?)
see any place for geteing across . . .

There would have been 2 good place except for 20 el
thar tad got huog up on 2 rock our chere~somerime o
spring, probably. Well, he'd have ta go round ir. The -
stream side was the only side he could get to, and there
much toom berween the tree and a place in the Wi“fﬂ’
showed where some rocks were just under the surface. B
guessed he could make it. He didn't see any other Way. ¥

When he got out there berween the trec and the o)
found he dido't have as much room as he'd thought he ‘;‘fgm
to. He'd fgured an elm ought not to have branches suckitd™



: THE RIVER 179
;1 angles. But this one had two at least down ja under the
his paddie touched them, They made him feet as thaugh
%eppcd on 2 snake. But he had 1o drive forward, branches
‘branches: the tocks were too handy for him to ease her
bh stantwise; chere was no room to tura round, and if he'd
ined 1o stop and try to back out, he'd have been down on
ks befote he could whistle.

drove het—he had to! .

Jisst's small wes curled up in her shoes. She sat leaning
frd and her hands gripping the gun’L She could scé the tree
the rocks, and she could feel Whit fighting the cutrent.
- with each stroke, he'd make a sound “ub!” the way aman |
~when be's chopping. -
;é paddied wider to swing his bow upstream round the end
LTI

_ﬁcy were through the worst of 1t . . . . R
‘ ke branches were twigs here, and he could come in close to
,3- He ot the bow up, and dug in with his paddic. He was
‘ Eng now almost straight into the cutrent, but because of
:

“almost” he was easing across it That was just what he
ed. Half 2 foot at a time, they were gerting on nicely. When
Jgu: past the tree, they'd be well clear of the rocks, and he
swing ta bus tight again—and in a couple of rods they'd be
of the current, -
Jdnssa mistead the state of the struggle, They weren't going
vard s fast as they had been . . , they weten's going forward
Ly at all. By the twigs of the tree, she measured their
(8ress. A Tittle but forward—stop—and slip back—then a
¢ more forward . . . ob, they were paining all right, but so
i, ibly slowly! Whir, by his strength, was Lifting them forward.
sg be was having all he could do with it. . -
‘S&: Just had 1o sit there, patr of the weight Whit was trying

N oy e
‘ ”A:hl[ said to himself, “Well, 1 guess I'rm "bout fat enough
| M

Melfiss: $aw close at hand a twig that looked stout
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her to Jay hold on and help pull them along, She reacket
hand for it~— ¢
“Stop thar!” Whir yelled a¢ her—and he bad 2 tint 1
steady the canoe because it had startled her, He el
that, though If she'd ever got hold of it, there was 107}
where they wonid have been next, .
He made up what he'd lost in this little excitemen, 2
his crossing, and came into a place where the wates sa24
Hete it was shallow, and he poled with his padd;
along famously, -
“That danged old elm tree,” he said ro Meliss, 3]
picked a worse place. "T'was narrow jn there-—seemed &
minute. You feel me touch them two branches dosa fnﬂ
the water?” He was feeling easy and pleasant, and sl
" of himself,

1 ~She shook her head.
Whit was arrested. “Whar's the matter?” he asked. %
She was sitting up straighe. "Nothin’.” ioch

Whit thought back ¢ill he came to ic. Then he st
“*F you'd a got hole o that thing 'n been pullin’ sgn3 A
had come off in your hand, n you'd fell over backvrrh
where'd we a been?” b

“I'm sorry.” -

1 had to yell at you.” l

“Well, you don't have to now.” lfj

Whit took bis time about answering. “No, thats ight
Well, pothin” happened.”
She was still hurt, She had wanted to help.
Whit said, “From here to the falls, we ain’t got'
neat as I ¢'a remember. It's only a little smﬂ)l,PIC“,
1ill we get to "em. You can hear ‘em good, can't W“shcuj‘
She cestainly could. There was no peed 10 fisten !
ing not to. .
“ylt iasn't as heavy a sound as the falls ac the 6shmgelf";€‘;%
- had been with them z]l aighe. But it came from abov b
high banks shut them in. Whit, all the time, was §0i8

r ¢ cross 087
from b
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;; be wouldn't know there was anything fearsome about

¢ came round a wide open bend——the roar opening up—
ere was 4 tossing, white wall. I was some ways ahead.
a stared at it. It filled all she could see.

was picking his way from one rock to another, turning
visting, in and out, thrusting, he was making his way ...
ow d you ke ‘em?” he called to Melissa.

 had shur her eyes for a moment. She nodded her head.
pshc looked again at the falls she could see what they were.
¢lt a kind of exciternent, as well as just awe.

Elin midstream, the rives was jumpang about, light-colored,

utsying. In here by the bank, it was dark and swung stowly.
€y were halfway to them, now, from where she'd first seen
3 The fascination ook hold of her; she forgot everything

ey came closer and closer. She didnt mind it.

e could feel the spray on her face in the ternble noise, The
f e falls was high over her head. Steaduly, smoothly, they
in ro meet th

"hit Jer the ca:z dnft round with the eddy, saw the place
he waned, and gently nudged 1n to it He took hold of &
< with his paddle, twisting the blade in 2 crack 10 the rock.
e1¢ now,” he muttesed And to Melissa he shouted, “You €n
out on that Lirdle ledge there” . . . but the falls made such 2
et he had o holler again to her.
{e thought that likely even now in November he could maybe
Fsomething out of this eddy that would taste good 1o het.
hen he came back for his second load, he might have a tey 2t

b

£ Tiis wAs the sccond night that Meliss'd lain out 20d
fe found it not nearly so strange as she had the first 7
7hi's presence was berween et a0d all foresc dany, -
uiOUgh that dedn’t mean to her that the dangers weren’t

Fy

o
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Whit tock considersble pride in g

182

As for discomforts,
them for her. Cold was the thieg that threaten bt
confessed it. <
Whitwas astonished. He said he wished hedk N
that she minded the cold, he'd have done somezhir,,'
He'd fix it tomghts all right. i
_and after theyd eaten the trout be'd caught
he set to work and spread out the fire over the place
p fer it burn there awhile, while B¢ N ‘
around. He picked up everything. When he -
hang up his paddle, Melissa—who felt that this
peatness must 18 some way feflect o her—had £
_ “What you want t'do that for?” i
S0 there won't 10 hedgehogs get &t it -
“Hedgehogs® What would a hedgehod dowi',
_ “Chew it all up—if he couldn’t get nothia’ becer
“Oh. W;ﬂ-—wouldn’x you hear m?” .
“Sooner or latet, 1 prob'ly wou d"” .
a paddle?" .

1 don't remember. Not th

“Theyll g0 after anythin's.80¢ any saleon it/

“Merrimack River's fresh Wateh ain'tie?” %
“gaid t'be, yes: But I sweat enough salt water! R

chat old elm tfe€ 'make th’ nver raste brackish from

¢ Hooksett. This handle’s a3 salty as 2 piece O -

father's—an ender. T don't Want o'set

a1t day Ymorsow tryin’ t'eary
at

they chew ‘em,
the wood it's got there. “That’s whete U
oo much o *em—that is, they doi
that they ain't broken a'1eady in s0m
p:\ddle."

“You got *nother.” .

“Thac's only & 3 o Patten 0
makes 2 good pad le.”
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3ished hanging things up. "There, fiow,” he said, coming
the fire, "1 guess that there pan has got your bed about
‘;snd he brushed back the fire and ashes from the warmed
sdlerneath. He felt the earth with the back of his hand. "L
(2t's sbont right. You won't cook, 1 don't think, but you'd
g: o be cold.”
Jhe wasn't.
{Whic, you ain't got nothin’ only 2 blanket!” She had &
1and a blanket to boot. *Ain't you goin’ v’ be cold?”
,d doo't thiok it—hat is, not cbother me.”
o sleep when you're cold?”
L Why not? 1 have often enough. I don't mean real cold.
tnight is all right. My clothes 's all dry, ‘n I'm out &
I got 2 blanket. T guess I ' sleept”
fa while, Melisea did, too—berrer than last night.

fxt day was lowery, but 0o rain of snow, and they got
ity well, With an satly start in the morning and no fire
they made more in distance than they had the first day.
[stmrrying now He wanted to get above Garven's Falls,
Pednacock—and maybe Turkey Falls, too, if he conld
ill enough ume lefe before it got dark so as to pick out
lace to lay out if a storm came. He pushed right along
JJsa sever had learned o eat salt pork without cooking 1t
Jidn't get as much dinner that noon as she might have
3 that didr't matter because she wasn't working Whtt
lwith her . . . but when she laughed at him, he sa® the
hally—near enough, anybow
8 atound two o'clock when they passed Soucook Ruver
+Tnile farther on was the pitch they called Garven's W :‘;
) atound it without any trouble, and put (0 -’S“mb,:‘»
ir mile up to Tutkey Falls. And when be'd got abO"‘;f e
sull an hour of daylight, even though it was
t he'd done-well.
Ls‘.\id, “Now, \Azel\ you what we ¢n do. ¥ an’t 2
it may x}i&t’:xghz. What d'you think?”
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- Meliss2 knew very well it was goiag to rain. "Wel*
—looks’s though ic might, maybe.” B
“Or it might snow a liztle. Now if you want to, e (2
a piece fu'ther—bout a mile 'n a half, I should sayitws}
—'n there Butter’s tavern’s right close t th” river. Ty
wan't ¢’ lay ove in the rawn, you mighe rutker loy shen’,

“Butter’s tavern’s ¢’ Pennycook!” ;
“Yes, we're handy ¢ Pennycook. Th' foad dowi (X}
right up in there.” He pointed toward it. “That's th'v5

have come if I'd had any money.” .
All her he, she had longed to see Penpacook. Thi®
the way that she fele about Portsmouth. She'd made vple
self 2 picture of Portsmouth, putting in only the things &
Iiked: gentlemen, ladies, Joe Felipe's ships, carriages, %
Gavernor Jobn. She didn'e much mind if she never s¥1
. mouth. She knew it wouldn'r come up to the picut, 84
she'd seen the real thing she'd have to put it aside whes™
“vaated to think of the prcture. But Pennacook, no¥.™
nearer to home. It was bigger than Kertleford, but sl
like it 50 that she'd tried to imagune it as it really vl 2
good's tavern was better than Butter's And McMﬂl-‘“‘fr
well, she'd often thought of herself walking into ML
buying some buttons and, say, two yards of fustisg, ’
soméone buy silk. They kepe sifk ar McMitlar’s. »
If she Jay at Burter’s, that would be a beginning"ﬁy

be pare of it. And she'd be a guest, too, and be calle "
Livingscon—and it might come about, if there weren {f
guests, that she and Whit would have the same roo S
She stood a foag time and looked toward the place
road was— .
“All sight,” said Whi, “I guess that's what YD“"M
then.” put bow sb Whic” -
“But-—but how about you, it? ; "
1'd fike to,” be said w0 ¥:¢r ‘earnestly, “Td like 10 P‘:‘)"{L
good’s. Td like to walk in there and have al(l{ :I)I‘ !he,\mn ; T
stood by the canoe and jeaned on his padde. .
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2 1o know that we can'r. Comes down to that, 1 s'pose we
pis. 1 got enough money—"

e on, Whit! Lecs do itl”

§ want 1o bad, don’t you?”

3o 1" He looked down at the ground, and then he Jooked
jer, “But here’s how it ist this money I got is what Mr,

T give to me. Half this stuff 1 been Juggin’ is stuff that was

3. And the bulk of the rest of it is stuff that 1 owe for. 1

zi that part of it whenever [ pick it up. I'd know as 1d

b go'nlay out the money—proud as 1 am of you-—to show
inatavern, That's what it comes down to—my part of it,

k. Your part of st's different. Il spend it for you
~bute J—but I can't go alone!”

g0 up there with you—to Burter's or Osgood's—see how
are, 'n then Y1l come back here, You'd be all right”

turned away then to tude her face from him.

it fele ke a fool,

ally) }\(:hssa said, "Can 1 see Pennycook as we g0 by on
ver?

0" be said truthfully, The rives swung out around it—Tike
¥0 cuzves of a B. The houses of Pennacock were on the
$he side of the lerter. -
Ehm s2id suddenly, "All right, thes, that's that. We goin’ €'
kse? Tl make up a fire”

Exz went to work to do the things that were necessary.

rained in the night, but underneath the canoe Melissa kepe

She cried a little—not very long—and only when she was
fia that Whit was asleep. And she made up her mind that
Iway or anothet she was going 10 se€ Pennacook. It wouldn't

any money for her to walk through the town, would it?

Whit said after breakfase, “1f you want to, Mlhissa, why don't
{ walk from Butter's up through ' town, while I'm goin
Ind it? 1¢s bout a mille ' a half to walk theough the town—
$'n that, it might be—"n it's 2 good five ot 1% raile € go by
s You could walk stow as you'd ‘mind to. Id pick you up
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¢he north end th' town—above where there's a bk
Wattanummun's comes in ¢ th' river. The ain has ke g
may be goin’ t' clear. You could strerch your Jegs, g

“Show me how the road runs.”

He drew her a map of it- “This
n Haverhill where it crosses b’ river,”
’n right there’s Butter's tavern—all the same
Detry road here,comes up chiis way,y see. They oIt

You ¢'n go ashore there. “Then all you dois walk norh
o that is where M

Hopkinton road On ¢h' far side -
store is. You go nghton by there, past the old garmsat
o road runs t Canterbury—goes past a pond ¥ o
pick'rel in it. When you come t th' tives, JOU bide gt
for me.” B
“All right. I wish't you'd come withme..”" -

~ "I think I better keep goun’. Come ¢ patfadiny .
went along with you. You don't mind goin’ alose?

not?”
... It suited ber thorou, ghly.

She stepped ashore at the ferzy, waved 0 het hﬂs*}'f‘
went up the Stecp, sandy bank of the road from dlf}”-‘;‘
Butter's tavern, she thought, examining it @00 »
about what she'd expected: Twiceas big as her fa(herhwﬁ‘
how not brave; she didn't propos jre i
and barked at her, and she urned up her pOSE L
She kept on up the road and saw—=2 siid
Derry road joined it. There at the junctioft she st :
ment and looked down the road in the direction O k‘f"
. Then she turned very suddenly, and started UP the '\

;l.m fed inco Pennacook.
There weren't many houses. She passed dhree log ::“";‘i \
were old and uncared for, half the bark off the Jogs #

curling badly-
But neat the 1P of the hill, th

€ ne-Jooking
rwo stories, a0 auic, and big, hal st

rcwzsaﬁ ng
adsome B4 windo¥
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o whose that was—if it were someonc she'd heard

g down the other side of the hill—which wasa't as steep
1 been coming up—she came on Osgood's—with 8 big
in front of it, and smoke from theee chitnneys. Now,
‘3 tavern! She knew Whit had scen i, bug she wished
;with her. She wanted him with her while she was seeing
'she could understand now that maybe Whit had been
;his was more of a place than she'd really bargained for.
n;he putup at Osgood’s, she was goIng 0 ride up on hotse-
her curiosity was strong to see what the jnside of it
e ... new sand every morning, she hadn't a doubt,
ing shiny, and probably 2 crane asbig s the tongue of an
She hada't so much as 2 sixpence to go in and buy some-
Nor was there 2 thing she could think of to ask for that
4 be ceuain that they wouldn'e have.
knew now she was going in, some way or other.
td she musen’t stand here or sorneone would see her.
-surted up to the door without any plan—and then the
spened 20d a tall man, mddle-aged, came out and stood
® doorseep. He glanced up at the sky, and then turned up
Wac of his full-skrted green coat. He looked down at Me-
20 was not taken aback to sec she was a stranger—as he
fnly would have been 1f this had been Kerdleford! He
ed the door for hes—and she had to go in.
ﬁr. then the door closed behind her, and she was alooe.
fis wasa't a room, it was a kind of hallway; the stairs were in
f of her, and a closed door an each hand. She stood there 3
ent, but nobody came .. .
he wished she hadn't come in, but she couldn’t go out, be-
se someone might catch her just as she was leaving.
dhe heard footsteps upstairs, and this helped her somehow t0,
 up and knock at the door on her xight.
A man xiid, "Somebody knockic’ »__and acother
ered, "] heard em, 1 beard "em. Come s, PN

"
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Mc.lissn squeezed on the latch, and went in uobappl §*
This wasn't the kitchen—she dida't know whatitvs i
2 small fire, there was a man at 2 table, and behind 2 bgh

another man in an apron.

"The man in the apron spread his bands on the o
as a matter of duty wished her good morning.

The man at the table sat there and scared at her bs b
back of his head and a quart measuze before his. Hews
his breakfast. He looked to Melissa a5 though be g
horse jockey. . -

“I came in to ask,” Melissa explained to the maa s
—while the man at the table continued to stare aber ™
have a letter.” R

At 2 sound from the corner away from the fire, shese!
gloom there 2 man asleep at a table; his face wastl

v her, but his arm lay across it. The talking hado'tds
? nor was it likely to.

The man 1n the apron took no notice whatever of et
seen this. “A leter. Well, now, it might be, ma'sm1¥ v ’
want ¢ say, really—less'n you'd want ¢ tell me forwhot
be?” He spoke not unpleasantly.

“Mistress Livingston.”

“No, ma'am.” That was all there was to it; §!
he'd answered.

Melissa said, “Thank you,” and turned to go 0%

He relented. “From where would it be, maam? 0]
his voice.

“From Kettleford, likely.” .

“No, there’s now't here from Kertleford”

“There's that in the corner,” said the man at the able: ,

1f she'd been mote at €ase, she'd have paid 20 mﬂ;{‘::: y
.she turned and Jooked first ac the maa who had sp¥ o
then from him quickly to the man at the countet: who!
head kindly:

“There's n0

ne had el

b
fetter from Kertleford. What be metns B ‘
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»
indicating the customer asleep in the comer—"is 2
ord man.”
orally, Melissa Tooked 10 see who it Was. .«
srwwhoitwas. .. s the head was turned heavily and the
Ir sibbon showed. .
“had her back to the borse jockey then, but the man at the
2t could see her face plainly. He said nothing at all. It
' to him berter not to. .
ally the gisl simply rurned and went out—lefe the door
"rand the man at the counter s3% through the window that
¢ toward the town. After a bit, he said 1o the horse
“Iknow who that was—"
is's finc time to say so/
s,5ir. I'm sure of it. Her old man’s name is Butler—keeps
t Keedeford. That's who she 1s. Yes, sif, that's her, all |

ivingston, she said.”

aybeiis”

ell, Lain't goin ¢’ go after hes She’s got a man somewhere
Yin the bushes. She ain’t alone.”

§v§uu1dn‘z do you no good not if she was alone”

"

No. She ain't th' kund that you want.”

{ d'wanr any kind. Not this morning, I don't”” He drank at
e length, “How'd you know she was from Kertteford?”

E‘t now'd thus over here, all right, soon as she 1ooked 2t

{0h. Youknow, Charke, you know what I think? You'd ought
fet 5id o him. Havin' him here puts me offn my breakfast

[lil{e's payin'”

He ain't payin' me nothin’.’

SWhy't you eat in i kitchen?”

CStirks o' food too much there. Rum is breakfas n
aest man, anyhow, Food is for dinnes—ot bettes ¥E¢ Suppes;
}e broke out again: “Three days he's been there—Tig

K
—for an
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that corner! He doa't never say nochis,” not even
tell you, Charlie, you want ¢ get rid of him .
on you. That 2in't good for a man-—setrin’ there st
brandy the whole time. All of a sudden, he's goin' b *
you. He's abig man, You'll have trouble ¢ hold him.”
“Don't be afeard. I won't ask you ¢ help me.”
“Well, I hope he don't do it while Fm havin’ breskie”
Joe strred 1n his sleep.
The horse jackey rose. “I'm goin’ aue ¢’ thestable t
nags.” «
The mran at the counter turned his back on him.
get eoo close to ‘em; they might one of ‘em bite you-

Melissa walked toward the town. That was the vy ¥
told her to go—and he'd said that he'd meet her whea!
~to the river,
*,_She had no interest in seeing the town. .
-FOfF to her right, a kane seemed to lead toward the £
came to her vaguely that she muight go that way 25
meet Whit sooner—but it scemed too much trouble P
figute our whether that was really the case or not. .
She passed a fine house and, a hundred yards farthet
fine house. She saw what they were—but there was 20
in her. .
She found she was looking 1a the door of 2 smnhql"
walked slowly past it. It was a proper big smithy, 100, pl
and handsome. Tt was much more of a smithy than Jo¢%
place.
Why bad Joe come here? "
‘That was a tanyard there in the hollow—and this Wh‘m
 litcle hill she was climbing. And that cne-smrylhouw ! !
* on the top of it Jooked like 2 good hause. Allthis W;‘ Be 18
She always had wanted t;: see whzthPennagoz( i]o:“ o 4
hese things she was looking ac—these thin) e
! But whf: she was secing was Joe, drunk and asleep, bis*
" down on the table.
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+Hopkinton road came in from the westward. That was
- she remembered, Whit had said it would be, and that oa
et was McMillan's store, Some rime ago she had thought
in there—she had wanted to, anyhow-—to se€ some o
;ngs that they had out for sale.
cpt on walking. It seemed 2 Jong way. This
¢ ran through the middle of Pennacock town.
‘was wide, Well, it was.
41 there came 2 long brezk with no houses at all. She
d she'd seen all of Pennacook, maybe.
ywas Joe bere?
:must be the garrison around Me. Walker's. Twice as high
head, the top of it was. . .. No, maybe not quite that, but
etty high. Here and there on the top they'd pulled off some
logs—squared logs, they were—big ones; squared almost
ms. They'd probably used them for building somewhere.
e watchtower, now—it locked like 2 well house on top of
‘e—that was stll there. All this had been busle at the time
‘lndizns. That was before she was born- Nobody, now, $aw -
ed for protection. Nobody knew there was aught left to
from. Pretty soon, now, they'd be pulling this down—using
sgs for one thing and another Then here'd not be a place
there—anywhere!—built strong and a-puspose for 2 body
n 10 and have safety wnside it
te couldn’t break through a wall buale like that one.
ut Joe could gee over it . . - and find where she was hiding:
x was back there in the cavern—drunk and sslecp- Or by
1 it might be that Joe had waked up
hebegan hutrying— 5
hit beard her call o him a half mile down the river from
tre he'd rold her to wait for him. She was a1l wer and m: uY(
ir up to her kaees. As he swung in ©@ the baak, he ‘3‘1;0: .
her cheerfully, “What in tarnation you been doin's “{;"u‘ f
Melissa was laughing as she Climbed into the €an0¢™
1t changed to crying.
TWhit rested righe there. “What happened
o - augl

was a wide
Men had

Missa?”.
>
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- downstream ¢’ see if Td meet you. 18
scramblin” along, 'n fallin’ down, n like that
. fof now?”
. *Icome just as so0n a5 1eold youl would”
* iknow it! Tknow it! Go on. Don't wait here!
~Tell me what happened”
. Alter a moment, Melissa said, “Joe's there” 3
. Whit waited still longer before he spoke than,
1id be say ro you?” i
+ *He didn’t say notl

| *Where was this?”

- She told him.

TWhit took his time an

hin'. He was drunk and l;l;rp'

d thought it all over, Fieall

up his paddle. .
“Where you goin'?" she asked. e
“I'm goin’ ¢’ Sandwich.” ce

. “On” e
. "You better take off yout stockin's, 'n let ‘em dy o
*1 “They ain'c very wet.” el

2 "You do as 1 tell you.” AN
+ “fhat made her feel beuer- After a while, she ek,
“stockings-

Sewall’s Fals %

4 . DURING THAT day, they got past o
ner there, and pushed on upstreart past Con(oocwk( 2

day that night at the mouth of Mill Brook-

> Jeeened cold in the night,3nd Whit went

S curtent Was de I
> garer—féeling the tiny, loose ice D!
o' This was the very beginoing of 1K 2.
25 would be frozed by morniog thick
’ iz Well, it had come»
hick up the baok, and put.
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was sleeping. He picked up his blanket, and wrapped it
him; then he squatted down by the fire, with a ficdle stick
1ands, to think what to do.

y'dbe all right today. It couldn’t freeze fast enough in this
_ the river to Cause any trouble until maybe tomorrow. All
3y tonight, if everything went well, they'd be to the Yorks.
new when he said this it would take quite a day to get to
ks, but he'd say they would, anyway.) When he got 10

'them: he wanted to stick t0 the way that he'd planned. It
jrely the best way, except for the ice .. - Wel, it turned
weather—like everything else. Fatst thing to do was 1@
he Forks. B
juessed he'd berter sleep.
I he fay down and slept.
1e was just a skimming of ice by the bank in the morning
then only in places—and it hiad stopped freezing. Whit
good breakfast of corn meal and pork—he was going 10
t; and they were out on the river before daylight was full.
hen the sun did come up, the sky 18 the east was heavy
3h so that it made the sun appear small, and a man could
at it long enough to count five and not have st bothet hun.
e wis o wrindat all Tt was a poor sort of day that might
1 almost anything. 3
Thit set his rand on the Forks, folded his hat and put it u0*
his knees, and got down to business.
le pushed it all day without aqy Jetup,
jallow of water when oppotrunity offered. el
“he day dida't change much, although Irbegen seem Mk
¢ the wind would go into the fnorth and from there 0 nOrT
iterly. That was the Tast place he wanted 1t from. i
Eight hours of trying to BO ® little bit faster put 2 Pm‘? °
B o O v it badly, he grinned t© IR
sught that he couldn’t tell whether the sweat o7 h:‘
me from the,paig,of

eating some €ofD and

o from the way he Was worl* R ;
oy : B -
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They made the Forks, though, With 2 half howt o)

Whie was aslecp pefore 1t was dark.

Fuve nmes 1 e ught, Meliss2 got up and pat¥®
fire Whit never surred She t© 4 herself she ¥ B

didn't, But he w3 o deeply sieeP that seertd 87
from her Sull, she wwas mOre used o the
was not (EMPEe o wahe!

paater ght have (ested her sOME o1 a SKI€

Whings and rusthings and th
he loud sque ot adsy

on anothet. she didn € find troublesome .
fr was gerung old, dhough. 3l che aught oo
feel the cold Lomings sllene and sharP with the e
She wanted 0 BUt her blanket o0 Whit, butshe ydatd?

a

se 0n 10 mormng A
1ook up 8¢ the sky -+ 3
s clear a5 could be' And e ind®

e out Of the north

e aing, be weot pack 10 the
1ooked comfortables e guessed e W W
n, he fad 00
could ¢ the east

hecould 0. he s
¢ pond wouldmﬁeeze; o he €%y
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ch—where he'd susely get ice—clear up 10 Casumpy
{ that to Sandwich, Or they could try it on foot.

st was the safest, and five times the work. Because he'd
yake two or three wips of ir, anyway.
piseogee, he didn't like. This canoc wasn't built for one

\andle out on 2 lake half the size of the ocean, with 2

avy wind and snow into the bargain. Overset on the

1 man stood a chance; out there on the fake—well, he

:Iike it. No, that wasa't the best way.

+ the west branch, from the look of the weather, the slack
be frozen. It would be awful mean work. And if he had
wo ot three times to patch the canoe, there was no telling

it might take.
pot, from here, it must be thirty mile—berween thirty
ty- He could do that in 2 day; that wasn't anything. The
s, Melissa——not 1n a day, but in two ot three days? Yes,
ight she could do it. Snow would be hard for her, but
fake it easy. And when he'd got her o Sandwich, he'd

%k here for his things. Yes, he guessed that was the best

Bough ic hurt him a Jitle to guve up the siver, be'd fought

g, he'd like to have beaten (¢ .. -

;mzde up some breakfast, and got everything seady, and

fakened Melissa

&r she'd eaten, he smd 1o her soberly, "1 want t0 look at

o

fissa said, “What?”

ant to look at youtfeet” 3
bu ain't touched, are you?" She thrust out her feet ir
ings and moccasins. “Didn't seem to me yesterday We ‘};m
‘i\m—nkhough you did go bareheaded. All night: look 3

“waa ¢ see what the soles of ‘em look like”
{here they ate, look at 'em.”

I mean of your feet.” .
Whit, what's the matter? Are you—
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¥id haut you out on the bank, "Twon't be near such 2
*ewould be ¢ lug you thy Jast half th' way from here into
¢h." He puthis hand on her shoulder. "We'lt be all right”
2'thelpin’ you much.”

¥te helpin’ me this miuch: that if you hadn'c come, 1
It a suarced—n 1 don’t mean only this trip: 1 wouldn't
t nowheres.”

d a gor somewheres. All right, thea: the nver.”

}
|

SHE FOUND the river much smaller, and no longer so
ning. She could, when she tried, begin to see the water as
aw it-—at any rate, as Whit saw 1t when he was making
“ins. Whit thought of the water as something to use: it took

is back the weight of the load, A man can drag on a sled
“hbigger load than he ever could carry; the same way witha
and sull mote so an ox. Wich the watet to rest it on, Whit
move his whole load. But when they came (o a caury, he
:{ only take up a third of 11—less than a third, 1f you counted
2. When they wese afloar, it was the wates that carried it
:7hie did was push ic.
Ahere the river'd been bigger, it had been too big to see this.
d been so big there that the niver wtself had filled all of her
g: it was 2 mighty thung, powerful, © be overcome.
it hete it was useful. The water from Contoocook, Bow
.k, and Suncook, all of the water from Winnipiseogee, Sou-
/k, Black Water Ruver, Mill Brook, Turkey Ruver, all that was
nd them. What was left was less mighty, less something to
. what was left was some water to float a canoe of.
¢Melissa enjoyed it that day. 3
1 midaftesnoon, Whit came in to the bank. There was 'whm:
e ahead. On big focks close at hand—on the shady side of
sth rock—Melissa could see where splashed water was freezis
,"This here’s what they call the Five Mile Carry T
't know as ic's quite that, but it's prerey close to it

Five mllf}rwhssﬂ. “You can'r do that bcforef
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meant take everything over—three trips 80i0g over
coming back. "

“I ain'e goin' ¢ try.” And he pointed out t0 ber, "Bigk
a good place—" for her to step out on.

‘She was pleased; they'd have o or three hours hefot
dark. She could makeup a good supper, and they'd fixsf2,
1o sleep. It was a nice place right here .. .2 high,l"'df’
the fop of the bank, with dry wood to'burn, IBU‘ "‘
spruces—she could even see beeches. [ewas2 beawtie}”

Whit got everything up, and he brought the canoe v

wWhar 1 think that Fll do,” he said, thiokiag about ®
cake the canoe over, ‘n leave th' rest of it here. Youfﬂm
" see t* th' fire 'n $0 on, 'n make up some S\!PP“’“m
¢ be back before 1t gets dark.”

. Trwas plain to Melissa thac 1t hadn't even 0“““‘?'
that she wouldn't like being Jeft alone that %2y
_ “Allright” Well—it wase'e for long, She koes shet®
to be frightened, but she couldn’t tell how much.

Whit swung the canoe up onto his shoulders "
there, He had to get 1t just nght—he didn't use a7 10
the two paddles “If anything happens that 1 donlf‘““1
back, don’t you try to come after me, not until mori®é
expect that anything will, but 1 spose 1 coutd B l{t: .
or something like that. The road’s pretey well spoteed
way actoss, but you'd get muxed up if you was ¢yt
would, for that marter. Well—T1l be back pretef 5

ain't afeard to stay alone, are you?”

“There ain't nothin’ ¢'o hurt you." He set off into the |
sdowly and carefully, mindfut as always that 2 bu‘d‘l e
ried,isina good deal more danger of getun8 ® hole

jtisin the water.

{
Melissa kept busys bur it didn't dispose of her s‘“; ¢
it didn't do anything to Jessen the fact zhuklc .
pberween Whit and hesself, minute by minutés T
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She gor up and went 10 the edge of the bk and
and down the river where it was open and she conld sed
empty. But she was too soon awate of the woods 3t et
came again to the fire, and tried to warm her cold hazh
The cakes were past done, but she didn't move them

This was the Catry Place. Whit knew it well Aggont
who traveled the river, downstream Of Up—

That brought her to Joe. But she wasn'e frightened
ingof Joe. He'd surely be sober if he'd traveled all day 8
handle Joe, all nght. If Whit weren't t0 €OMS, che'd et
Joe there 1o keep the mght away from her—than © i
night close 1n around her while she was alone. Yes, il

afraid of Joe yesterday—but now she was afraid of &
Maybe it was: that she had all this fear in her, an
would be one thing that she'd pitch it onto—Like Joo "
yesterday—and another time something cise. Whet
" trle, she'd been afraid of her father, other simes, of ¢
the tavern. Only a week ag0, before Whit had cumeWk
been afraid of the time when her baby would come- g
had gone—in the instant she'd seen What coming UP ot
the meadow, This would go, too—this being afsaid of thes
1n the very first instant that she knew Whit was back, ¥
all disappear.

She looked into the woods. Beyond the shott reach "(‘h;r

it was black 1n the woods. She put some moze wood 01 ‘( "
make it reach farther, to ‘make it push back the darkpest
away from her. But the new wood didn'c catch. ’

Something bad happened t@ him. . . . He was 12 d‘”‘

true now. He was late—it was dak in the woods, somethirt
happened. wol”
She began thinking of what it could be. She ‘Mug,!m
the same things that she'd thought of fora month pack ‘”l .
ford. She remembered them a), they came 1@ et cleahi™

the same things.
! These \v:xf o1l of them picrures ¢hat she'd 100‘!{d o ¥
sharp tef1of inites

1t all seemed 50 familiar. There was n0



, THE RIVER 201

A‘!," she thought to herself, "is just like it used to bc;l lf
any different, It's just the same thing. I guess 1 can stand it
ood it before. . .. She huddled there by the ficc.

hit called to her out of the woods.

& was 2ll right by the time she'd stood up. . 4
tought you a present,” he said, “reason I'm late: He hels
rabbit. “Ain't he 2 nice one?”

"ou want him tonight?”

don't know—ir don't matter. On the way over, I set down
. spell, and while I was settin’ there, 1 see what looked t0 me
fr mighe be a good place—there was a htle tree h:ndy, )uds(
bt 5 nice size—'n I says, “There, now, I says, ‘why don't 1do
"So rigged me a snare, 'n I thought maybe tomOLOW thete
t be somethin’ in it. And then as I come along back, -‘*;m
linis felier in it? He's 2 good fat one, too, 't he? You been
ghr, have you?”

¢lissa said yes, that she'd been all right.

o dida’t come chasin’ you?”

! No,” she said cheerfully.

t

Most of the morning was spent oo the carry. Mehi:ah liw:‘f:e
th him the first trip across, and wated there for tum
e the second trip tied
s snare was still set the last time he passed (6, a‘ﬁrues:: vlvu
E noose and brought the hine along with him.

king the rabbut for dinner . fora
She told him, when he got there, that she'd bcmﬁs ::zi; het.

ile in 2 place out of the wind where the sun m‘:jone though.
Thic said that was fine, he noticed the rabbit wash h“*mkl g a
E\d Melussa said yes, she hoped he'd never €a<d
p at the expense of her cooking. 4—once
# She didn't tell ham that her father had —o'rhere was plenty of
{ Afcer they'd eaten, they tackled the river. and Whit, forces
e i the pools whete the warer was slow, 850 Lo,y
teep cleat of it, found it hard going. They
tlose on to dark.
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When Whit stepped ashore—on a beach made of s~
the mouth of a stream—he stood up and stretched bi
Melissa said nothing; what she wanted to s2y wli_'
looked 5o tired that when he strerched his arms she
him creak, almost. ' :
Then Whit looked down the river—and a good deald
weatiness went out of his face. He smiled as though sfimd
pleased him, and nodded his head, Then he tusaed his be
Melissa. In respect and affection, he called the siver 282
was between him and the river. o
He said to Melissa, "If you an't seen enongh of Mett
River, you better take a look now.” :
He shared that look with her. .
“What we got tomorrow,” he explained with son¢ P“‘?
only Squam Brook. Tha's it over there, Then we pts
~Casumpy and go round the shore of it, and then ‘vff
dwich.” .
. »f “How many days?”
“Depends on the weather.”
She looked again at the siver. “You done awful WSU»W‘
“We done all right, yes. We had prerty good luck’
“I hope it holds.”
“I hope it does, too. I see signs today both way* Y"":
~ ever tell. Well—that part of 1t's done with.” He muo
from the river—rtoward the canoe, to take the dugg} °“‘f
“There’s a place to lay out just up above here 'I'smn};;
good place. But I ain’t goin’ no further to look out af)f’;m.
Melissz’d not moved; she still gazed down the river. T%
said finally, “I guess you can't ever tell.”

N 3 ” it'’s side.
. “Give me something o carry,” she spoke ar Whit's side

6 squAM BROOK was much smaller than even ;hﬂ'f)r’
rowing part of Merrimack River on which they’ fddb;c s
last day or so. Melissa was freed of any fecling of dange
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~/out of the way, all the other conditions tifted her spirits.
- seemed to get shead fastet. She said so to Whit.
. lknov.J. But we ain't.” He pointed out accurately, "Reason it
:ﬁs 50, i$ you can’t see ahead so far.”

Iven this didn’t spoil it.
i{’ﬂemhing went well, this was likely their last day of fight-
Lupstream against the titeless current. She'd fele thar current
Juchas Whit had. But they'd break Ioose from it tomorraw.—~
¥ be out on the pond then—the current wouldn's be under
m, bolding themn back. That was something to think about!
. {ormver, today, she had some variety. Twice in the morning,

hit put her ashore and she made her way slowly along by the
ik while Whit hauled the canoe upstream with 2 line. It was
g Ioop of line, made fast bow and stern, and under certain
bditions be could contzol the canoe pretry well with it. lewas

d scrambling for bim, though, in and ou of the water. He
bad it tired his legs, Still, it was faster than 1t would have been
hﬂ'd‘l:zn'ied. And one thing it did do, that he was grateful for
fer: it made him tie all the baggage fast t© the canoe and put
®ase round the plug and the cap of his powder hora .
Late in the morning, and with Melissa in place, he was poling
bog and just ahead was an island. He could sec the far end os
}itwas sbout 2 hundred yards long To the right of the islan
oked to him the best way; the water was decp there—out z;
< lf, it ws ll shalow nifles, Whic swas in to the 7, 30
rd to give up his pole; he coutdn’t touch botrom -
twasa ml:mw?gzxk place, overgrown on ¢he lefc bank Wl‘,:
der and maple, while the bank on hus righr rosc 28 DIEh 2770
Jouses and with an overhang at the ©p The spruces al‘; here
Iocks close to the edge showed their 10018 sucking thzough ¥
ihe soil had fallen away from uader the overbang T%e 70 0
25 as wide as the stream was in some Places. roice i ©
Tack, and moved swiftly and smoothly But i€ had 10

" e Sy blocked
About halfway through, Whit found his ¥2Y 22«
Semlock had fallen from the top of the igh Batk 2
the roots on had slid down and jammeds sad the
L ——
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was well aver onto the island Upstream of the cree the
whole mass of dead stuff that had been piliag up theref
and 2 half. There was no use at all trying to cuta way t' |
“Ain't that 2 mess,” he said to Melissa. y
ALl he could do was turn round and go lmk—(hug?.
enough water for hum to drag the canoe tip the othet
the island. L
He let the bow come around . . . and for the first it
week felt what it was to be carried along by the curre
grinned almost sheepishly, knowing this pleasure was$ &3
he'd have to pay for going up on the other side of the !
for every foar that he coasted, he'd have to havl the el
again. But he didn’t care, it was pretty near worth it—just®
it again, and to have her see, for a moment, what dﬂ“"’f‘”
was like.
With 2 touch of the paddle he sidled over a bit H?““‘w:
, " T bank where the water was faster. They were siogins; s
*  Then he turned sick as he felt the bow sliding up 004%
" that was under the water. -
He put all ke had nto a try to back water, his finges 57
on the blade, It didn't do any good. He felt the canoe boto??
as ic caught on a stub The bow was raised up a foot, ‘h’“‘é
swung to the night, the canoe heeled to the lefr, Meliss 5%
ot

for the high side—and over they went.

Whit made a lunge for her—and missed, as he went
water. He'd seen her let go the canoe. And when he c2m® "P: v
was nowhere in sight. He figured thar maybe she ¥ Tci]
under the log and he tried for her there. But he dida'r se¢ ﬂk\
feel her, The cursene sucked him right under the log’“wa‘
came up on the downstream side of the fog—still holdmgﬁ(g ‘
buc it was a slippery hold. He raised up his head—32 rtﬁi
feer downstream, he saw Melissa come up. He struck W‘}"Zv el
her. She looked as though she was struggling, and he bos
“All right!” n

Aélhe %vns swept in to the bank—and safe from dm:::?
Jeast—before he got o bet. He stood up jn the waret at

an
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e bank, but Melissa couldnt stand up.-She was coughing

veak, and there was blood on her face where she'd got a cut

£ check, She didnt appear to know Whit was there.

e looked up the steep bank—and knew he'd got to make ft.

ook her under his arm and, somehow or other, scrambling
slipping, digging in with his fingers, he got her up to the
pushed her up over the overhang, and hauled himself up. If
teen alone, he didn’t believe he'd have made it.

e Laid her down on her stomach, and let her be sick. She
¢ around. Inside of five minutes, she was able to stand. And
to walk atound some. She said she was all nght. And Whit

her sure she was. The cut o her cheek didn’t amount 10 2
g—she didn’t know yet she had it.

t he had 1o do was to get a fire to going.

e asked Melissa if she could keep moving if he left her alone
go try for his gun.

She nodded her head.

"You got to,” he sud. "Don’t you sit down You understand,
ou?” Even to look at her made him feel sick himself—her
ad drooping forward, and her face of no colot, and the blood
her check. Her hair was matted down over her eyes; she put
> her hand slowly to push 1t aside, and when her hand came
72y, she saw the blood an it. She looked at 1t dumbly—

“That ain't nothin’,” said Whar, “that an't gosn’ 10 hurt you.
low you keep movin’ una! 1 come back 1 done this to you, and
I get you out of 1" He hoped he would, aayhow.

T He walked to the edge of the bank and looked for the cange—
§ well a5 he could with Melissa sull in frone of his eyes Fust
i Jooked downstream—but he didn't see it, then upSIEARET
here it was: upside down, and stuck under the log, an¢ end of it
howing He ran along the edge of the baok unul he was right
ip above the canoe, and then he stepped off—and stid all the
#ay down on his heels. . .

* His knife had stayed with him. He put that in his mou |
moved into the water. He felt the cotd this nme. In s,

Be was in up to his hips—and the curtent P“ss“:,g
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against the stippery log. He hung over the log ke s oz

P

yatdarm and moved out,toward the canoe. ,
It was the stern that was up our of the water—~it, v
air in ic that was holding 1t up. .
He wanted the line first. He found that with his feety
into his hands, and took a mrn round the log with it mdﬂi
it secuze. Then with one arm over the line, he went down v,
neath, located his powdethorn, cut it loose, and come up
—his lungs bursting, and dizzy. If it hadn’t been for the ™
it would have been farrly simple, the cold he could susd 1],
little while longer. But the current was trying to 4123 bim o4
every instant and take him off downstream. 3
He tied the horn to lus belt, and went down after
couldn’t get it the first cime, and had to come up again Hew
so strong now and his fingers wete seiffentng. He weet
»1in—and this tme got hold of 1t He let go of the ¥
" zing on 1o the nifle, which was still ned to the cant®: L34
. head above water. After a few gulps of air, he cur 0¥
e—and with the gun 1 one band and the knife i &
went sailing downstream  * I
He wallowed ashore about where Melissa had. "
For a minute of 5o, he knelt in the water trying ©0 &%
beath back. Then he fumbled his knife back itta its Ph‘f'. 3
slinging his rifle, he tried to craw] up the bank.
But he conidn’t make 1, his legs wouldn't work.
So he had to go downstream, stumbling along o
until he came to a down tree to pull himself up by. It wastt 1
easy. But all the same, when he got to the top, he thﬂ“ghfq
begun to fecl better—the blood must have started ro moveY s
legs again. He thought to humself that now, if only his bl
was dry, he was making some headway. oo
Butry v’vhen he got back to where he'd left Melissa, he sav." #
was down. He was able to rouse her a lintle, but he mﬂl 3

his

in the ¥

her to stand.

e
With his hands shaking badly, he went 10 wotk f
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when he'd got everything ready—wiping out the lock of
e with some dry leaves and so on—he opened the hora.
e powder was dry.

vl:;n': 50 quiter\( itas he might have been, but he brought
. And as soon as he got it to going enough to be safe, he
round like a crazy man, ripping off the dead lower branchf;
hite pines and hemlocks—anything he could find. He
upafirel He'd get it to going!
hen he carried Melissa over beside it. i
ere was 2 good heat from the fire, and he figured he st d
4 chance, All the same, he wasn't cerrain what cold woul
02 woman—who was in the way that Melissa was. &
t she'd heen & man or 2 boy, he'd have taken her clothes t;
slapped her all over trying to make her fuct red. But she
med so kind of frail, he didn't believe she could srani “if ber

¢ took off her stockings and moccasins, and he “’ok O the
iy, wet cloak and hung that up on some sucks to “Pd .
ud off her. He rubbed her legs and then slapped them, a0 e of
tfire pot hotter, he opened her clothes so she could E“d”,md“ e
 hear on her, and he rubbed her back, roo. But he a n-fi he'd
Eir ‘much, because his hands were o rough he was afrai

e the skin off her.

She seemed to perk up a lictle, Whit tried ©© encourage het-
fou feel any warmer?”
:i;\c nodded dimly. ped blecding
He saw her cheek had sto eeding. u?”
E"You’ll be all right;” he siid. “You ain't hutt 0¥, are YO
1 She shook her head. . souce. T
E‘An right, you stay here by the fire. I be back tn 2 @
ot an errand to do.” ichout any 3%
Vhea g0t t0 go 1nto the water agaif, because‘;:“:‘:ok off
i€ never be able o keep shead of the fire- wWrung
tatker shire and the cloth shirt underaeat® 16 S0y g,
doch shire and hung that up to 4. He B0 Lo
Bat on the ground. While he Was downg how, 101

Tagbe this gime he'd bester have & tFy 38T
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L
whole dang canoe in ar once. He thought maybe '~ :

Bur when he got out on the log, he wasa't 50 S'{N&‘
didn’t feel now as though he could handle anythir;”
trying to get the canoe out from under the Jog His &=
pretty weak, He even was doubtful that he could getan o
get the ax, and get back again. Maybe the best thiog f‘”h\a -
to gee back to the bank while he could. He'd go l"‘”j
~—but what good would that do her? .

It was the air inside that canoe was holding it ¥
air out of there, and the stern would sink dowa, and
thing would slide out from under the log—and fet®2®
line. Then he'd work it inshore. Al right, bed uy it ¥
simple enough. He guessed he could hold out. i

~ , Hespraddled the canoe on his belly, and with the po®
~knife he jabbed a hole in the bottom. The air cae &
and the canoe setrled beneath him. He got an asm 0%
"as the canoe slid underneath it. ‘é
The Line held. The canoe was slanewise a litle2od ,1( :
tugged, slow and heavy, mostly under the water- Htsoul
one end of the line, and was planning to cut that free o
and then to bring it mshore along the log 20d Ww +
he'd go back and cut loose the other end, and the %%
swing in to shore. He had it all figured out. !
He couldn’t ger any slack in thf‘i‘inz he had hotd Fih:v
cut it anyway. It pulled right out of his hand. Al Dhm
was put on the remaining line; 1t stretched-—and 1 s
Whit was left on the log. And the canoe W25
nver, ... . . [msl
He stayed there for a moment, watching it 80 keht o
sort of wonder. This wasn't what he had planned. But
think now just wha 1t was that he had plan® Tt s @
seemed to go slowly. Yes—ic went very §10W}Yf ]
away from him. ... o
Hye came to on 2 sudden—and began to bitch ”‘:‘::lw
the log toward the baok. He'd get it yet—-SOm‘Z‘)wd Toy 2
When he got in to shore, his legs had gooe :’ R

"R

‘
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gway under him. Floundering and fopping, falling down,
pering, he splashed along in the water at the foot of the
A good many times he went under completely, Whenever
sod up, be'd look out over the river—hoping to se¢ the
+He saw it—finally. And it was close in w0 the shore, But
was o telling how long it would stay there—

hen he got there, he found the canoe resung hung up on a
in the midst of 2n eddy. The water was just about up to his
+ Tugging and pulling, he got the canoe in to where the
+ was shallow and the current was easy—and the ice was
ormung. His hands were Iike flippers, but he took five of six
tround a rock with the line, and using his teeth got some

of knot,

o bis ax,and id iz o on che bak, He gor theit semall
{m And he struggled some tume with the half a sack they
Jefe of Indian meal—wer to the core, 2and the deadest weight
3 world. Somehow, he dragged 1t up out of the water—and

he fell on the bank under a sudden downthrust of exhaus-

1 He zaised himself on his elbows, and he brought his knees
erhim, and he waited it out. Pretty soon, he was able to stand.
oughr ro right the canoe now—but 1t was no use o try it He
w he couldnt do it.

Fhat he must do was get up the bank, take che ax and the pot
{some meal along with hum. And get back co that fire! He'd
Al sight if he could get to the fire—he thought he would, any:
§- Tt wasn't the work cha he'd done that had taken 1t out of
B, itwas only the cold in the water He wanted the fire. Buc be
§da't carry the ax and the pot—let alone any meal—and get
the bank.
Yet one mote time, he went 10to the Water . - - and he came
2 with the line from the other end of the canoc: Kneeling, he
14 the ax and the pot to it,and he other end of the tne he ied
is bele. Then he shit opea the meal sack, and fumbted :nm !
Sckets as much as he could of wet Indian ‘meal. He put

i mouth, too.
Then he stated to crawl up the bank. - ¢
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-~ He made it-but he didn't know how. Stupidly, alf¢
with exhaustion, and unaware of his triumph in gaining ’
of the bank, he sat on the edge with his legs hangiog ove,
solemnly hauled up the ax and the pot. .

‘The pot was half full of water. Whit thought that w25
he was going to need water, And with the ax in one hand
pot in the other, he went a lictle unsteadily back to the fin.

Melissa lay there beside ir.

His head cleared. The fire, he saw, had butned dowo s
deal. But she'd put on some of the wood that he had leftther
her, That was a good sign. She'd been awake enoughto do

. He spoke 10 her—and she answered, and then, by n ¢t
she managed to sit up. Ll
It came over Whit that he wasn’t near so far gone s$
That gave him strength. —

. “Whit,” she said plaintively, “you ain't goc any shise o

“No It's right here.”

“Put it on, Whit, It's awful cold, ain’t it?” N f.%

“Yes,” he said, his head swimming, “ic is kind of il

Maybe she wasn’t quite right in her head; that didn’t mfﬂﬂ”f’

thing. She’d come around soon as she got something hot i ls

He put on his shirt—it was warm in the front and 4y {857

“places—and he put on his leather shire over ic. The Jeatbet ¥

stiffening now. When it was frozen, it would keep all the ¥

e

out, -
Now then: the fire. He put o the rest of the wood ¥ :
better lay down again,” he said to Melissa. L
“All right,” she said pleasantly. And she lay dowa gt o
He sex the pot firmly close 1n to the fire, picked up the a1
weat after some wood. .
He found some good wood, and with an hout Of‘Ch":aP‘ e
and dragging, he had enough wood up close to the ﬁ; 'zml?‘
through the night with. It was long pieces, mostly; el
work it up later. The water was warm in the pot, and he gt
red coals around it, and threw in some pine needles W‘P
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it They were better than nothing. When the water came

got Mehssa to swallow some.

ight was failing.

wet meal from his pockets, he put on 2 stone by the fire.
then uneil dack, he cut a good pile of green stuff for het

. And he piled up more stuff to keep the wind off her,
ber cloak was now dry enough to wrap 1t around her.

ey entered the night.

that night long, Whit never lay down. He keps up the
d e tended Melissa, He used every trick that he'd evet

of to fight the cold from her. In between umes he tried w0

p his gun.

cold thas surrounded them was a much harder thioR 1

(han the current had been, You were out of the currewt
you came off the river. But the cold lay o il ol the

17. They couldn't hide from it; he just had w fight it )

it thought that maybe a hot stone at her feet gt 0

200d. So he shifted the meal, and used that one then be

bimself why—if one was 2 good thing—more womldn't
er. Crawling round in the darkness, he focated four mulL;:

them out with his fingers, and put them to hieat Al lhm\lli',u

ight, he kept a row of hot stones along the wide of ber th
away from the fire,

very hour ot 5o, he'd try to get her to drink mire

iily did. Between tumes, she would sleep. b, ad

ate in the evening, her body was warm t s ")LA‘L gt

etime before midnight, a light sweat ¢ame O “;’e gdat

ught that was all right: so long as she sweased, ¥

e fever. 4 Bis

Nor did she seem to have any pains That “’;de“ Y

ghily. That particular danger, he haped, had P2 o s

Two or three times, he tnied the meal on her Dot =

e it

Thus they went through the night, o

In the last hour of darkness, she ap[*"’d

and sbe
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easier, He'd have given most anything © sleep some bioslh
he didn’t dare trY it. i
She slept nght along uotil well after susuP» :m(W’\'J1
ve persss

waken her. The w2y he felt himself may
do her more good 828

knelt down beside her

Tt took only a minute She was all nght She Jidotks®

had happened That was all was the Trouble. 1t 3 bt
only 2 munute~—but it Was the worst minute ed ot
... \When he gott® is feet, he Was presty well shaken, B

t:.éﬂ«: a2 new man She Was alt nght. The chances W g
‘that they waould get through .

They stayed chere alt day- Whit parched the €anofs d“dﬂ
his gear as well as he could, and ate 2 pr igions =
botled corn raeal and pork Melsssa lay there and resed H
her she had 1O and she didn't a1B¢ et
He took occasion © go over his gun; he had driedt h‘“
putirwasalong ways from cleat- So now o
finle part He enjoyed dotng this when he had pk‘ﬂfj? P
Melissa said, “That gut 15 longer than most o .
. “This here 152 afle This aint?d smooth e’

“No, 1 don't know as 1 do.

~gome call this 2 rwist-gun. A rifie’s cotrect: ouc '
ive me this in his wilk He was the best mad Tes
You remember him, don’t you?"

*Some. B
wpack when fwasa poy—1 Wit elev
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i the winter for I guess maybe a month I felt pretty bad,

, all through that time because I'd used to go round there
it got t00 rough at home. Well, my old man heard before
that Karr had come back, and you know what he done?
si, he took a rope and he tied me up for four days. He'd
atound and he'd stand there and laugh, and he'd say, "Look

! Eh? By Christ, this is one time when you won't fun
10 Kart's” And then he got tited of it because she made
o the chores and he let me loose and 1 beat it to Karr's.
7ell, Kasr he had some work on the anvil and he couldn’t
!n_xx he hollers, ‘Come in, boy!” And I went right in. 1 never

in the house, though, And I stood with my backside
0% 10 the forge; it was an awful cold day out, 1 remember it

Ttwas just comin’ on dusk. Well, he went on hammerin=>
35 deawin” 2 bar—and 1 commenced to look found because 1
gi2d ¢ be thete. And then I see thus rifle high up on the wall
the fight from the forge, which 1s yellow and red, shon¢
b this stock here and give it a kind of a glow, and when he'd

the bellaws a pull and the fire'd rise up, I'd see this here ber-
ockin' slender "n long show up in the darkness 1 don't kaow
¢ Ioag I stood thete. It made me feel queer

Then Kare he come over 'n he reached her dowa off the wall
but her into my hands, It made my knees shake, It was the
eliest thing Id ever seen in my hfe—up unetl then .
“Thatis a sifle; Kare says 0 e Ob, I can hear bum! “That
ancaster rifle, Laman made her humself 1 stood bclsxde hl:(‘s
0k him nine day 1 could learn 1n 4 year. he s2ys: HE w0
"t come back. And 1 figure to go- 1 could be happy ™
"M things, he said. 2
“But heg ?xcvcr weat back. And do you know why xh::;’;‘;;,
tause nobody caced—not even Ensiga- Karr had cou 1]
m. Katr showed him this gun; he showed
b: Balf the charge of a smoothbore and about hal s
id she'll shoot farther 'n straighter ‘0 267 4smoom e
01ld She will strike just as hard 'n she’s quicker ©

is ot . e—is 0O
1is rifle here—or any one thar's well made—F
—
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smoothbore than 2 deer's like a cow: YOU o
He said he gucssed his musket would serve. “Thats 3b%
of them said.

“Down round this Lancaster place they must be ¥
guess- ,
~Well, Karr weat on mendin’ plowshares 'n dung I
4l things like that. And sometimes he'd maked sr.yd\ebh

this one down off the wall and he'd lear® me t0 S
had some great times of it! - -+ Well, 1 guess at
fnished his work, and he begat stowang bis tools- 3
when he died, there she was 1a hus wil” He ¥ ked
Melissa. She had fallen asleep -+ He was glad
* cause she qneeded to steep- ’
¥ n
e next day, they S€ out agat

Whit shortened the day on Melissa’s nccounl’“‘ds
own too. It seemed o im 1OV chat they’ come 376,
Hedbeas glad to se€ Jonas Moore when they 8% !05“:*‘.
25 he'd ever been © see any Man- ‘And how he sould $5
]onas's»fue! a

Casumpy Was easy—with 3 hight wind from the *
smooth water t@ travel.

Toward sundown, 1© the nosth, Whit saw the smok
houses of Sandwich Tcgave hama catch i® fris throdt He
speak for a moment. e 5

*That smok:«—" said Melissa, "is that where ¥¢ (3 :

“That’s it,” be answered. )
.
Jonas Moore's house W33 right dowo Y the pond: ]:) 1
standing 0% the lirtle beach, wariag He was 88N
pearded, thin and bent shouldered, but 2 5tro08” e (N
When the canoe was ity yards ou% onas €aH¢
whit” .
“Hello, Joras » Whit answereds
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mote was said until Whit rested his paddie. Then Jonas
ed, "Well, I see you brung her.” N

it grinned. “Jonas Moore,” he said to Mcl_nssa‘" o have
'am,” Jonas acknowledged this introduction. “You

ttip, Whit?"

ell, we got heee.”

ve any trouble?” "

, 20140 speak of, Overset in Squam Brook, was all.

' Kind o’ wet, wan't it?”

mote so than usual.”

s¢ anything, did you?"”

h" He steadied the bow, and helped Melissa nlis*;\tm?:

00 hec arm felt serong and reliable. She liked J Uﬂﬁgh e

Whit, Jonas observed in an unrestrained voice, “She

| big, is she?”

fo," $2id Whit, “but she’s rogged.” )

ouleave all o* that there, Whit—" the stuff in the canoe—

ferch it up Later”

hit got out and stood up.

m glad to see you,” Jonas said earnestly.

'm ghd t0 see you” e~

“ome up to the house. My woman, I guess, has got s

g ready.” .

Allright. She been well, has she?

Precry good, Whit” the—

Phit picked up his gun, and Jonas led the way up the pa

Melisa, chen Whir, 4o

felissa went slowly. Then she tutned roun

askept going, id notk’ .
P:t fp her srms co hien, Wit kissed hcr:—sa‘d o

hen they followed Jonas.

Whit—and



7 v MrLissA had come upon Jonas Moore's i

start of her journey, she might not have thoughe so ts?

Now the house appeated to her to be handsome and

had a chimney with smoke coming out of it; the walls #*

walls; the roof was fresh batk. Inside the houss, S
. cooking. Inside that house there was 2 woman.

She felt no disappointment at the size of the house, &
notice that it seemed to lack windows. Ir didn't mare®
that the house hada’t a plank in it, a board, or 2 fail. Shie 58
took notice that the door she approached was of skiss.

Jonas held the door open—and Melissa went in, Bet)
dark inside that once over the sitl she turned firsc of £10¥
Whit had come 1n. He was beside her—and he spoi¢?

:wmgan who, Melissa saw now, swood by the fire “fP”'-‘
vhands, -
¥ Whit said, "Evenin’, Mis' Moore ™ i
“Well, Whit, you come back.” M
Whit stood astde, and to Jonas Moore’s wife he ssid 817
proud, “This here is my woman.” s
“Yes, I thaught it might be. Come here, child, lec 7¢
ou. N
4 Melissa stood forward into the light of the fue. .
1da Moore ook one Jook ar her—and rutned up®s
“You two men,” she sud birterly, “can go outside and s
until I call you to supper. It ain’t ready yet.” 5
‘Whit and Jonas went out. i
Janas said reasonably, I guess we might go dowss®)
up that smff o yourn.” 3
“All right* &
They went down the path toward the Jake. Jonas &
*That supper smelled ready.”
“Did to e, 100."
" After 2 moment, Jonas inquired, “How ‘much salt §o7
Whie" -
“Half 2 hundredweight, maybe.”
a1
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said nothing for eight or ten steps. Finally he offered,
you got hete, 't any rate.”
s, Whit agreed, "I guess that's ‘bout the size of it”

moved 12 Moore when she Jooked on Melissa. This
r-eyed, stating, unsmiling child—wha from habit held het
p when, from the looks of her, the miracle was that she
le 1o stand—she was 5o far beaten down that she dida't
0% she was dirty.
fistress Moote drove the men ont-~Whic himself, for that
F, looked as though he'd been dragged through a knathole
went 10 work on Melissa. N
hild,” she said to ber, “you look to me lrke you had quite 2
Now you come here and set down and I'm going to se€ ©
ight here on this bench"—a log split 1n half and the top of
oothed. She moved it up to the fire.
o 2ll right,” said Melissa.
‘es, T know: you been sayin’ that to him eve
d you. Now come and set down.” She put het
ad sat her down o the bench, “I'm twice s old s what yo‘;
ad this here is my house. You just take it €asy and do a5
Tain't gown’ ¢ ask you no questions But Y11 tell you this
h: T goin’ ¢ git them clothes off n you, " gut you clean®
' git some other clothes onto you. When you've some P! ropl!k!
L fa you, 'n youwve had yon a sleep, why, then we €0 180
b sk the weddua'? “Twas satisfactary, wan't i7" While
i tulking, she was getting Melissa’s clothes off .-+
Melissa said yes, they had had a nice wedding it
Mistess Monge broaghe a blankes aod wrapped het NP A0 0
brought hot water and soap. “How far along are you!
inehs, it Jooks like.” -
"About that, it is. Or a lirtle bit 100ger- . .y ce
"Well, don't worty sbout i, 1f you'd been 801 £ B0 ey«
'd 2 had it "fore now. From the looks © them
ust 2 been in the river.”
“We overser, Twasn't his fault.”

el \

ry time that he
arm round the

trouble
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“No, I guess that's right. Accidents happen, Jouss:
Whit's an awful good man.” t

“Oh, yes, he is." .

Melissa could remember when her mother had bathedi

“Whir speaks awful highly of your husband, 100"

“Jonas’ all right. He does like the woods, though”

“Yes—so does Whit.”

“There, now,” Mistzess Moore said, "1 guess rh:u'lll 3
Now then, you keep that there blanket around you, 8
what I got that we can put on you. I guess I ain's onfy i
as what you be; Fm twice as big, roo. But "twon't doaop®s
you ¢'n wrap ‘em around you. Yo ain’t goin’ t’ put nlmh“‘ .
out'n #hat pife again—" the heap on the floor—~"0t nl”fi
chance to wash ‘em, you ain't. Now then—" she w3 ot
other end of the room—"moccasins, stockings, smalh

™ skire . . " She came back 10 Melsssa. "Here—pur 0 !hrs!k.f

_+Tolds under her toes. But it felt clean and dy.

* Melissa pulled on a stocking— 1 up to ber sk
P on a stacking—the heel Plzftk‘”‘ﬂ'j
good to ber. o

Mistress Moore, at the fire, had now swung out the >
taken the lid from the middle-sized por, and was ¥ e
Iadling from the pot into a bowl. . ..

The rest of th clothes, Mehissa pur on with 2 good J:T‘
haste and not very much care. What she waated 0 dawi
her hands on thac bowl. 15

She did, in due course, and she breathed in its odor, 52 b
almast to crying. She made no effprt to think what the
was made out of. But it waso't pine needles. oo

“That started with pa‘uridge—" she heard Misuess s
voice—"and worked up from there Mistress )\[D‘]";n. ;
back of her. "Now if you'll let me, while youre dn\’ou &
bowlful, I'll give your hair just a lick 'n & promise:

ind if 1do?” 3 :
mMeIissa had tasted the broth—and her eyefids had ':‘100:‘&
coulda’t answer. The tasee of the broth weat nl{l ):er ez

body; she could feel how it loosencd the backs o
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ea} in it the promise of sleep. In the long warmth of the

e sat there and drank it .

mess Moore stood behind her, and fixed up her hair. It

utiful hair; it was soft in her fingers. But it caught in the

of them. Years ago—far away—]Jonas Moorc’s woman
a girl io Connecticut—Stratford, Connecticut. She
temember!

lissa had finished her supper when Whit and Jonas were
oned. She sat on a stool 2t one end of the hearth, her back
chimney. She smiled up at Whit as he stood Jooking down
t. “You look different,” he said. “What you done to your

othin,” she answered, pleased with herself. "Mis’ Moore
itforme

e are her clothes.” :
o

Vhit didn’e like it ’
da Moore intervened. “She tried to stop me,” she said casu-

10 Whit, “but { ¢'n teft you, I'm 2 hard woman to stop. Ain't
oras>™

“Hard?" Jonas smd fervently.

Melissa fooked funny—and Whit suddenly saw jt—smileds
1 then laughed. Melissa laughed, too,

(Well,” Jonas said cheerfully, "I guess we ¢'n ear, Whit.”

Misuess Moore waited unti! Whit had finished his 5\1!":5
 then she took him outside the house and 1aid down M,
im. She told him fatly that on 00 account whatsoeves ; s ’j
take that young gurl a step fatther comorrow. "1 K007 b
re what I'm talksn’ "bout than you do” she sa'dp;"“;ﬂ.s‘
Bht now, near as 1 can make out,"n I don'e see 00 Sen ™V,
1¢d ought to have trouble But you sin'y goun’ ¢ Tat o
Fenty mile 10 ¢ your place, RO have her sfeep i0 %,
e gets there, 1 know you ' Jonas don't see no 1
ither one of yon—Jonas OF YOu~—jus; 5 feave
abed, 1 gueseThere’s timesTthink maybe &
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He's more'n half animil, anyhow, Jonas—'n 1d" know"r
you be. You leave her hete, d' you understand? You' |
“hete cill I say she ¢'n go—'n chat won't be comotrow, 5
be the next day.” :
“How long d' you figure before she c'n travel?”
“I don’t know. But she ain’t goin' t travel a step oot [
2 week, anyhow, at the shorest.” h
“It ain’t awful far,” ;
“Maybe it aw't. And I suppose the next thing youlie!
she won't have to Jug nothin"”

K,

“Well, she wouldn't.”
“Are you tryin’ t' argue?” °
“No, I aia’t, Mss' Moore—truly.” ,a

"You c'n go n there t’ your place comotrow, You &
But she's stayin’ right here, Thac's sectled now, is it?
., "Seems ¢’ be, yes.”

3 “All nighr, then, it’s settled.” ¥
r} “It's awful kind of you, keepin’ her.” o
“She'll be comp'ny for me You daa’t kaow what thi¢
All sight—I've said my say. You c'n go back in the ho‘"m
T'if be 10 1x 2 munute. When you get in there, you'll MW'

find Jonas tellin’ the brude how ro ser up a bear trap: & "
take the guts out of a porcupine 'n rot gee the quills kB
He's an entertainin’ man, Jonas, he's gifted ﬂ‘l“ “‘” ]
another thing, now that I think of 11, is don’t you an’“, 1o
¢ set up all nught in front th’ fire 'n talk about tr2pp®+*",
" her tosleep.” ! :
“Yes, ma'am,” said Whit, - M
As he went 1110 the house, he thought to himself, "I “":ﬂ
Jonas guttin’ a porcupine. Bue there ain't only o€ ¥4 °;
know of t' do it...." . mi”“”
Sometime in the night, as they all lay a_sIe:p—-Ml:l' e
and Melissa on a thick pallet of cornhusks, Jonas a2 e F
across on the other side—and the fire ﬂ;{cker&ng ;:iﬂ s
thing peaceful . .. Melissa was wakened. el
i!r:esch (5 gme up out of it suddenly, buc o0 be face st <

o
B
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g cold and wet and alive, Half asteep and half fright-
she put het hand up to it—and screamed and sat up. Tt was
d alive,

ete was noise and confusion and barking and tesrof. Then
was beside bee . . . and she clung to him hard.

eerned a Jong time before things got suaightcngd out and
new what had happened. Slowly the terror let g0 i3 hold on
ut she was still trembling. ... .
had been Jonas's dog. The dog, they explained, had come iy
somewhete, and finding a suanger, had sniffed at het—
cally. The dog knew Whit and liked him—but she was new
m.

ud when Melissa had screamed, Whit and Jonas agreed, she
frightened the dog and set him to barking. he said
felisa said yes, she understood now. She was Orty, She 3%
ave made such 2 fuss.
onas brought the dog up to het, He was @ big ““DKQE‘:?‘:
part mastiff-—the other part hound. They a 05—
4jor.” The dog was uncertain and knew he d dooe Wd Jonas
be was still 2 linde afraid of her. Both Wit :\nm him,”
med 10 understand petfectly, “Reach out yOUT bt
2;:;1& t0 her, “slow.”
id it .
{::nzs talked to the dog and pﬂs‘”d’d him gmdua“)’ ©
t hand. d ca%y
"Now,” Jonas instrucred her, “slide yout rand :;fu(":odv be
4 scratch back of his ear. He woulda' BU¢ ¥
mll)l:n'r hure nothint” £ che ear. 11 of
ly, Melissa scratched back of the €2t scratch
Thcydog e :i’;‘k ‘pressed his head up 3831 sn:: :}:‘:PP“I for ®
e fngers, and e half closed his €75 WEe8 I,
toment, he made it plain that be wante - ou 88 ol M
“There, now!” Jonas said to him. Alr :; Yo a'se &
o been scairt of a woman! And you E:I' Lie do¥
Now you go and lie down—go o 77"
went and lay down.

sniff
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Jonas apologized for Major’s behavior, and Whizsafﬁ
lissa, “You're all right now, ain't you?"
She said she was all right—and said again she .
had made such a fuss. i
Jonas assured her that that was all righe, But ]onmwlf!
nothing at all; she was too angty to venture on speeck-
They all lay down again, and before very long Melist
tell that the others had gone back to sleep. The dog byl
fire~busily, noisily licking himself, Then he, t00,
sleep, snored for a while, and then he was quiet. p
The fire sank farcher, and cold came into the houst.
Melissa [ay wide awake. Tomorrow, she knew,
leaving her here. g
But sleep came to her, finally—she was too tired ©0 Jook
any more.

8 WHIT GOT away bright and early next morniog
Leaving Jonas's place, he had in mind no particular o
dida't need any. He knew where he was, and where hf wan
g0. The path didn’t matrer, the lay of the land beitg
his mind: how the principal mountains bore from ¢ L
the course of the rivers, and where the bigger ponds "“:“
ponds, the low ridges, small brooks, and so on Wﬂ‘w;
things that he traveled by this ume of year when the e
was good. The Jeaves were gone now; a man could telf w2

was. . , aed
As he stood with his back to Jonas Moore's housts p

on his right hand lay to the souch and a lirdle bit s ny
Mountain, looming vp high and easily seea, Was # "
north. ‘The line that he wanted was halfway bervee®
But there was no need to be too nice about it 11 s
to the left, he'd only strike Bearcamp River 2 Tietde “‘B i
stream than he otherwise would; if he got t00 far mins ""ji
the-steep northwestern slope of the Ossipy Mountd
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1

ﬁim back o his course. These two, the river and the
¥ Mounains, made & kind of angle into which he was
,E’Z from the wide-open end. At the point of it, the river
hountains came so close together that no man in his
‘lconld, withour knowing it, squeeze through between
o exeepe at night in a snowstorm——when no man in his
$ would be traveling anyway.

would pass to the north some of Beede's house, this
hud well to the norchward of Poole’s. Well, that was all

%2 traveling fast, his ankle not bothenng him. Bur he
kattying  pretty good load all the same. He had his gun
“Bis ax, both held in his right hand, and slung from his
Bders were a half dozen traps—each with & chain—his
et, his powderhotn, the tools for his gun, 2nd a small sack
18, with two pounds of pork 1a case he should need it. He
2 spare axhead that weighed close to four pounds, and he
his knife and his bulle pouch hiched to us bele. All in
bbiat be carried would have weighed forty pounds prob-

et he stood on the farther bank of the Bearcamp, ten
g5—on a bee line—from Jonas Moore's house, 10 what
Fed by the sun to be less than two hours This was the
i which he'd hure bis ankle, Today, the ware was
ez than it had been then. It looked ready for winter -« - -
it felt like 11, too.
Now he turned north, cutting across the fat snterval c:v;
with pich pine that lay berween Bearcamp and anot ’:h
* that joined it farcher downstream. A plain covered wics
pine made the best going there was® 1t Was good un‘ der-
b, thete was no brush to speak of, and the branches weeeh
publesorme. If there was enough sup coming r:m:sui ‘o it
1P 2 man straight, he could go just & fast as his les
1 him, He had nothing to worry him- - for
tHe was going due north, right oo 2 tine fo!

(ounminq—_;iéh:ﬁcad for the peak of it NO“'(:
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where there'd be 2 tree down, he'd catch a glimpse 07" :
of the mountain—the dark line of the shoulders, und”
sbove, the gray, granite peak. Whenever be 2% it
to him higher than he'd thought it was going to.
Whit smiled when he saw it. . . . .
When he picked up the siream on the far side of &¢
val, he crossed it and followed up the east bk for
mile and a half until he came to 2 forks, whete l\:m‘
east branch. He stayed with this for about 2 mile, it
_and then worked around the northwesterly shou]d“ e}
hill which he'd stood on the first time he'd been it il
Here, for the most part, it was heavy, old spmct‘hfi\
dark overhead, and with a scactering of ‘boulders, #i¢
« and seedlings down on the ground. Then the b“;ﬂb;k
. ." began to come in, as he came down off the
» His load wasn't heavy. He was pretty pcal there.
‘As the Jand Jeveled off ac the foor of the hill be
ovér a little so as to pass a big maple. This ¥3¢1 fiot
spotted both sides. He put up. his hand to it—0d
onto his land.

Coming around to the front of the lean-t0, e e
one had been there. He struck his ax in a cormet ﬂ;'ﬁ‘
up his gun carefully, shucked off his load, and $t0% .
away. Then he came out and Jooked up at the oot

I hadn't changed any. .

Whit stayed there twelve days. He had rain off and &
nothing out of the way seally, for that time of year, ¥’
days it was bright. Mornings, of course, it %0 gaps
cold. But at night he had 2 good fire and he slept u:} - jo’
“There was only one day that he had a hacd time of HZ7

the weather. "
OfThaz morning, he stood in front of Pis Iezn«o_ﬁﬂ: :\‘1
ground covered with really good teacking snow-
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_puded in and there was a steady wind blowing berween
;.and nrorthwest, but there was no feel in the air of any
_ {mow coming: from the way the snow lay, the wind that
Srought it had been from out of the east more, and then
‘Worked ronad. It was a day that was sent by the Lotd for
10 20 get a deer—and Whit reached for his kaife and
ibe edge,
® dido't believe he'd stop to eat breakfasr—he'd had a
y 8ood supper—he'd just take somethung with him. It
“rlose now to full daylight and he ought to get started.
Jf tumed and benr down to go into the lean-to—to take
P hus gun and go over all parts of it—and when he put
ks hand 10 take hold of the gun, he caughe sight of his ax.
{e vished he hadn't seen that.
8 ke sat down and begen unwrapping his gun, he was
dy bringing up reasons why it was all right for him to g0
i0g and leave for a while the work he had come for. He
“I've ear nothing bur trout the last four or five days and
BeUin’ o now that my stomach don't take o ‘em. 11 had
e deer's Liver, now, 1 could work better”
When he pulled off the wrapping, he could smell the grease
the meral,
jAnd the thing of it is” he said aloud now, "a man gets
g fister—in the long run, he does, 1 think—if he suits
2t he's doing to what's the best ume. Now like this morn-
 with this snow to work on, I might get 2 deer 10 00 um(el
3l; where 1f T was to leave it, this snow mught be gone afic
Buld huat a couple of days maybe and not come 09 2 thing
All the time he was busy with one thing and another, gﬁ:‘:ﬁ
idy 10 go, he kept adding more reasons he'd done PEEY T
h the work thac he'd come for, he had forey logs cu‘; {O;kin as
B his house, and only twenty to go. He necded 2 cled B
ll 25 the mear—and the skin was a thing that wO\; as
elissa. All wincer long there might not come & 937
tfect as this one. It was bad luck—there was 10 &
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itf-—when good Tuck like this happened nor to mek.
it. And what he didn't ear of the meat, he could, *
Jonas’s.
‘When he was all ready, he stood in front of his Jeet
gun in his hand, deciding with cate as to just where (05
The best way would be to go down to 2 pond, tod
round the edge of it. Of the two poads thar were’
thought he'd try the larger one—the one that brook st -
place went iato. He'd have a better chance there, the shcr!lj
longer, than he would on the little pond more to the &5 }!
if more snow should come, he'd have the brook to comebd !
The pond lay a litele o the right of the mountis
looked up to see if the mountain was out. ;
™ Solemn and black, with che gray sky behind it, the 5% A
whooked down at him, and slowly these Jefe him—there 4
" 7 from him—all his assurance that he was sbo ¥!
hunting.
He knew when he was licked. There was o us¢
There'd be no pleasure in it. N
He rurned back into the lean-to, stuck his gunin? cﬂﬂ’ﬂr
yanked his ax from the cornerpost. He didn’t waot w”:w
thing He flung down his powderhorn, and wm!!f{ld”‘s )
tetly to the place where he'd been working Jast night “6
Here he tackled 2 spmce ttee, not even pausing ©© blow p
hands, and when he'd lopped off enough Jimbs 0 fer b
the trunk, he struck into it viciously. 9
He was throwing his ax, striking as hard as h¢ wﬂ”‘}f;
were set in 2 line, and his eyelids were Jowered. With 8¢5
bit into the spruce tree as though it was to blame. pedd
He knew what was to blame—or he dzimcf:l that -
was simple enough. And it had nothing to do wx‘(h ‘““‘:M‘ A
duty. Ir was something he’d known for a Jong time w ot
pen—but he'd abour ir, how, since Jast 5 X
‘Al there was to it was this: now he was marsied, '; e
hunting any time he felt Iike it. He would ti’m! e’ .
Jong as he lived, he would never be able to do 83 l‘ g

a

goint 4

.
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once thought he would be as soon as he'd left h_:s father.

tight, what of i¢? It was nothing to cry about. He'd known

4 happen. And he hadn't been cheated. He had Melissa.

s, he had Melissa—bue still, all the same, he hadg: t cxPcct'ti

Hen he couldn’t go hunting it would make him fe'el sicl

stomach—the same g5 it used to when his father'd pre-
him,

struck harder and harder, with s arms straighzencd full

tthe end of each swing, and pulling back with his §houldcm.

2fool way to chop—but he'd got to do something!

ea it happened.

¢ st00d there and stared down at it. He saw what ha.d hap-
and he saw that the happening of 1t was over with. He

‘tscen it or felt it. But now that 1t was done, he was begin-

to feel it: ir made the skin crawl on the backs of his legt.

¢ head of the ax was deep in the ground, just under his

. As be stared, he said slowly, "No, I aint cut sny.” An‘
he moved his foor, gingetly, away from the ax. The side of

foot had been touching the ax. That was as close as a man

Id come, really. "
¢ Iet go of the ax haadle, stood up stright, and mm:”

d, He said "Whew!” with a good deal of fecling, rubbed hi

briefly, and then went and sat down. Jates

tetty soon he felt better. All choppers gt cut—sooner Of ; o

do, But he'd missed it this ime, He tatned and loﬂkﬂr oo

ax, stuck there in the ground. “Jf it ain't got a gap 17 ‘m

t0 grind out, I guess things are all right” He got “Sbﬂ:g

,and found the bit was undamaged. “1 guess the g!m’;‘ 3

ze, that was able to stop her, instead of her kccpmﬁ‘pj;,s

til she come o a rock.” He wiped off the bt with (05 guss

s band. "Went in far enough, though.” It hsd

¢ tempet.

He sec the ax into the tree. g

"I guess I'll go up and get somethin’ to €35

ck enough so that I can'e complain if 1do? ¢

outs 4ill 1 get back to Jonas's”
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“’_"What the good luck was,” he said, when he'd sat¢’ |
‘was that I got 2 warning—instead of 2 judgment—"
I'went op, there, about not goin’ after a deer.”

9 THE HOUSE Whit had in mind would bes™ " .,
his ax handle, measured oo the jnside, and half thatin .
. That is to say, as he stood in the doorway facing int (he by
it would be shorr of eighe feet across to the wall, 20
would be twice that distance 1n length. M
He couldn’t bud it much lagger chan that, becautt
weren't enough men near by for a raising. Jomas ¥ o
over ¢o help him—once Whit had the logs ready—but® o
. the logs for a house any bigger than the ope he 1 F
“would have called for oxen to haul them, and for mort “‘”1
.,, A 10 raise up the logs and get them in place. A8 nl:h
wvas going to have to use logs a litrle slimmer than sl ¥
to use more of them. It would take longer, but if W& ‘}’
the house any. It was not how rhick the walls wer¢, i
tight were the joints. Y
He hadn'c said anyehing yet to Melissa, but b2 &
heatt on having a chimney. A clumpey would take Bi® # y
to build, probably, as all the rest of the house would: ”’]’"
a feeling thar maybe Melissa might be in a way ©0 %% *'sy)
cold; she might rake some kind of harm from it fe a4
know about—though he never had heard anyone S B
so. Over and above that, he though it would ples® et %
himself would be proud of it, oo It would set them® ‘P’E,‘
most pioneezs. When a man builds a chimney, he 21t
to stay there. et
Well, it would not be a house like Beede’s t0 51“‘*“",; s
would be an awfal lot better than some he had seen € sl
chimney if it took him 2 month. He'd have a good one- £
hoped, when he had it, Mr. Gowan would hear
He was getting ahead of himself, The firse thing ¥

finish cutting the logs. ...

of it
0 do
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fht daps from the day on which he had started, he had them
4 and ready for hauling, Five days, in the first place, was
}1: had figured on. The difference was great, but the reason
gwas nacural: trees of the righe size and straight had rurned
kl:e scazcer than he had suspected. And yet be knew the
i Stilly” be said to himself, “you go through the woods on
lerrand or other, and you see » nice lutle spruce tree—
{heas 2 rameod, and a good size to handle—and you think,
'-“_OV{, that there is a nice Jittle tree, but you stn’t got 0o
br Ieright at that minute, and so you go on thinking about

ing else. Maybe a half hour later this will happen again.
h Course of 2 year, it has happened quite often. You add
ﬁiﬂ up—whenever someone says, ‘spruces—what I mean to
{ittle ones—hut you leave out all them half hours that come

eeq. You ger the answer that if you should need little
E:!. the woods would be full of them. But when you cut out
K k for them, what you come on to is all them half hours.” .
mer thing was that he saxck right to spruce. He had vari-
¥easons, perhaps none of them good ones. But one of them
L‘“ thought the house would look better all of one kind of

ihe only places that spruces grew to the size that he wamcfl
xeepe for scattering, single ones, of which there weren't
B7—~were where an old spruce had fallen arousd thirty years
' Magbe-—chirry or forty. There, he'd geta seand of a dozep B¢
% But of those, three or four would be all he could use. The
t would be crooked, or have too much taper, OF dhesed b;
oething else wrong with them He covered fifty acres ©
ad in looking out trees, before he could find sixty trees ©
:T|:nd that he wanted. 1 work.

e cutting and limbing was faitly quick worc i
Then he hgd to haul (hegm He put in a day, almost mn’;";gn;
d: two small seicks of maple, the butt ends 1ad f(;;waxm,ch
mrmed on the bottom, did all right for naces h :u? ax
£s¢ on top to admit two birch crosspieces: and w‘;d of t
s knife he got a fairly tight joint. He was temPees 20
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to try pegging the joints—heating his ramrod 0 5
with—but be decided against itz it “would ke hime
it wouldn't be worth it. He contented himself with b .
joints with wet rawhide—slotting the runners ¥ v .
hide passed under them—and then setting the sled it
the fire. The rawhide, as it dried, pulled tight €
anybody. He fixed a pole out in front,and was seady
‘Then it came on to rata, and the snow wegt aWif
Whit went down to the pond, and witha pie(tol?‘"
skitter, and a ewenty-foot,pole, he fung ous picker
into the trees—that came down with a plop 2% ¥
length of his arm. It would make a change from the L
setting a trap by the shore for an otter, he came bort 55
And the sled brought him luck. He surpri ‘Y"“;i
pine that was about t0 g0 after the rawhide—bat that 2
time yet to do any damage—and before the }?0"“1’”"
what was up, Whit had joyfully knocked him_m‘h‘ .
the ax. It was a young one, all righ, but with $iX ¢
meat in him, not counting a liver as bigas thepil® ‘7_5‘
Whit had that liver over the fire before he'd even s
d pickerel shesdof

out the meat. With fresh meat an
—his hand shook with excitement. .
e ate all he coutd hold, and after hed hung “ymdi
lay down to sleep before 1t was dark. With sa_m“d" o
\sly wet clothes didn’t bother him,; he slept without ¥ i
it was light, .
There was fresh snow on the gmund inthe L?D‘”"DW
110t so much of 1t as he would have fiked. SHill "‘;’#?‘y
nothing, and snow was still falting. He at¢ oSt 0 g
same more of the meag, and felt that things gene™,
pretty good shape. Then he went at the hzuhng‘ gié

He started in draggiog three logs a2 ?:]je"o:kfdt
thes s
o

Lie was soon down to twO. The sled ¥
handle came loose. His feet slipped l;;
of cousss, ¥

he d [ 4a

longy
wadll the
{ell more ot less. The main trick,
muelag once he had them started, and
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It wasn’t 100 bad, and it wasn’t too good. The skin wasn'"?@]
anything, but he scraped it clean anyway. It might &
handy—you never could tell. .
He slept dry that night, and from dark till pise deslg™
wakened hungry, and he felt pretty gaod. s
When he set to wortk, it took him less than ten mint
prove that a man, to hew propetly, needs moge than 08
needs 2 good solid rig chat will hold che log steady—ont of
three-legged horses with a peg sticking up in it that fis mh
hole through the end of the log. They'll hold 2 log stesdy 4
ke needed a chalk line so as to tell where to bew. -
He was more pleased than otherwise that all this wss
Inside of five minutes he was on his way back w.JV“”k
cause he couldn’t go any further withour an auger andc'
Whit hailed the house when he got near enough -4

‘here and waited . . . and then hailed it 2gain.... | 4
Melissa came out. y:
She looked to be well, as Whit came walking up © ber?

he couldn’t say anything to ber at all. A

Joaas, she cold him, was off in che waods 5amﬂjh"°'
Moore'd gone up 1o Beede's—she'd anly lefc & few mits®?
she wouldn't be back for an hour at least. i

They went into the house. 4

4

- R
10 THAT NIGHT after supper, Jonas having ﬂgN‘Jﬁ
with Whit on the morow to help lay up the house, &7
front of the fire—all four of them—rtalking things 0% Yy
already had had apportunity to report on his day to WM’SC 5
had all of two hours, and he'd used alf of boch of thtﬂwj
he'd covered not only todag, but also most of those hapl
of the past week or so that really required an 2pP n
listener—things that a woman coutd not unde(sﬂﬂd-

* bad one Jeft, though. He told Whit of it naw.
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our days ago Jonas had had a shot at a wolf. His gun had
sed fire,

it understood. Whit understood perfectly. He shook his
slowly, and spat in the fire.
0n3s was satssfied.

but Jouas's wife saw fit to inquire why the gun had missed

bere were a score of possible causes for a gun's missing fire,
half of these were preventable.
0n2s $3id curtly, “T d'know what it was.”
;;;:e Was 2 very uncomfortable silence. .
t tried 10 help out. “Might a' been anythin'

hat did belp a litle, but it didn’c cure matters.
tlissa asked Whit to tell her more of the house. .
it did his best, “Well, 1 guess I told you about all these 13
L 1t mighta't seem like much for th' ume 1 been gone
but al it is 50 far is—well is & pile o Jogs, you MIEht

as Janas's turn to help Whit out now. He dsd this by s+
;Whit. you ain’t told me if you figure 10 budd I @
abley?" “
Well, ¢ tell you the eruth,” Whit said, pot withiout prade, "1
fgured I mighe.”

stone o a wood one?” " i
tone, to begin with, four feet ot so, anyhow, I'll see how it
before 1 decide how to finish ™

“ ‘i
Well, you'd ought to have something,” Jonas ﬁm\mvm', l '{; »
e all the difference. Yes, sir, a chumbley’sa wandert ll{ ll‘
(2 Moore, who was kaitung, didn't make any comine l'|” pave
" Melissa, to whom it hadn't occurred thar they mipht W
“dimney, a0d 2
se:lz it szid Jonas, “a good many timex /\"':"Z"v‘,,; ot
man will go through a winter, we W say an n leut of 3

o 100F 5
tes it tight, the same as you of 1 would, sl ! 4

i one, aad he don’s hear any talk about nrt ’"f."'i.
0 the next thing he does is to.build him & I
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.any chimbley, but why should it have? The fire’s outside,
it, same as t'was with the lean-to. And if the man was
he would Jeave it qutside. . .

“But if he’s got a woman, you can make up your mind ¥
that soonet or later she'll want a fire inside. They ilWﬂY‘fh;
begins to come on ‘em with the first fall of snow. They %
alike; you can count it. So wha does she do? She takes 'Ill.m“
a great hole in a wateright roof to ler the smoke out! ]“‘!
paused for a moment. ol

“Well, that'll work pretty good,” he almost conceded; b

there ain't any wind and it's a little small fire—about 8 7
you rmight say, as I got in my pipe.” . Pj

Jonas’s wife, with chilly serenity, stuck to het knitting "
lissa was intereseed but a litele uncecrain; aad Whis, w0l

" 'ess, blinked at the fire.

“A man,” Jonas continued, "can cook on a small firc, a0d

1. "'t any man thinks he’s got to cook every day.” He W%

alking to Whic. "But you take in the wintertime, sbell "'ﬁ

fire inside the bouse 4/l the time—w1nd ot no wind. You_*‘-& '
don't want it only to cook over. No, sir. She’s got 2 potiont

with walls all around her, and a fire to boor, she'd 08

warm, She wants t0 be warm, you see, even in w:nrtl;m

know that ain’t natural, but tha’s how it is with ‘e, 2

ain't now’t you can say to ‘em. They want a big ﬁlc;‘

“Sa she puts the wood to i, Janas continued, "8
she gets warm. I hope she does, anyhow—she sets tﬂo\lsr:m

by it. But she can’t take any comfort in fust bein’ waro! 1

she can breathe. A woman has got to have everything e 9

And the way it is now, she’s got such a big fire cuat, 12 ’1;;‘,‘

the hole in the roof, the smoke in that house’s begua ¢ '! .

up some. It s so thick that the only way she can bm:hz/h;’[

for that marter—is to crawl round on their belly. S0 ® )
she do? You don’t know, and I'll tell you: she goes afl gmﬁ
qwalls and she knocks out the moss—or the mud, or ¥

that he has put in there to make the place tight,

"She gets rid o’ the smoke.
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¢

But the win

e viad hac blows out the smolce, vl blow the cold in,
10d she mosses ;tow and the rain. Prenty soon she finds that
et Then she 5(“: P ’5“‘_“-—umil the smoke gets too much
+{kaomed of 2 mm on it over again. She gets tired of that.
* woman or build a0 once who was given his choice: gotad
ed at the fire, "] wy in a chimbley.” Jonas reached out am
1 "I wontd advise you ro build ina chimbley,” he

Tn glad,” said his wi

’hhn‘;nk it ::(;:1?:):"&' “that you think it was worth i
11 back, "She mi for Whit," Jonas said quickly. He wried
O, yes, e W:u‘lg‘gh‘? t give him his ¢hoce”

s coming, “Wom His wife held up her krutting to se¢ how
etuned round omen, fhe said, “ain't so clever a3 wolves.”
W t0 Whit. "When're you goin to go after your

"Not 61l spri;
"What mﬁg‘;’fx’g‘hﬁcs‘? aow. I ain't got nothun’ 10 feed her.”
W vimer hor for e sadtiont ol of ope now, ' chea Jones
1 could dri e milk or the calf, 'n then 1 the Spting
S o 0 TOuE place.”
“She’ Cﬂm:( pay you for her keep in the winter” |
hever yet see near enough to it, when you figure the dressin’-
oW stuff " a garden wan't plowed from 2 cowyard Was fit 10
e
it youd oughe to hiske of” £ in Jonas,
“A do g A dog's what you'd ought @ have”
A g would be handy.”
‘sh:g"s moge handy, 1 claum, thad 2 cow Way it With 2
ke a,,“‘;“‘besm 1o hold ualess you feed b
rasm-g ifference which ic 1s that you'Te after, BT e
itk end s milk, you got to put the feed 10 7€ fronrend L £
ung ‘3 \v?xk. But you take 2 dog, now © hat's ‘:
2 MZ‘:“ he'll hune all che ‘betcer. A dog,NE AT 8

o ce. He'll do his work first, and thea he 11 eat
...;‘“-_Y(m can’t eat a dog”

hat's only your own dog—20

recavesed, (i

d it's more you



236 LoOK 1O THE MOUNTAIN .

Hell, any Indizn—or a Frenchman, for thar matter—
" rather ear dog meat than cornbread or greens.”

"You can't argue from Indians. Their stomachse ¢
You ever eat any?” .

“Dog meat? I don’t know. Somerimes I've et meat o
dian give me, that I thought would set betcer if chdmzslnbz
gocup from his place, explarned, “I'm awful dry,” and cant}
with two jugs: rum for humself; the other was cider. y

Whit asked him 10 sing, and Jonas sang them "The R y

Meliss2 said he'd done well with i, and asked for e
song. . hies

Jonas had a swallow of rum, thoughr for a mizute—*! ,N
of them waited—and then announced quietly, “The Dea
Fair Martin.”

Whit said he'd never heard it.

* "It's a good song,” sard Melissa,

"Yes,” agreed Jonas, “she’s a good one, alf righL"’I'M.“’Y
Ferses that song has got in it. If I go to leave out any,” be o
Melissa, “you set me righe ”

“All right.” £
- Jonas said, "I can tell you the story, if you want me 19,1
Whit, and then you'll know better about what's goin’ 0%

"I guess I ¢’n follow it.” .

“Sart’n you can It zin't any different from most of ‘emy“’ﬂ;
Allicis, is this Martin—the one in the name of ir—be's ¢ Ygd,
fellow that they go and hang for something they think bem,

, although he didn’t do it. These’s a time along in thertf‘s‘inb\ :
maybe they won't,but they hang him all righc. Well,he's ¢ i

down on the end of the rope and about finished k“:”’y’; . g

this woman shows up that claims be dida’t do ir and 12

the proof of it. She cuts him down, but he’don’t lzst}?”;}(?.ke
more'n 2 couple of verses—no, wait now—thtee, ait

ap ed 1o Melissa, B

P?;'hﬂrce," she agreed 5 5 et I
“Yes, that's sight: three verses. His neck’s all s,Zw' et
seen ‘em myself. Three verses is right I recollect no®:
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i
Jeathe
U w‘[}{‘; "l:;jd}ie an. Well, then she laments for quite a long
Roded. She dca in her lap, and then she goes and gets
“ted b hend o;s iton purpose. The tune's awful pretty.” He
3 g e oughefully, collecting himself. Then be said
Qf;ny[ced:fhﬂlm £ sing it 50 good as | used o when 1 had
fie " He looked up at Melissa. “Maybe you'd better

felissa declined.

jonas i

e mf?;sh:i?:i?:n again, and they all gave him silence.

£ agiin, “The Deatt ut with unseeing eyes, he nnounced

Ksmgir, eath of Fair Martun,” He put hus head back
it w:

"l'hc;s 1?15:0: Szng: there was fio question about 1t.

isga said qu’:i 1, a0d Jonas did, oo He left out a verse but

esand then jc ng, gd his voice only f.:ulcd him two or thre¢
en e ca got better as soon as he'd werted st.

3 ign thas he'd £ the end, he spoke che last half dozen words

They all of e'd finished—and reached for the Jug.

e s Mel them told him that he had done well

besuiully 5;;5 fl\:r; aext She sang “Bully Boy, and she sanlg
ool d ¢ had a nice vm.ce o sing with 1t was gentle

ier 3 , and at the same tume it was clever. Wheo she went

s dnmc, she didn't slide her voice up Of down—the way

e id—until she came to it, she could leave off with one

w:‘,‘d light on another no matter how far ic was in between.

en S proud of her He always was a0y%ay: but he was

en with'pride when he heard her sing.

s ssid when she eushed, "You'se 4 500d SI08EE”

142 Mooe sang—not as well as Melissa, but t6¢ best that she

ud, 20d they were all glad chat she did sI0B She chose an old-

sshioned song, which—as she satd nght afrerwards— want o

n0te ofd-fashioned than what “The Robber' 3%, anghow. "
No one ashed Shit to siag, Jonas sang o0 MO short ones,

nd then Mrs, Moore said it was tie they all wept to bed:

I seen a woman once,” Jonas informed thems ‘close

ars old. Bllen Scone, her name was. She might a beert




238 LOOK TO THE MOUNTAIN

that—Tlater on she got older—bur at the time when ! ..
she wan't far shore of that. Wel, sir, I seen Ellen Stone—*4
Ellse, they called her—sing a hundred and fifty-two soog
tween night and morning, and drink three gallon of rjd:x'ﬂd .
Beaham was thete; he sung exghey-five and got trimmed”
Whit wasn't certain after he got to bed whether he i

‘ they'd asked him to sing, or whether he was glad that they i
He'd feel one way, one minute, and the next minute, th¢
Nobody ever had asked him to sing, . ...

11 NEXT MORNING Jonas wasn't ready 10 £0 Wit
_ fully expected that this might be so, but he had hoped somsh
> get Jonas ready so that they could leave before 000LES

~it hada’t figured on Ida Moore, though She knew exact’y
* . 85 Jonas must do for her before she was willing © Jer
Fet out.

So the morning wore on with one thing asd another—]%
atending to this, and fixing up that, grambling and mud‘;)"g
cause Whit could see him being bossed by a woman, & .
because every one of these things thae Jonas had to do now ™
things that he should have done some time ago Finally, to o
eleven o'clack, he wene off to borrow the auger for Wit
himself to take with them. He said he'd be back before PD’-“,“;

But he didn’t come back. . . . dbﬂ‘é

\Whit, by this time, was more put out than Jonas. He ha g
feeling the pull of hus house he had to gec back there and ‘rtt*
on jt. He could see the walls nsing, and the thought of the 1™
kept coming before hem. o

Melissz, mistakenly, sard she didn’c mind. She was 0% &
glad to have Whit stay ull tomorrow. :

Whit said, well, b minded! .

Jonas showed up at sundown. They heard him}sms"’
mile off . . . and to make everything perfect, he'd forg ;.
auger.

3 antd
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idz}i vaso'
i ﬂmeo:lr:h: “:;:Gsw—ﬁhd 110 more was Melissa. They felc
b, why_iY! oy dfmv: about a change in the weather i
W;ﬂc'slmln ed; that was all there was to it. It wasn't
Jur Whit ve:
Fhe ‘:““s 50 angry thar, without saying a word, he set off
s X
e ick before dark, He wasn't singing and he had the

{;;ﬂ; ::;; ;olped edily, and Mrs, Moore, t00.
o ler Mas Me o\:: sat up by the fire—in silence, of course, 50
Whl:,s.:v;;s drowsy—with her head on his bosorn. . . «
. it chuckled, it wakened her.
The wav;ha: was the matter,
oot unny, now, wan't s?—hum forgetung the augee.”
7e3, she supposed that it was.

Neid .
twas :\::rn}l::: ition nor headache assatled Jonas next morning:
f cider and 1c""0m to eat a stout brealfast 2 quatt measire
s feher beton ab of cold meat were what he had usaally—3s
$pearall ote hitn—and he had them this moroing He got
ere wmgﬂhﬂ‘: and he was ready to start .
onas wm“ some little discussion over taking the dog, in which
it u“_“:t.‘rhey took the dog Jonas brought 1S owi A, A
hed evernity the zuger, They had a chalk line and chalk—tbeY
) ing that they needed 0t told Meussa chae ey
What he be back inside of a fortnught € nothing PrEvErTe
Pt e bad i mind s, heyd be back 1 week
e st00d in the dooryard-—and waved T oo the forest
Wi aveed head, T ack of um Jonss heeled
the old g ahead, Jonas well in back O *
Wi dog, a0d they went a smmart pace- + abe'd
ahin fahty wide limics, hit took the 58 il
- en before. He was tysng © ‘ind the best B9IS 5 ¢
h:s certain be had it, he was going 1@ spot (rze:‘tﬂm ks
5”,"1,\15_155;\ in there, he would want a road © -

me £0uT
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cause it might happen sometime that he couldn't coroe oured
her himself. Or it might happen, too, that he'd want to come
in a hurry, and a road would help then, -
Jonas, of course, could find his way round as well # W
could, or better, Jonas had never been lost; he said so hiz
He'd been puzzled sometimes to find the place he was 10_?“"‘
for, but he'd never been really what you could call "lost o
closest he'd come to it thar he could recall was one tine i
snowstorm when he'd got into a swamp. It had taken hiB®
days and 2 half trying to find his way our, He'd been awful o8
though.
, They got to Whit’s place a little bir after noon. .
Jonas had never seen it before, and he had o take what VB4
said about most of it now. It wasn't the best land there f‘”'
he province—for example, it didn't compare with Fiy¢? !
the Saco. But it was about as good land—Jonas admit™ P
adse of it—as Whit would probably get anywhere rur!
terms he had made And according to Whit, the lot had 855
interval s a man would want to work, anyway. If the rtﬁ: .
was hilly, why, thar wouldn’t marter so much 2s it would b
pethaps if Whit had planned to sell off a piece. &
Whie didn't tell Jonas about the sign he had sees- He e
think it was necessary. op  Jeasl
Whit's lean-to, however, Jonas praised highly. With3 ‘r it
like that, a man could be comforeable winter ot su0
single man, that is—and not have to worry.

Whit showed him the logs. Wl
“They look all right, Whit. You cur only good ones
mortow we'll start on her.” — P""“"

“We could start now. We got three hours’ dayligh
close to it, anyhow.” .

“Iwo l,wury!, more like jr. I d'know as ‘rwould Pﬂzt“:kw&
could go down to this pond that you speak about, }l,m e
round, and maybe get something for supper, though- phat
like in th' mornin’, if we had a nice deer, now, huggﬂlmisH
in front here, we could work prerty good. Not 50 g0
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there e

" w‘u";’; kegto go with it, but T ain’t complainin’. 1 knowed
~You h:dr:':n;m : work with befote I come in here.”

Gy ught to complain, had you?—not after yester-

%{“} on down £ th' pond.”
This 2“‘ time o’ day to go deer hundin’t” Whit said.
Wi s fr e © day ¢ stare buildsn’ a house.”
Bat they Jitdw-u hopeless. They went down to the pond.
o s it o o 5 e e s e e ok
0 be aq, L nin a beech tree, and he didn't lool
mrked_y%,rngn.m exchange for the powder Sull,as Jonas 1g-
He s, NIt Boc € pay any lead for him” ’
e squireel e 0ld dog round the other side of the tree, and when
o ¢l came round to Jonas’s side, all spraddled ouc and
ff:g the bark, Jonas was able to shoor snto the tree trunk.
inge slug big enough to break a deer's foreshoulder—if the
icked u nght, that js—but a very light charge When he
anc‘l‘P the squirrel, its head wasn't on it Whit weat up the
' The, pricked out the lead; it was all in one piece.
@h{"{f the squirrel for supper—what there Wi of it. While
et m‘;"ﬂg it, Whit said he wondered sf the guts of a gray
ared g good bait for & trap, if you roteed ‘em sight, as
ays ““l"'mls did Jonas admutred that he didn't knows he'd al-
Nl b‘“d red squicrel Whit said that be had They tatked it alt
Jona ut they couldn't sertle ye It was 2 question of smell, 50
Joas concluded, ... and smell s a thing 2 30 don't know
much abou, ATl he can do is try thus, thac, and the othe and
A see what happens.”
- ell, we can't try st with this one, because the &
We couldn't anyhows 1s wo laee in the ye2r, You
oy em when it ain't to0 cotd weather. If you don't they.
1;". Thury my gues about the first of September- Thuryat
y the first of October, they'se jusc about pricoe:
"And they'll keep all winter.” .
“Yes, sir, they will. They're a wonderful thifk: -
Whit yawned and stretched himself. He fixer
& a4

e

og's et ‘em.”
got 1©

won't
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he and Jonas stepped out and took 2 look ar the weather T
. they came back in the lean-to and lay down and slept.
The cold the next morning lay heavy about them, It was oo
than a threat of the coming of winter. It was the very thud ofét
footsteps of winter at hand. Near at hand, too—oot &%)
farther away than the other side of the mountain. Bulds!
house seemed the natural thing for 2 man to be doing It
50 10 _borh of them. And by the looks of the slzy, by the el o
the air, and by the urge that was in them when they hes
wind blowing, they both of them knew that they hadu' e
time. To Whit, it gave added excitement to a work that ol
was exciting enough. He was not only building—he w2 bl
ving 2 house for Melissa. Add to that now this great neataes?
. wer ... winter rolling upon them, coming down off the MRS
}4 . .and Whit and Jonas outwitcing it night under its 00¥~;
uell, it made the whole business as exciting as hunting. Hespi®
in a voice extra gentle and low; he saw riny things cleatlyy
tried to move carefully. He had strength without limit.
Jonas worked fast. He could doverai! as presily using ool
ax 23 Whit could have done with a maul and a chiseL He
known for it, ,!'
Stopping 2 moment to put the stone ro his %, Jous$ &
cheetfully, “Time we ger chis finished, there won't be 2 bear 8.
the mountain will be any more saug for the winter 2 )’"“ﬁk :
Whit grunted, “Not many’—he was working the 8585 _{
‘The soft slapping and hissing of Jonas's stone 1an along "‘,I:
the words. “You take it with bears, though,” Jonas Ob“"',d' :
never heard of a he-one and she-one denning up for th¢ ®
in the same den together. You ever hear of it?” N
“Na,” said Whit, "T don’t think s0.” ity
“Neither did 1" He went back to his dovetailiog: Five ’: e
utes later—after nothing bur work sounds——there W35 J‘;! q'i
voice again. “Nor I aeves heard of a bear den with 3 chif? ‘
“ Whit snorted and grianed.
» Whic was doing the hewing.

%
k
d

Theusting and cwistiog, ™
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e a2 hy i .
h;e ;g;z"hlfhe pod auger in the end of a log, set the log
E“h side _lf‘h;:hh%fslc, and snap a chalk line to go by, two
; . e'd hew to the line.
x,f}:ﬁ‘;‘::"n{néud t0 wait much on the other.
Smoothix: iguted to lay any floor, so the first tier of logs—
" nor l:s§ ? place for them—they set right on the ground.
25 worked otever, but they weren't going to have to. If
hmill near by°.“‘ here as they had other places, ther€'d be a
s buile in two or three years, and then he'd have a house
| the walls, out of boards—boards for the floor and the roof
Bur . :
he ; ndt hc,‘“’amlmc, he'd have a good log house. He'd have it
e od he'd have a chimney.
n;iz;wked all day long, There was no question of going off

D .

Z;f ::;‘i;y’ in facr, Jonas hung to it When they had the
s discoyere ridgepole and rafters had all been put in place,
S0rTow ;:' eted that he'd worked for five days He sad that
Whi he was going to go hunting.
prsid, go ahead.

11:: flon t need rwo men to work on a roof,” Jonas explained,
;-:;3;:‘;_-‘1’“" someone to dance on che ndgepole, fike this
Well, you ¢ty ie, T pick you up if you Jand on your head”
"YD‘ Td ruther go hunun’”

o go shead, Jonas. You don't nd 1f 1 seay hee 'n work

¢ roof?” N
"Youknow how to lay 12"
ety good—yes.

o wassertled. Jonas—ehey had finsshed thet
 Heary Cotton—he’s dead and gone now—used to dapctlﬂﬂ

¢ ridgepole when I was a boy They got awful big barps in ¢ m;

£ 5" country. He didn’t mind He'd get half foll of fum, a0

 he'd go like a cat, "n right out o0 ehat ridgepole the $ame

sirrel. N he'd fig up and down, n cut all Eindsof e,

74 boller wp behin, ™ then somerimes he'd et

T mppﬂ-—!nid;
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his arms round to look ke he was falli’, ‘n all th' »¢
squawk. I scen differeit ones since then, but he was thebet
“I seen two or three.” :
* “They claim if you're born that way, it comes easy 1%
“Well, I know I wan’t.” ;
“Nor I wan't. 'N I ain’t sure that he was, He never gt x‘,'m
it~~he died of a sickness—but when they'd holler up auki,
never answered "Way I look at it, he didn't hear them. H‘]
see them. He didn't see nothin’ anly that ridgepole right™”
his feet. That's why he could do it.” -
“Why did he do 1t” What was hus reason?” |
"Why, when he'd come down, they'd make a Jot of bun
was just the same that way as anyone else.” '
“Oh”

N

as ot 0%

“Oh, often as not, I suppose,” Jonas went on, 5033 8017
d give b

100 pointed, “the man owned the batn woult
<t .

g “That wonld've made a lot better reason than the o€t e
was.” )
“A better one, maybe, but not near as strong 4 0n¢: W‘i
dead 'n gone now. He can't jig on no ridgepoles, whatew
reason.” . «

“He ain’t never come back?” Whic inquircd.

"Not that I ever heard of

“Sounds to me like the kind would be likely t0, m:)::j 3

“Yes, you'd think so, now, wouldn’t you?" Jonas 867 '
1 never heard tell of 1t ™ Ly ol

“Time'd be likeliest, I should think,” Whit said, “ﬁ"v,;.
after a risin’, with a lot of ‘em drunk, 'n comin’ o1 da e
think somebody’d sec him up there on the ridgepole/ ‘
round like he'd used to—prob'ly better.”

“Ayub, it does scem so. Maybe they figured on that, l“‘m‘
him extry deep when they buried him.”

“That don’t always work.”

»
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.
fNO. itdon'e”
#0r 2nother time they might see him, would be like after 2
12, a0d & man wag goin’ home alone maybe, he'd turn rpund
bt h'd be likely to see him, up there on the ridge-
E‘ itbe looked toward the west and there was light in the sky.
ol g, was he2”

 don't remember. § couldn't say. ‘N I never heard of nobody
i :?fe alone from a risin’. Not if they could help it. I

't did”

‘Vhi()said. "Whereabouts did you figure you might hunt to-
Tow?"

<y talked about that until they went to sleep.

ift was glad to be working alone the next day He wasat
©f Jonas, but he liked being alone. . &id
Huae was the best time of year to get bark in, but s“}lhhfm;e
%7 well. He had the roof more than half covu"'dkwéxw Jonas
?Sﬁxtd in place, when he heard Jonas holler. He kn embered
fdmm from the sound of his voice Whit then “ms hadn’t.
:‘ l:{C hadn't eaten since breakfast. He hoped Jona

7 d have 2 feed now. He'd
Jonss bhad forty pounds of meat over bis shou:,isssila to
ssed out a deer, It was a good one, he said burhc mouneain
9% for it: four hours eracking clear up o° O sking, and
efore he'd ot a shot thart he thought was WOt but he hada't
0 two miles more He'd broken the shoulder},ecmsc, so he
9% it up really as much as he should hav;f ¢ had sounded
9ught, his wadding hadn’t been tight enoug

't way. The second shot was 2 goo'd onef N A doe,
it examined the mear “That's awil -
't e weigh

Y . hundre
e, and right up in shape. There's @ half 2
e 1ell you-

A

“Easy;” Whit said, "You done well, [ 2%

"Yes, she's a good one. You got 2 &
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“Fite’s all ready.” L '
“But I want to tell you, boy, you got more wolves it B,

* th’ country than there is flies in a stable.”

“This deet ain’t been run any.”
“You wait ull winter!”

"You see any, did you?”

“You don’t have 1o see ‘em.”

"I ain’t heard any for four or five nights.” ;
“They're around all the same ” |
“well . . <
Jonas assured him, “I won't say nothin’ t" your womi =,

]
i

e e

an &

it, 'n I d’ koow as you'd berrer.” ]
“She ain't scairt of 2 wolf.”
“She might be of twenty "
. "You don't know there 15 twenty.” i
yJonas swore. “Twenty! I bet you right now that if you
lough men to make a drive of it, say two hundred met S0
£ood man for a captain, and you had any Juck, you d k‘“,'
dred. You'd get anyway fifty. I bet you'd geta ‘hundred”
“When there’s two hundred men in this town Tl send 7%
You c'n be captain.”
“I'll come, if you do. You ¢'n be the lefte:
the roof. “You ain’t set around much.”
T got some of it done ”
“You doae betrer thaa half of it.”
“Thete'’s some ways 10 go yet.”
. Jonas went to inspect it. It was good wor
Whit, “She lacks good to me, Whit Whyn't you &
rigged 10 cook, 'n then while it's cookin’, you come
we ¢'n finish this row.”
Whit said, “All rghe.” r
Jonas lustéd anozfer day, duting which they 50t '!'ilr:;:'ﬁ
ished, and then taking most of the deer meat, and “j‘ "
i onas went home, r
h }\lgh‘:: :Ls,;l{ his sled and wene down 10 the brw: 4;‘;: ;N;
They were more plenciful than the spruce rrtfs 4 .

nant.” Jonas oot

k. He called &
et that £
over et

<
PR Y
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Lﬂmaayu’”“‘ins a pile of them—prying them out of the
ug the banks of the brook. What he wanted was flac ones.
:dj‘d the same thing the next day. That provided a pile
L € size of tao haycocks. It looked Iike enough—so be
e f“’I’I"crpw he could go after clay.
% ‘: lowing day, he made the cut in the wall. The topmost
of ‘;W“" he left as it was to keep the house tied together.
the next one below i, he cut a section the length of bis
andle—tsenty-six jnches; he used a handte longer than
;Pl?s.ahmd{b’ndlh besides. At that pone the chimney,
hml; ';f tapering, would pass to the outside of the wall of
b ;nkfﬂm here down 1o the sill, he kept widening the
a]g‘ ing ouc sectians that were longer and longer. He
e 10 g0 by. Tt became easter to work the farcher down he
g{;s;ed’ because now he had room for the play of his ax. It
e fm been _casiet yet if they'd cut the logs first—0 Jeave
¢ b the chimney—before laying the wall up But that
b o slowed them beyond Jonas's pauence ‘And Whit
;e the chimney sras his business amyhow When 1 came
i O%0 10 it, he didn’t want any help From the begsantng,
#d  hankering 1o do the chimney himself
mecn he'd cut out the opening down to the sill, he puc? notch
N sl four fingers deep and to the length of two 2% handles;
A;vould admut the full width of rhe hearth
Sl b s dong.
“Ween supper and sleep, he thought of what be was 3
‘ dune ]‘“"I‘?VPcmuch aboulz wm'kmggthh scone and with dag:
nd,“"w that that was the pext thing that he'd got © do,m
4t approach it any too eagesly. There were & good may
testions that ho shauid have asked Jonas Tt might b€ B
ree e some of the an:
10 go out thete tomorrow and find O be more
15 before he made the mistakes These waS BOME 05y
Nh’b“ﬁncss—now e he Jooked ac 1t closely—herJ
2the stones up and plugging with clay T
Na sooner hs'd sumg chiosmg scones for lthfl hf]”;é e
¢ saw he'd already done one stuprd thing’ he had PHES

et .
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stones. If he had just dropped them spread out over zbeg"ﬁ}
it would have been an awful lot easier to find the ones %
wanted. So he set 1o it and flung the pile alf apart. 1_5“‘“!
tutbed him to have been such a lunkhead, It made hin t3
about the rest of the work,
He got the hearth laid, flush with the top of the sill lﬂ’
without some excitement, started in on the walls
It didn't take long to discover that he was going ©0 2
much as 1 bushel of small bizs of stones to wedge in tnde
big ones to make the big ones set steady. He went o goe
lietle stones untsl 1e was dark, getung them out of ¢ J
brook. The excitement he'd felt upon starung the wallss
disappeared. . h}"
The next day, however, he got along pretty well He d“
. s up two feet and a half, and they were sofid and st
wuld stand off and fook on what he had done.
He ate his supper slowly and thoughtfully. “Ia.
work,” he said to himself, “there are all kinds of thig
come up to block ie.” i
He made up the fire, and then he Jay down t0 sleep o
high sound of the wind is what it makes in the spruces, thfn "
.down sound is when 1t blows through a pine ues. d!’ b
hear the two of them, both together at once, it 009 7"
good, Like it does now ™ 5 :
He fell asleep then .. and Melissa was with bim: 3
e 1]

“fa this ko
5 chat %

Cautiously, but with confidence, he went at his work o
morning. “If I make a mistake, I'll have to start D‘Wvl-u o g
parc of this chimbley will rest on the bottom part; 1

bottom part wrong, and your whole chimbley's ‘{On: ::n 5

“And another thing 15 you got to be awful nice ® r‘
workin' with stone. You can't feave any play. Everyf“;“' !
in has got to fit snug and solid. You leave any ;:Z‘s sons 4.

it, and the whole thingll come down on e
;r’oncs, laying them this way and that %27, end for end
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iming them over, he went ahead ;lawly. It was solid and

had now within him sufficient resolve so that there was
b“ﬂ.hls mind but what it would stand against anything.
be et it. He et it stand against hunger—not taking the
0 80 afier mest—and he let it stand against weasiness:
there was light, he scarcely stopped for a second. When he
3t night, he could touch the edge of sieep only—and
ﬂm'v.ould go from him before it was morming. While he
ki“I»“ﬂ'g, he would dream he was working.
e kepe it up this way for three or four days, or it may have
%e~he wasn't quite cerrain. All day and all might, he
thlldnmncy in front of his eyes, and he had the feel of Fhe
on the flat of hus fingers. It was getung up preity high
P on the 1oof, he wotked mote than ever lke a man ina
2. He had the chimney pretry near finished. He hadn't eaten
4y and 2 half, but that dida’t matter Because an odd thing
Ppened: he didn't need to eat any more. . .
e put the last scone 1n place, and he knew he had finished it
heknew what to do next. He must get down off the soof
outo the pround. He lay down on s belly, and shid dowa 59
"tdge, hung hus legs over, and dropped off to the ground. =2
od weakly and heavily, staggered backwards a SIP B¢ }‘1“’, 3
tebard, wampled snow among the stones and the roc! Sb Ek‘
;Eng about, and his heel catching a rock, he fell over bac
B

His head struck on rock, and he lay chere—loose-jounted;
“Onscious.
+d told

Jonas had lefe home before daylight that m?rnlng“};‘:": cotd
omen that he was going off hunting—he d bca! Ceing
% most Hikely His wife had inquired what he ‘;'t et
tt, and Jonas had said, "I &' know, ‘da: .1 }l;“n She
buhdia . . She didn’t have to catch his €76 T8 05
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where he was going. Whit was overdue now; it wasup o
to look for him. |

After Jonas had gone, Melissa said to her, "He's gooe 095
anythin’s happeaed to Whi, ain’t he?” 3
. “Yes,” Mrs. Moore answered.

Jonas had come within a mile of Whir's place whea, wirt
the dog, he knew that Whit—or at any rate someon 0%
dog knew and liked—must be just up ahead. Major gﬂd
his ears, stood pecfectly still, and then wagging his tafl 5¢¥
to meet them.
. Jonas followed and listened-—bur he didn's hear anjon
10 the dog. As he came round a shoulder, he saw Whit ‘“:,“d
™ toward him—no gun, 10 nothing, just walking slowly &
. _dog walking beside him looking up at him. "
gjﬁ Jonas slowed down, and then he stood there and Wit
Whit came atmost up to bm before Jonzs spoke.

Whie” ‘
. That stopped him.
“How yon been, Whit?” "
" There was no sign 1n Whit's face that he'd ever se¢f ]Dlﬁk
“Where's M'hssa?" Wit asked, his voice dul! wift 10%
it k
“She's out 1o my place’—but Jonas stll conlda't el ¥
Whit knew hum or not. o
There were only two things thar could make mm‘ur .
way Whit was one was a crack on the head, and dhe D]tnﬂ o
being just drunk enough Whit must have gor 2 crach
" head.
“Where's your gun, Whit?” - £n:’s‘1‘d
Whit didn’t answer. He said in the same voic®,
chimbley.”
“Well, that's goor;)," said Jonas.
“Where's M'lissa?” . g
“She’s out £’ my place,” Jonas sepeared. d\;ou :s :;1 !:g'm o
iz soon as we get there. J'oms»spoke loudly, 25




THE RIVER . a5t

man. Bur it didn' ;
d the Chimn:y,m help any—Whit said again that he'd
B2s "
b‘p‘;}:n':dlﬂ:«;salndy; Tt daman near finished you, Whit.
blood aall og }l,?;' bA rock fell on your head?"—thete
b smell and the look ut he Jooked awful poorly, and there
itsned o eakook of hunger about him.
ordered T peak—but Jonas forestalled him. "Come on,”
b g o ke you o Melissa” "
E‘ﬂ'ﬂg—md turned around inside fifty yards—Whit not
fhit b he led him back to Whit's pl
o bad sropped ralking place
ide't quite want to -
log thar chig:l:e ;;ant 10 take him into the house because
me:f agsin. ¥ 50 on his mind, if he was to see it, it might
tead, he gui o
hand g;d;fl Whit into the lean-to—told Whit t lie
on Whics he“:l‘ © do s0. 1t was then that he felt the great
foalthou, h} . "We'll lay here for topight,” Jonas said
ten i thB: it was plain Whit didn't know where he was,
%1 God” he morning, we c'n go on to Melissa.—"And I
Wit oy " said to himself, “that I don't have to haul you.”
b et quiely and Jonas kindled s fre Whic's fire
lzed md““‘ 't look to have had aay wood on 1t, SO Jonas
tand th y, since day before yesterday. He set some watet
ece of sal rew in a handful of the corn he had with hum atk
cte n t pork. There wasn't a mouthful of food of Whit's
b df!“nd- Jonas was puzzded Whit's gun was it shape,
aves lmplgwdcr and lead Jonas stepped across the house
athad hap ;:::T for some sign or other that would tell him
N o::}:“ﬁkﬂ' Jonas was better than avesag!
backe CE se hadn't any more than come L0 a
e of f°w‘hle house—Jonas was bending over
ot hit’ S"h:\us on it. “Didn't strike & quitt
o0 ;}‘“’:‘ sce” Jonas told mmself carefully- An
ey Just as well, I guess, probly.”
Telha said, squarting down 30 T

e The watet he'd
both pefore—ont
a stone that lm‘.
e farr, his b
d hc‘addc(:‘

frat he could
£
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“here’s whete he come by that bump on the heid, and
him out of his senses. Bue that don't account for B8
hungry, because this happened this mornin’ Them bt
pieces™—he nodded toward them—"that’s set up o edge
be tried 1o stand up, they're fresh 'n sharp as can b=
bad no sun on 'em since they was turned up—"he glance
shadow cast by the house—"but they're goin’ ¢ g {12
half an hour. It could have happened at night from th¢ ¥
snow is, but sf he'd come out here at night he'd have had
thing with him, hke a stick or his gun, because he'd heafd'e
Yhin' stirrin’. He fell down empty-handed, or else wi2t }’,1
with him would be layin’ here yer 1 should think it WO=5
how, No, sir, this happened this morning. ¥
“He didn’t lay here long, esther. he sin't melted the s
vwas under him any.
;?l “Well, if it happened this mornify, W]
From the smell of his breath and the I
ain't et a morsel since day before yesterday, Wh
‘There was no answer. [l
“Well, he’s hungry, 't any rate, so I guess ] better £0°° o
The thin, greasy liquor seemed to be just what Whit

He sucked it 1n greedily. Jonas dudn't let him have lﬂ“‘}‘"
g on 10

kY

hy in helfsbe sobe
ooks of his 105
y wis

then made him lie down again. "You hang 0n & ‘:;"I ,ﬂ
¢'n have some more later. Your summick’sall shx'“'!’ v p
got to let it soak for a while and kind of unfurl eself 20
try to fill it. You kaow that 's well as 1do, Don'tyo?” -
Whit lay quiet. . ,»di
“Sare'n you do,” Jonas assured him—and weat 0,

e roof. Thet “"’,ﬂ

'

him.

He found where Whit had been up 01t th
this morning. ’

Jonas did some more figuring. “If he was up m: ﬁ:;;'m
went up there to work. If he was up to workie o e ¥
was up to takin his gua ' Jookin’ for wm“hmmu:hv"
didn’t he do it? His food must have run ot ‘;ou]dl .
diys ago, because after that he ear up what he sho
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Jimif be'd went off to hunt or if he'd set out for my place.
feebe dudn't do neither one of them things. He just stayed
b e, Well, ks sce if he did— When did it snow?
fays ago, wan't i2” He walked 2 small circle round the
42d the lean-to, There wasn't 2 footprint crossing it any-
F-except where Whit had come out today, and Whit and
ttad come back again, ‘

s came back o the lean-to, shaking his head. He fed
i5iin, and then went back to the chimney. He stood
fed up against i, leanung his weighe on it through his out-
od right arm, and looking dows 2t the ground. "He's
kd on this steady for the last four days anyhow——from the
3510w is trampled—and probly longer. Al of that time,
I gerin’ mote ' more hungry, but he wouldn't give over
i 2d g0 off 'n try 1o get nothuy’, 1 don't understand it.
56t got 2 nice chimbley.” He turned to inspect it. “Yes, an
oice chimbley, He done better work, hungry, than most
haj’e, fed. 1 hope when she sees 1t she'll have sense enough
Bim she Iikes 1—if she ever does see it. If bis head is
FUP - But I think it ain’t, prob'ly. There ain'c any blood
Sars or his eyes; ghere wan't any blood round his nose, fof
imatter. No, sir, if she don't tell ham to hus face that this
Birbley nghe here 15 the god-damnedest chimbley she
“ein ber life—then her head's worse 'n his 15—" be turned
¢ dog~""n 1 don’s thunk 1t is”

" 01 In the evening, Whit seemed to sleep evenly, and
f decided he would sleep some huself. If Whit were sight
s head when he wakened next morning, Whit would want
et going. “Long as he amn't got his senses, he'll do ﬂ\l\t

ible thing—which 15 lay quiet and rest” Jonas sat bY“‘ e

>+ "Hes a rugged young feller—'n I guess all hu‘hfe €
‘@l more of less hungey fot one thing and another. .
ssa?* he says £ me. "Where is Missa?” He had to fi |
frished ¢ chumbley Where is Mlissa?’ God, it *:ad

t ido k er?—'s
i bad v;\;’:d;g:c he come out 'n see h "
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round here ¢ finish t” chimbley. She hadn't said o bime Tied
bley or nothin’’ Nor he hadn't promised her, He sinte*
- 10 say what he will do~—nor till after he's done it. Hen
his mind, 'n then he goes 'n does it, ’n then he says—2 e
he says, "Well, I done jt, I guess'—'n then he don’t eiet
drunk. I couldn't Itve that way! X
“I say to Ida, ‘I promuse you, this time, that Il gt
Then 1f I come home with a mushrat, she ain't distppoin
knows I done what I could for her: I fried for a bat.

"What he should have done was to have said all along®
‘Now, you take it easy I don't mind tellin’ you that whed
round ro it, I'm goin' ¢ build you one hell of a chimb%? 1
he could have gone at it in 2 sensible way. Why, he ¥

, have bad to have started it maybe unul along in the sprtk
i Jonas concluded that he would turn in. He put Some *
“he fire, and then went and bent over Whit—who e
£sleeping heavily. “He smells better to me 'n what he di®
—'nTdon’e smell any fever.” He touched the back of i b
Whit's forehead. "No, I think he’s all right.” !

And Jonas prepared to lie down himself. He checked !
suddenly—and went over and put his own blanker m.“}
;Thm now, I almost fotgot—that was what I broughtthe* i

or. ‘

Then he lay down a little nearer the fire, aad he called “hff
to him. "Here, you, Major, lay down. No—right heee- \N“
down. ‘That's right. Now stay quier. You'll do m‘_"g‘”d
blaket would magbe—if you c'n only stay quict. !

He sank quickly toward sleep "Idall be ‘“f“l £ #
thought to himself, “sf I ¢'n bring him out there in §
tomosrow, 1 didn’t dare promise her—I didn'e date *
but she knew all the same what it was 1d come after” i

.. and a halfminute later, "You know, he has 807275
nice chimbley.” And Jonas sertled fn sleep. -

~rhe Pain?r’l his head was che firsc ching Whit %25 ’n‘;”' ¢
flowed forward in waves from the back of his hfu' N

e
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nside 9[ bis forehead. He knew what had hit him. Falling,
the painless white fash as his head struck the rock, were
kot and clear 1o him. He knew now thac he'd been knocked
or, ke supposed, a second of two. .
B ¢ opened his eyesagainst darkness, but expected that to clear
hmcm:nr—and then he saw the light of the fire on the back
e lean-to, While he was tying to figure that out, a great
hung roar flled everything near him. :
elpless and ternfied, Whic lay perfectly sull. His head now
dearing He recogaized facts as fast as he could: he was
Ecﬂ bis sidefacing the back of the lean-to; it was in the
10w, the fise was going; he was under a blanket—and then
ezt sound that was neat him broke and rumbled and fell to
Juspering He snddenly knew it—he'd heard ic often enough
¥is Jonas's snoring. Whit sniffed to make certain—yes,
%3 Jonas's blanker,
;‘f‘ Bt go of himself, he could't hang on any Jonger. e
led and shaok, his face shaped itself in 2 grin of relief, and
s half ceying, roo.
0038 started in a new cycle—finished jt—and began oo
e,
Whit begen taking stock of things ‘This pain 10 his head was
il thing surely, bt here, somehow, was Jonas, 80 be.
fect the two of them they'd be able to take care of whatever xs
b5 that bad happened. Jonas's being asleep meant that hiog
Il[dn’l be too bad. d the
Whit ot 2 hand ous from undex the blanket and locyan; it
mp on the back of his head . . - She was 2 £00d 00€L 7
hlower dow and she'd have stove tn his head PrOPERT
Wel, hece was some good huck to batance thie bAATACE o0
e him fee) beceer, Tt aneant thas he wasa't marked (003
bl of bad luck, I¢ mighs even be he was n for 070 Blg
ectuse whatever it was that was brngiog M E0G 7
een Hight on the job when he needed it mOST: s
s head from being stove in, and then right ©
e
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had brought Jonas in to him. Two things like that didnthy
. - right in a row withour something was causing them. Whit
comforted. . .
The pain made his eyelids close, and it had started the 5""3
his hands. But the rest of him was cold. He discovered no¥
two blankets—one of them his own, the other one Jomsi,’
he was cold. . .
1f he had Jonas's blanket, Jonas didn’t have any. ‘S
Whit didn't like that. It made it appear that he wes as
man, He wasn't sick—all be had was headache. He fef Lhea!
man—he fels sick enough so that he dida't dare 10 givein flj
He felt so sick that if he didn’t do something to preted 1—"”5
wasn't sick, why, this pain 1n his head would get the bt
Then where would he be?
"~ He'd got to do something
X He knew what he'd do- he'd eake chis extza blaoket 4

?
?;é;un Jonas. If he could do that, he'd have shown this pat! b:

*head which was the better, himself or the pain. He'd hmﬂm
then, and he’d nor have to worry about 1t, because 000 7
it would go away from him. ;b

He raised his head up, hung on for 2 moment -« Baet
couldn’t make 1t. He sertled back, and the pain surged !hx%
him fiercely. It was the worst that he'd ever known. k“’f"
having the toothache in the whole of his head: He had 88
of the blanker squeezed sight 10 his band. h

Pretty soon it let up some. L onde

“Whit said to himself, "Well, if that’s the worst jrcan &6
think I can make it.” ek

He gathered himself—and tried again. This mf\; mﬁé
going He got Jonas's blanket off him to begin F’“r&:o"”’
tolled free of his own. Then he got ‘himself up on his© Ty
knees, hung there 3 moment-—and had 10 fall biC"h‘i‘ e b
he'd made a star, and thar was big in bis mind W ‘u o
these . . . and in a minute or two, he was able to 5:; “I: 1;""

Crawling along, dragging the bl«gk/'; he got ‘(’,V ‘e v

The dog was awake and thumped h¥%e% adf. 55 -
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Bite ang norice. His stomach was wusning over and avet
fehin. He dragged the blanker up over Jonas and started

1 bis place,

e made it, and lay face down by the fire alongside his ownt
Eet Hisbreath was coming unevenly in little short jerks and
et quite know what was going to happen next o him. But
Em that be'd made ir, Whatever happened, he had that

eeath him. He'd proved he wasa'e sick.

t this headache was worse than he'd ever dreamed of. It
Jback and forth from his head to his feet, and it worked
bim eserywhere in becween, too If it didn't get better by

g, be would have trouble walking.

' got his blanket around him, and close to the fire he tay
and waited, '
2 pain stacked up a good deal, and also he got used to it
¢ made 1o effort 1o think, and his brain fAapped around
it touched on Melissa, and some things back 1 Ketde-
a0d he semembered his chimney~—and none of these things
td of any importance He was breathing steadier nOW-

e slipped into slecp . .. i

et he wakened next motning he had on both the blan! e(:;
Dn:\: was tending the fire. He had about four nmes a3 muc]
2 he generally would

it watched ¥\lm swhile without saying anythig, a0d :;3
0 Jonas had hus back rurned, Wht sat up. His head throd e

ey had, bus il nothing to speak of compared (o last BB

Pushed off the blanket and gox to his feet It srcrned :‘ et

 moment that he was a long way from the groun b oo e

t50steady as he mght have been What bis SOmEch FLE,
id::as anyone's guess He was on hus feet, thoug]

i a5 U
t Jonas locked up “Welll” he said, " 'bout time Jﬁ,‘? ;s ¥
» Whit grinned—and commented, “That's ahr; a i Be,
t "Roast 'n ox,” Jonas said, and ruzned 10 ¢ e B
tlieved and delighted that he could have shou i
of the Bl arbes ko d e rencsused him. Whitcouia i, «
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while still out of his head. “Ser down n tzke comfon,”
somethin’ ¢ ear. You ain'e eat no more'n was good for jtf
last two-three days, have you?” T

“Maybe not—I d'know.” -

“Well, then, you better begin. Set down, dama it, wif 14

Whit sat down—carefully. He felc kind of squesttish bt
food smelled good in spite of that. He guessed he could el
“How'd you leave the women?” .

“Good,” Jonas said, “both of 'em ” He had johnuycz!ﬁclﬂ
and some smoked moose meat he'd hroughe along wik™
Fresh meat would have been better. He started Whit o2
johanycake .

The food tasted good to What, and ir seemed 0 SC}YU ¢
stomach. He ate almost half of what he would otdu‘mn‘y,
then he had to quit. He just couldn't seem to hold bis kst
any longer. .
; Both he and Jonas had eaten in silence. . “
¢ "You go and lay down again,” Jonas commanded. Yo
che good of thac food pretey soon, and chen you'll ferl |

“I feel better now.” ki

“Maybe you do, but it ain’t the food done it. You lh“’( ]m
bur it ain't. It takes some liecle tume ¢ gee the good ouret "
1f you was to vomit that now I could show you: it v!culdm
any different from what it did when you swallered ir. 1525
happen. That's how I know.” [ |

Whit lay down in the lean-to, It seemed to him 00500
good to lie down. He would lse here awhile an
started. "When'd you get here?” he asked.

“Yesterday noontime.”

“T guess I was out of my head.”

“You seemed like it, yes.”

*1 fell on a rock.”

*That's what I figured.”

“Where was [7—layin’ there?”

“Yes," Jonas said. .

“Good thing you come, I guess.
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,bhs youd 2 come to, prob'ly—sooner or later.”

Blarbe—but not under tw o blanhets nok close to a fire.”

IDid you pur tha blanket on me?” Jonas inquited. "I hoped
dog done it T Gigured if you done it, you must a still a been
Aot your head. He's an awful good dog.” He fossed 2 picce of
. Thedog caughe it with a snap and swallowed it whole.
Jicncard) Whit said.

[You could” Jonas answered without rurning round, ':if we
#8t3gecoach run from here out to my place. You ain't go0
r}:ll:‘ though—~not today, 1 c'n tell you. Tomorrow, you
i .

1feel prerey good '
i s Jonas; “you Iook good. Jeems Chis’, Whi, be
kel
1¢a make jcal) right” N
Ou2in’t po'n’ ¢ try. You're go'n ¢ stay tight whete you i
the rest of today, 'n tomorrow we'll see. You could searty
. Hell, anybody ¢'n start, You might get there, (oo—d—n
¥ 10 ag you. And what do you figure my woman wouls jay
e for letein’ you starr?—or yourn ether, for that matter:
i I'd be out there some time before this”
o should o thought o that a week ago, Whit- Lot
e was  silence—while Jonas thought maybe he s!
F¢2id thar, He heard a noise and looked rou.fm} S
e di[ was standing in front of the tean-to “Tm set
sad,
Jonms st00d up—and then turned to the fire He ki
. “All nght” he said, “T'm comun with YO

ked i

12 i 4 sac up lacer DAL
MOORE and Melissa had s: e lictle
a0 there was any occasion for. Mirs. Moore :‘1 ﬂmin s st0c]
UPby the fire, and Melissa, actoss from her,:; s
ing. It was Mrs. Moore’s wool, and it ;’vowmk it
ing. Melissa, as guest, was doiog the -
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The wheel stopped for a moment . . . and the soucd of
wind was loud in the chimney. . -
1da Moore remarked briskly, “I'm goin’ ¢ bed. My s
s0 good as they used ¢’ be, really. I'd oughe ' spinio the'dﬂi“!
* But you don'c get enough daytime this time of year € £1
thing done in. You'd better come ¢’ bed, too. They wost bels
tonight.” L
“No, I guess they won't, now. It's been dark for five £
Whit can travel at night, but I hope he ain't, in 2 %27
you think?—I shouldn’t wonder they'd be here tomoro
went on with her knutting X |
“Maybe,” Ida Moore said She was putting the wheet S‘;
“But I wouldn't figure on Jonas. If he was on his ¥3/ bome y
he come on a moose track between Beede’s and here, hed®
_ off 1o follow it and not come back for a week, He done '1““”,
“Truly. He didn'c get the moose, eicher.” There was 12 £
;';s, but that didn’t matter H
. The girl tried 10 laugh as well as she could 1 g1 ©,
the same way. Oh, I ain’t worried at all—not RO%, I "":d !
how. If there'd a been anything wrong when your ‘ush! o
in there, he'd a come back right away.” There was 80 5
this either.
“That's right,” Ida Moore said.
“Prob'ly what they have done,” Melissa ¢
hunting together.”
“I shouldn’t wonder.” She stood over Melissaand &
at her work. “You turn 2 nice heel.” ..
“I never done much. One set of hosenll fast 4 K g
woman a good many years. I never had any until !B‘“ 3: 8

dti fall T alwags went barefoot. Ot
From mudtime to snowfall I alway: b rahare

ontinued, "8 gor
ooked 87
o

moccasins. I I'd gone more to church, I 3 ’
William Canldwell, the cordwainer, said ne'd mzkz ;‘;H '
once, if Pa'd find the leather. Whit can tan jeather nﬂwn,l p

moccasin, But he can't make 2 boot. Siill, 1 gufSSAl

any, not for chusch, for a while yet.”



THE' RIVER 36t

Yo, gess you wonr, probly.”

Jﬂu‘bm is nice wool ,

25 Gilmanton wool. We ain't gat any sheep, yet—or

iwe ain't, rather. I ain'c sure’that Jonas ‘d make much

fhepherd”

Fhy is thar?” said Melissa.

y 't thete sheep here to Sandwich? Not enough pas:

Lgues, s the main reason, I couldn’ say ” She could have .

“d ®anted to: wolves were the reason.

$ tice wool to wark with.”

1.come on to bed, child.”

Lt me finish ehis heel”

¥, y0u come on o bed.” She lard her rough hand on Me-

fait bead, “They won's corme any sooner for your setrio’ up

m‘lr “Time you been matried as long as 1 have, yow'll have give
aitin’”

el wound up the ball, *I done enough wasun’ before 1

:-mi“i 0’5 I'd ought ¢ be used to 1t She laid the scocking

5 I'gutss.l ain't awful patient.”

; 5‘: r:r pznebl;t enough,” Ida Mm'; sax hat you're

Touble with you is, you know that

rlbar | always do abcur)i(;na‘s ghcn he don t come back 15 827,
2t the old foolt” and 20 on with my work. He always turns

‘ Fbe always has so far.”

FS” Melissa said bravely, “so has Whit,
0 leg’s us go to bed.”

¢ 100m had grown darker while

' ashes—bur it wasn't quite dark,

. sbout enough to make shadows
4" —znd Melisa held up ber hand_ -

1da Moore crouched on the hearth-—80¢ :venlaxg

€Couldn't hear anything. Aftes a sehile, she 12 200

bod to Melissa, The girl nodded, stll BRI (e
din 2 whisper, °T thought I heard som el » 3

1da Moore Iistened some more Except £7 oLt

2

M L e
(o=

d, and rurned to cove!
’ pauent.

for that mateer

overng the fif€

et
- me of wo

there was a fla

ing & finger:
e and araed
nd
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1o sound at ali—not even the water down by the hndl:ﬂ!
shadows were large . . . and so was & Little prickiog 3%
the fite,

“An owl, I guess, wan't it?” Mrs. Moore said.

The gitl shook her head. -

Mis. Moore stood up then, and strode towaed the doot.
a been some kind of a sump'n,” she sud very definitely '{‘
or a weasel, perhaps, got 2 rabbt. Ir was too fate for a loon”
wouldn't get in here this rme 10 the night’—she readt

and Whit. .
fallin!
t e

She stepped out through the door and let the skins
of her. She listened, turning her head ... n0 .- ot 3 *
Ouly the wind. Wait—she heard the soft thumping of 2%
running.
. If it hado't been for Melssa, she'd have backed in®0 he
3¢ stood her ground, and heard him come neart
wcired, all right, yes. And then she knew what it was. T ¥
}b‘fd dog coming home. “Major!” she called. "Whete o
you rascal!” And she called 1o Melissa, “Here's the dog. ’UT'A \
“Yes,” said Melissa—she was standing right there b‘h:ﬂi
ﬁ
v

"

"My stars, but you give me a starc! I thought you ¥ P
the house.” .

“[ come out when you did.” '

“"Well, you stood awful quiet.”

I was listenin’.” 0t

The dog came up to them, happy but tired, and 397
Ms. Moore'd parted him, he went on iato the house- :

“Hatk—" said Melissa, "I heard him again”

“Yes, 1 did, too, that time.”

“That wasn't Whit's voice.” e

“No, that was Jonas. He always hollers when he 568 "ﬁ;‘
youse. Well, I guess we better go in and petk up the & S"‘!ﬁ ot
know about Whit, but Jonasll want something hot- e

“ ato the house, Whit was alive anyhow, or Jonas ¥ L

hotlered.
Melissa peet

ouk

ed jnto the darkness thac lay on the clearizk
B
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b ust whese they

i Hm’:‘:}:) would come from, but she couldn’t heat
hen close g hmT ;‘wo of them they ought to be talking.
A0n” there was Jonas's voice, “Evenin', Mis'

T can't see you
FHE'S bere, i; l;w}‘"‘ ase you? Whit—are you there?”
Wi sald, ™ ight enough. Whit: speak to ¥ y »
it ssid, “Hello—" bue it didn' peak to your woman.
Melissa moved forw: du} it didn'c sound Iike him.
i el frwad o he dgkners—and (e allof 8
Ft Whie dida't come tow: together. She could see beteer nO-
At e sull didne sxm!: “;{'d_ her—he was holding his head up,
b;;ﬂﬂex?" " Melissa scared at him, “Whit—whar's
3 Whit's ki) W
s, He zin“:d::?(h“dr J_OMS wy!a'med. “\We come quite 3
4%, for that mar, any rem, 3f that's what you're thinkin'—nor
 boy2” And w§f{,’1’" sorry to say. Well, you got bers, didn't
Fecan tell you bo°“} waiting an answer, he said to Meliss3,
Jonas found s e | T’ goin' in ' sec 1da”
Bickening fice, sls wife busy with bellows and poket before 2
£ How . She heard him come in. “Well, Jonas,” she said.
A hYO\{ been?—all righe?”
Hey:“' ;’e been all righe”
k' beeqy c:wn. w*}}"‘ gun and his own,
fervor, ~im"y‘“,g- Twant ¢ tell you,” he with some
Dot see i:x;‘;‘ll““e?ded youngster than that {001 in dv cleans’
ife”
Vel you don's need t0 el birs 5o Sie's nghe oveside,
“Tell hirt” said B |yt He €am¢
1 said Jons, "All day 1 been el E% e
};: S\: sﬁxe, “Lbeen callin’ puen Y ery last thing coutd :‘m‘k{ g‘!'
fenow b et out this mornia’ from that camp of I$ nt T o,
ow we been travelin’?” And in 2 uch guict
hat ram hot yer, is i2”
..;“‘"*“ be in a minure.”
4o Jentodn hen stopt” He went
_bu‘(’ good for-—a lirdle moze on the
;‘f?’;‘WOWn “bout ten 10d ¥

and the other things
nnounced

pack to 18 0T
fevel PO¥,
a3 che |
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- “damn i, lay down ‘n rest, will ye?’ But he wouldn't doit ¥
haag on t0 2 tree for a lictle spell maybe, 'n then he'd goon
™ He knowed well as I did if he was 1 lay himself duwma
wouldn't get np again—nor il tomorsow.” ;
“He been hurt, has he, Jonas?” . ;
“Yes, he's been hure! Fell off his roof n lit on hisr hesd, ¥
guess he'd a scove his head in if he hadn't been hickp: B
pened ‘fore I got in there. He was out of hus head until sone! o
in the night last night. ‘N then firsc thing this momfa'b:dsa
to travel! All day, we been at it, just like I told you. Whis §
wouldn’t even stop ar Peole’s house—we come right haydlf"
and I wanted a glass—nor be wouldn't stop in at Beedet J
* would say was I guess I'll keep a-goin" Do yau know Wh“‘;
drivin’ hum?” Jonas demanded. “He was afeard shed bf"{l‘
tied about him! ‘Jeems Christ A'mighty, 1 said to 1im, W
" 400 e sense than you go the day I was maried ™ |
1} You was worried yourself enough to go Jook for im "
¥ Well, X found hum, all sight! How is that now?-—hot €20
is it?” [
“I shonldn’e wonder.” R e
“I guess I'l call ‘em 1n.” He stepped toward the doot: 7 o
too tuckered out ' have t' leave ‘em alone, You beed 17
have you, while I was away?”
“Yes,” Mrs. Moore said. .
Melissa saw the light suddenly come from the doorwar
Jonas drew back the skins.

i
“We can go in there 10 live,” Whit said, “any tim'® dhar 1 ]

Ay
Jonas called ro chem.

o
13w MADE two srips to carry in meal, and ‘:’s‘: =
noon of a bright day in December, they ﬁnz'ﬂﬂcit]:ﬂ mil

1da Moore was the one to whom the partiag came BTy
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w

only knew the place shere they were golng, but l!;e alz 1:::!:
¢ sometime dusing the winter he'd find himse {“C e knew
hed sty 4 nighe or two with them. Bot 1da ‘T:o"‘?;mys,w
it would be eight miles in the snow, counting ‘lk to. Stil,
de's if she fele that she'd got to have o woman to 2l < s};e ap
25 more cheerful than anyone else, ot at anybm‘ what she
fed 10 be, and there was no question whatever but
b more businesslike. N it 2 good
0525 smoked more than usual, and he twitted Whit 2 &
! but without much success. . ith

ic's spitits were low, When they'd left Kcm’:ﬁ :&l:‘eir
whle teip before him and the odds not any ‘°°N°w that he'd
fuing there safely, he'd felt quiet and c?nﬁdEXl(- d irsitable. He
Foe 25 close as this to his goal, he was jumpy an rong. A hal
fused 0 believe that something wouldn't g0 :' was to carry.
21 ines over he made up the pack of things be
el be couldor't ear any dinner. hance t0
When they were ready to Jeave, 1da Moore fc“llni:dc um out
/ 10 Melissa, “Any time that you need me, yo
ter me.” .
“Twill, Mis' Moote.” ow. Whit
ell, you see that you do. You be on your way, 0 road
s kind of jmparicoc” . hat loa
]Oiaksu;i:: ::;P"‘;;teflﬁ quiet down when he's carnied tha

) > And you'll
ways, Mis' Livin'ston, you come again, will you

1) he
hes “fore ¢
2t me holler outside your house sometsme of OF us”
nter's 00d 0
“Thory. ‘::}?deissa said, “You've been awful 8098 10y

, DOW a
“Magbe Jda has; I ain't. Good luck t© ys:'dml Jonas helpe
ound to Whit, who was shouldenng ‘]}l;gh(’"
N 10 setrle it. “There now, that set zns e
“Yes, sir—feels good. Yknow, ]\?Zu e
“Yknow the way, do you, now?

" 3"
o'n € git1o
b2 quare W

" et S¢
“Lguess1 C'n find it.1 d know as Il ever &

,~all you done for us”
1

e,
0. Go ony P, .
X 1 want you T
TWLA know a3
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Don’t stand around tatkin’. Anyoné'd chink you was &
Canady. Hell,i¢ ain’t more 'n 2 step in to your place. I oot
in there 'n back between breakfast 'n noontime. Go oo, &
good Iuck o you.” .
“Well, T guess we had better. M'lissa, you ready?”
“I'mall ready.”
“Good-by, Mis’ Moore.”
“Good-by, Whit." And she couldn’t help adding, “Take,
care of her, now.”
“Try to," he saids
They set off on the path—Whic going first—tht &
Jonas's patch of wild hay and that cut through the widdle®
acre of stump cotn. The sun had melted 1o mud the frosti0
field except for a patch on the side of each carahill To7?
up a slight sise and into the woods for the four miles of v
- would bring them to Beede's. Wi stepped out of ¢
N \; turned to Melissa. “I guess you betcer go first. Then W€ ¥
no faster 'n what you've a mind t0.” "
“If I could go as fast as I'd like to, you coulda’t keepup-
stepped ahead of him.
« "Don’t worcy—I'll get there.” diie
It wasn’t datk 1n the woods; there was sunlight all rouf L
Here it was mostly basswood and maple, with scattesind
locks and occasional spruces There were oaks, €00, !b‘:; o
all rurned to brown and thined ou overhead. Theyd ;
when spring came, some of them would. Right io hefs for "
reason, there were not any pine tress, And the trees W‘;‘ J-n
trees. The gray trunk of 2 basswood, for example. woul m" g“
seventy feet before there was a single branch oa it The SD e
true of the maples. The trees were the shape of long. !
candles, with away up at the top a tuf¢ of bare bfund’ifhi‘ ot
living in Portsmouth who'd nevet been back into f;oi "
could come prerty close to the shape of the trees ifhe
candle—-say balf a cloth yard ia Iengrh—ang*
top of it. If he had 2 big enough fist thac we!
him pow souch was trunk and how much
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%0 01 .

from ‘bd: uﬁ‘:‘:‘"‘i- it would be as much as eight or ten
o Melissao one tree to the tunk of the next trec
dons, she could could see 2 long ways. In a good many
Other dimdomﬂmluss as far as she coutd have in the
o detons, hered be a big boulder that hid whac
onthe mm(wf:“eg;z be a row of young saplings getting
wete spindly thi red hump where an old tree had fallen;
05, hey bad 1o ngs, generally: they had to hutry their
g the hole O\'erh'gd(_o_g,“ up to the sunlight that came
fo: ;,;r !m!c s closed “a; the old tree had left for them
S you ;lm: we get ¢t top th hill just this side O
e prety near seewn’ where it is that we'te

a; '\"e? Let's hurry!™

e it easy: wel

e of th:ﬁ,’u“»“ get there. You can see, 100, the whole
F the (o, ofm:‘ms There's a lietle pond down in there—
e mel; ood( gq hill—and it opens the woods up S0 yOU

Slt}'nl ol ould you like to see it?”

is 8 .

o pah donfego by i, bt Jonas told me about it, and T

e 1in'[ht ' pond once to look at it, Tt aint only 2 step-

o goie . Md_ p'ressed for tyne, really—not at the rate you

't chang d““ ain't figurin’ ¢ get there tonught, 318 you? You
s ged your mind, have you, about layin' at Poole’s

w1coulda done

' deterrmuned 1@

e changed

No Tai
“;Jl:‘:it changed my miad any. 1 sull keo
e ipin oae day Bu you wis bound
y mindr 0 days—so that's what we'ze down’. 12t
L “Welr.
;u{: (i‘: when we getto b’ top this hll, you'll b
oo s r:;J(mas s, and ic'i be theee more to Poole’s place. ¥
e nd on the top, if you sull wish in your le;
Jiteen more mites to travel, then T1 say 1 was wIOng: -

- When she got 1o the top of the hill, the was & m:x:

ve come three

gs that ;-
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beeach and her colot as high. Buc she was undeaisbly b7
and it did Whit good 1o look at her: -
"You come along pretty spry,” he said, “fora womanfzt
way you be.”
. “Tiold you I could.”
“Yes. Well, here’s where we turn off v’ go down 3 lhf!?f
“Don’t you want to Jay off your load?—'n thee piki
again when we come back?”
“No, we 2in't comin’ this way. We ¢'n cut acrost fromd
in here to the pond that's in back of Beede's 'n suike ¢
again there.” .

Melissa didn't quite understand st—because he hed ¥

explain that there were two ponds.

They went down through the trees. And when they }”d;
<almost to the shore of the pond, Whit said, “There, sbout }
Af you go right down ¢’ th” edge, the trees on ¢he 0”77‘_‘ ¢
Jebme up too high for you. Just lack out there, will you*
57 She sew the mauntans.

. From well to her left they ranged low on the sky et m;

10 her sight. She was stastled to know that all along ey
-been there and she hadn't felt them. She felt them 80%*
seemed to be nothing that separated her from them. The 5‘:|
upon them—and between the sun and the sountains the
nothing else, cither. . os)
+ She turned and looked up at Whit—he smiled d"“_f"he,
and nodded—and together they rurned and went 08 %3
journey.
! \Vhe{t shifted his load a Jittle, easing his shouldess, Heb
never felt better.
He cut around Beede's, having ro special 1 L e
at the momest, aad about two miles beyond that, 28 2
. . d sparkle B2
rurned to dull whiteness—Tlosing the yellow an rzhiﬂ of o
been ia it at nooatisne and giving way to the solt o
afternoon that in an hour or two would rurn into ¥

eason 10 S *

£ d is house iy «

came to Poole’s cleating and his =
«was an older man and could remember the X g%‘
oY %
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 nester o his house than 2 good thir i i
¢ ty yards in any direc-
Here they would lie for the night—and Melissa was glad

h;llli: :k fived aloF e. There was one bed in his house—
st o a{}i]k(xd' In it Melissa lay sleeping
man sa up by boursince she had retired, but Whit and the
o up by thefixe, Whit sat on & stool, bis chin in his
krg the 5. 11‘ ‘;‘ his own chair. For a time, they'd been dis?
bing Abm:e:] the province, Whit hadn't made a very good
b he kn:w‘ Lhe could contribute were small items of fact,
Erniount of of himself mostly, such as prices and crops and
uato %;im: n'é the woods, what towns were now scnlinﬁi.
was for 2 man to get any powder that he cou
; :;iend on These things, heg:uypgsfd, mught all of them
bracel £ p the state of the province, but he thought of them
N ¥ a0d one a¢ a time—which was the way he encountered

:!;h::g 0 lump things together, and then to claim that
57 be sai, brought about a1l of them "For the fast five of $iX
New f;“'d’ ploncers has been thicker 1n che sorthern pert
oy onpshire than fleas on 2 Freachman Why is chat, €&
el T You're 2 sample yourself Why are you movin kf "
“ﬂ’;egucss the main reason 15 1t dida’t seem €0 WO o
10 try it to Kertleford.”
e made ;Z farther tnquiry. “Same way With the rest of
be said approvingty. e arrs the new land that 18 DIAEC
oot i o dus country Hell, becuse find 13 ew e %0
ch in its favor. You can grow more 11 2 fietd zhzt:dy;’o e
28 thatl way

?
!faresl- They most of 'em come because they wan

| "That might be the way of 1t, 1 coulda' s37- Ie w
r"h e, surely.” 02—
- "Whyo't they start comint in here ffteen years 2677
mean alf comin’ to once, Iike what it 15 00%"

"On account the Tndins?” Wit 5
osed that was it, Tweoty years 2E0, (0%
Novine hadn's oreatly concerned him.
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“Not” Poole was emphatic. “Indiaas, anyho¥, Gt
ones that was in here. And there was quite a fev peoi®
all through hee then—scattering ones, 1 admit, and s
round here as there was to the south furcher, But quirt?”
the same. Some of them never had 80 trouble from ;
Some of "em did. But it wan’t ke the Indians was on et
)thE whole time. Why, it'd be two *n three years a2 [
there woulda't #iobody would get kill't by 28 Indxan—ﬂfﬁw
run off to Canady. E
“Indians was scarce—the woods wan't SO full of &7
had to go a long ways when you set out {0 Took for e ,1
did, didn't he?-—though you wouldn't remember. ThIt ¥
years ago, that was. Well, he dud, all the same. My facket m:\“
my uncle went with 'em He never come ;. They mm‘;;
8o a long ways afver Indians. You know whet was i
“ndred pounds for each scalp. That shows they %5 %
gdp' it? The price wouldu't be that high for aoythich
Plentiful. You done some trappin’, you koow thar 3 HH
“Why even Rogers and them fellers went with bint h—;;
clean to Sc. Francis before they come on 2 66 of e 2

- long ways.
“Tve knowed ¢his country longer'n you have- Thfﬂ -
catdesnakes, the wolves and. 1 “ mill £

mer *n measles in March, 2’ % .
any one of ‘em enough by ‘ v
here if they wanted to. AlLY
the ones that did come. So wE{
ones that’s now comin™?
“Ten years ago, it was,
done a good jnh} since then, §
dians. But the”
yeats ag0 thei.
now. Nata by
seulin’. 5 .
*What wert”

\
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i’“’ﬂ the war didn't amount to much after 1760; and there
pard ires to b_o?l—lhere was  hell of a drought there for
765 a-runnia, 'n that fire round Rochester—you'd think

;?7 people would've quit 'n come north. But they didn't
E; b¢ towns had been granted—why, Benning had granted,
,_y&z‘r‘ 6‘5‘1"&-}(0:: of townships on the west bank th’
;mvzzﬁ“mf River—'n close to twenty on this side. No-
el o ‘;:’ em—not tight away, Why did't they, b7
i,,,or’;_f’ 7: money. They was waitin’ for moncy ©@ get

maj ” . . .
?,]’;‘mi:io, Whit conceded politely. In 1760, he'd beet
‘!‘0{1‘:1“8 " said Poole. “That's what's settlin’ this countsy: Why
h ucle Benning, his Majesty's Governor and a son of 2
&759:' Wife's alecp, ain't she?—gtant the land in the first
el ; ause he was paid to. Not by the King- The King
: it granted so's ¥ get things ¢ goin—I & know, § sup-
‘S’{;‘d Benning, he granted it: to the oncs that would psy

Th’ wan't 2 batch of Proprietors got an \nch of land in this
vince that didn't pay Beamng first. Then he'd wurn asht
20d ke them e him & chare of what they'd 145 £
1for. He was 2 beauty!

;Well.‘hen the Proprietors had to p2y out $OME A
ot running out lines 'n layin’ out ©020% because even & P

t waacs o know where he 1s at Them thungs cost MONEYs
Jit's the Proprietors’ money a pioneet asn'c got any moneY”
This was too true for Whit to be (rerested: w

Al right, The town's ready Now ®PO% EO0
9ple own cows 'n tools, and a place, 3¢ well fix
»ain't they? They don't want t© ‘move, do they” h an't
:h“K to move ate the ones that 30 got;:ﬂ‘“‘"

ve, cither: they can'c afford to. THeY 8 5, it
2 town where these’s people £ ¥ for. \?,"; :mY, >
80 pioneerin’, you got to have stuff vov thC'S that
ou got to have 2 cow ¢ begin with. .

more money
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come from? Out th' Proprietors’ money. Same %3 ‘“‘_‘“
land the Proprietors give "em. All of it comes out th' Propt
money. B
“Money, I tell you, 1s what's gettin’ this countty {td‘“
Proprietor is a man who's made money. He's made itin ¢
ot trading or rum, one way o another—some of ‘em 2%
And now they're puttin’ that money inte gertin® this connt
tled. They'il get t¢ back again. They'll get it back and 84
over. That is one reason they're puttin’ it in. Another onf “\‘
don't know what else t’ do with 1t Bein'a merchant #0T%
used to be—that’s what they claim, anyhow. Too m4Y
Whit said, T guess I d’ know 2 gre’ deal about 8%
“My father had money,” Poole said, now that he %
it, “That was when we Lived to Exeter. ] knowed 4 & i

vof the Sandwich Proprierors back when I was 2 708 ot
Portsmonth matT

great many L) |

t0 be 2 merchat

her died, ] W‘(
—most &

¥, was most of them bays. I been to
YRoowed some of the merchants—not 4
iFhowed more of ‘em. He was tn a fait way
self until he lost lis money. When my mot
¢ woods, I've lived alone always ever since the
time, anyhow. That's why I tatk so much- Ibegyout dﬂB{lLI
Jook to me sleepy. I should have known bettet. 1 shouk
talked so much.” .

“No, 1 ain't steepy—nor to speak of, 't any 13tC. Hes?

“I seen Benning Wentworth 2 good many times. ot ¢
1 called him. But now you take John, him that's £0V{‘ e
he gin’t the same kind, and don’t you forget it He's¥ ‘i P
worth's bay—even if he is Benning’s ‘nephew. Mar Pt
worth's the richest man in New Hampshire Pf”t;""f;n :
didn't get it the way Benning got his; Mark made ! ke
“Thete’s a whole lot of difference. Young John B8 # fiem'lf‘
and 1 dori’t say that be ain’t, but he's got 3 hezddbﬂ‘r o
may be he’s honest. He klr:owli::c woods, too ’?gpc,;mt

rapper, but at any 1€ e's been in ‘em- o0 ¥
e e
mind if I tell i
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! l“-zi do. Fd like 1o hear i
®1e was quite 2 crew of ‘e . N
' m |
T S e
ﬁz"'rh,y-d;i! a:“‘ payin’ no heed to broad arrows nor
or zoyone else y uee that they had a mind to—and if the
elsc didn't like it, he knew what he could do
F2t¢ 2pt to be that way, you know. They bri o
it makes e feel 04 ow. They bting down 2 big
thete on th pretty good. They see a thing that size
yone. 1 l'\evce(g tound, and they get an idea that they can
iwfm ©get'em :;"ﬁ;‘it;yclo‘ggers ‘that you'd got to spit in
el 3
p r;ynudng John Wentworth he heard tell abour what they
i~—z’h:!: x}:m-dd‘dn" ke ic. He didn't hike eicher—or maybe
0 come good as sent word that any Kung's officet
Toe up there 'd get hove in € river.
q.i {Oh"' he weat up there.
Fo-or ‘h:"“ B was comun', and they was afl ready for him
bon eescore of 'em, all down on the landin’. They'd fig-
Tou See, that he'd bring a big party—which would be all
i ;::;‘;hbmuse et b s Py more splashes. 1£ be'd
X men, there might even be a fight in it—thoup!
;{;:1{“‘ e o i v P for.
 one ing Johin, he showed up—and he dida briag but
o0 aan with bum—a felier ©© oaddle hun. This fellex lad
2awe right alongside the \anding, and John ke cumb out—
Hone, mind you. Aad dhen he juse " od there and looked €%
ve. He wasdressed st s fine s e i be ¢ Portsmouth
1ong velver cose, ' Jace, 'n all o & He would a been 001
& throw i the ver! But pobody done nothuds
e juse stood there, quier and €as¥, ookn’ ‘em %v::t-\y he
4 en he started 1o talkin’. He said who be was, a“‘ ac dide't
lo:rsm: there. they'd been takun’ down mast rr:es b e 1aw
20 em, Then he says to "em, T will 007 et
40 he 1ook a roll, like, of paper U< S pocke, a2
‘work and he read "em the law- He :e:d'
Wthen he rolled up the papet and put ic &7

Youn,



. solid gray sky, the wispy, lighter gray clor
fast. Thete'd be no mountains to show
“Jucky to get her in under a roo
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"*You been breskin’ the law,’ e says. 'l comeup -
you that you got to stop it.’ Then he waited agai..-
“Now was the time to throw him int' th' river. ‘
“Nobody moved; nobody said nothin”. -
“John turned on his heel, and watked roward his a2
"They give him a cheet, then—they couldat help it :
Whic sard, “Did they quir takin’ mast trees”” 5
“T couldn’t say us to thar [ ain'c cestain that eitber side 8
that that was pornt.” .
“No, 1d' know as ‘twas " "
Poole appeared to have spent his desife for talking
guess we better turn in,” he said. “You go'nt'lay byyor ¥
That bed ain't a wide one Or you go'nt'lay by the fire ;
. Whit sard he guessed thac he'd lie by the fire. . oy
;}He didn’t think long on the things Poole h?d "‘u‘r "
;!;"I‘ommmw night at this time they'd be in their owa ko q
3
It was a lowery day—more than threa!
part in itself of the storm that was comin, Wit
aext morning. Poole wanted them to wait ovef But. i ;
said he guessed they'd better keep going; they'd m‘k““éa ‘
There was no qudstion as to whae Meliss2 w'zmed Lkl
So they'd set out as early as politeness permifie® s
The wind in the night had worked its way up from Y W‘,‘
to east—and in ewo or three hours it would be faif 27 )
from the norcheast. And there it would sy for #s e
week maybe-—this time of year. Looking up through

: pe face

where the branches wete bare, Whit could see o the s
2

34

rening, really ¥ ﬂi
528 they 5t

uds moviog ¢
Melissa todar}
£ before she got We

.
into her, and her clothes heavy 0 &
the cold had got into her, and het e et .

He didn'c like ber to burry, and he ma
then. "We got all day to do it in,” he B
sished it was true. ;
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EI{: goin' ¢’ sain pretty soon,” she said,
mcer;:fore nightfall.” It had held off longer now than he had

T
F)(r snow,” said Melissa.

1 shouldn't think so. Ir mighe.”

f1 hope it does,” said Mehssa, “I hope we get 2 great storm!
€1l be in our own house” Just at this moment the miles be-

0 dide’c exist for her. She was in her own house—and the

¥m running outside was 2 good thing to bear: it was keeping
hit home with her.

Whit understood. He saw it as brightly as she did. He saw her
* bright by the hight of the fire.
TWe will be when we get there,” he answered cheerfully—at
st he meant o sound cheerful.
Melissa said nothing
He supposed she hadn't heard hun—overhead it was noisy—
¢ wind in the trees.

But she'd heard him, all sight,

Whit was traveling firsc today, there being no well-worn
ack for Melissz to follow Before very long, now, they'd come
 the river. Always before he had crossed where there were
ulders—and if he didn't Jose his balance nor ship, he got actoss
y. With Melissa along, he'd have to cross where 1t was sandy.
¢'d wade it and carry her That would be the best way.

Melissa erudged along steadily She had rucked up her skits so
1t they didn’t hamper her much, and while she wouldn’t bave
anted to have to make the same tnp tomotrow, she felt precty
ertain she contd do 1t today Whit was easy to follow; he wasn't
aing too fast, and with his broad back in front of her, the ap-
1oach of the storm overhead didn't seem to hef threatening.
bout al] she had to watch ouc for was not to trip over .
hing. This was the day that all along they'd beea wry!
his was the day they'd be in their own house.

Her * * ' ' abour from one thing m'F
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as freely as though she'd been at her wheel. Hesthot |
stay for a little with something remembered—or with%.
looked forward to, it didn't matter—and then be Cﬂ':kd
what she was doing by a kink in the thread or a rura 2 %5
It was the sound of the wind took her back 1o !hlfi >
when, in the roadway that ran past the tavers, S
wind blowing. In front of her then, poor Joe Felipe b
talking—trying to say something—but she'd sent bim
Joe Felipe. He had the same name whenaver she st bl
you could never count on him to be the same @005
sick in fear of him-—Pennacook she remembered .. 5%
evil in Joe—but not all of the time. Ofcentimes “,}:;E
thought of him, she called hum “poor Joe.” That bright i
hair s1ibbon— - g
“Here's the river,” Whit said, He was leaniog s &%
uinst 2 big rree.
There was the river. It looked ugly and cold: .
“I'll take this stuff over—half of 1t, anyhow: 1d' %358 §
of 1t wet in case I should fall in If you ain’t got 207 objee
I'm gon' ¢’ take off my pants” 1sd
Melissa wacched hum step into that ice water 304 82
steadily forward ull he was well pasc midstrea®® u‘ﬂ
stopped and considered—peering upstream and dos’
deep par was before hum When he'd chosen his wa);;:‘:,,;é

carefully into 1t—the water up 1o his waist . ... 2% ok, 9
across. He didn't call out to her, and when he 0 b i
said to her was “Water ain’t so cold pow as &% :

spring.” e
“Looks cold enough, though!” she answered with fed
*twas cold as it looks, 1t would be solid ice.” yer
Whit had starced to pick up the rest of his load HEG™
his mind. Scraightening up, he said, T guess BP0
take you over now.” Another trip through that w3t€f -
some of the limberness out of his legs. re
*T ain't in no hurry!” Melissa assured him‘[! -
*You'll be all right.” He picked her up 1\

g "
:
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%éﬁive achild. "Bur when we get out there, don't wiggle 'n

E’hen did T ever wiggle or squawk!”

lever,” said Whit, wading into the water. "But most women

; [\}I}nwk! Well, T should hope so'—if you was to come at

'h" out any pants on ‘n try t' lug ‘em into a fIver at this time

ar! You might find one or two who would squawk a litde

naybe, before you had even stepped nto the water.”

:d:\ybe, Hold still, now. I want one arm free to balance.” He

]kh” aver, holding her now in his ight arm alone. “This

h‘ Ic Squam Brook,” he said reassuringly “If 1 was to step

1‘° , you wouldn't no more 'n get wetted.”

-bat’s a nice thing to know,” Melissa admitred

hut your eyes, if you want to”

e ke}:‘ her eyes open, but when they came o the deep part,

4dult breathe . .. his arm and his shoulder felc solid and

; whatever limit there was to his scrength, she knew was

#ay from them, Looking down at the water, she felt 2 scorn

t.She gloated over it—and then on a sudden it came up very

* to her, She tightened all over—and shut her eyes tight—

Easy, now—easy—"

he opened her eyes—and the water had fallen away.

Thic set ber dosn o the bank ~What was the mateer? Did

think I was goin’ t' drop you down 10 w?”

Not" She shook her head happsly "1 koew you'd hold me ip-

10t 50 sure, thongh, you could kecp the watet down, t00-

Sandy bottom,” sard Whe. It ain'tall of

5 is softer ‘n what you think they

ring over the rest of 1, and then We Tl A o

n?(w." He stepped nto :}: ;v;telr with no mare hesiratt

aif it had ay, the end of July- . .

5*: shivml:c e veving him. Jr scemed & long time before
ack. - .

Whit drew on his breeches, and was (7108 his ﬂIno‘f

neores peceor . days.” be remarked, "Ly
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acsost—down below here where it's natcow. Then you ¢
over without any trouble.” ;

I d’ know as T'll need it right away,” sud Melssst
“Well, I d" know as you will.” oo e
He loaded up with hss things, and they set off io0 %
- again.

They had not left the nver more than ten mmum:d
them when Whit heard overhead the first fuss of the 9%
wind had stackened somewhar, and the small flakes wett?
unhuttiedly down through the trees.

“Here's your snow,” he said to her over his sl:ould"' -

“Right on tme, ain't it? How far 1s it now? : 4

. “You tired>” ]

: “Well, I'll show.you.” He took note of the tre¢ dl-’“k'”i
one he was heading for, and then stopped and 1;"3; !
Brushing smooth with his hand a place on the gtoY e
a little map for her—the brooks 2nd the hills—and t"xYPO“ &
all carefully. “Well, that’s how it is,” he concluded. .
now, do you?”
“Yes." X o
“Well, we got plenty of time—" and rubbing o
done, he said, "You show it to me now.”
She couldn’t do ir. .
Whit laughed, and said easily, "'l show you 287
This time she gor 11, o
“Sometimes,” hge said, standing up, “if you kno¥ Wh‘“{
doin’, it don't seem like so much.” L Al E
They had starced along "Thar's true,” said I\fc[lss.jc‘}‘!{l‘:‘!v
know you woudn'c have scaige me if you'd 2 come ”]mf"m;
said that seein’ now it was snowin’ it wouldn'tdo 10 ¥ e
for me to know where I was. Comin’ thicker 0%, !' P
“Bound to,” said Whit. “Well, let 'er come. We “f y
anyhow, with these little small flakes This i prope
snow.” i

r

Bab

2"



THE River 279

28 et
Et ;sefﬁgﬁzdi‘ to see, and he felt some annoyance be-
k. The shadows i 0 spot any trees along this part of the
Iy bt piech u?: n&i one, and the land here was flat—and
l"”‘Am:mmll)nlde 2bout as much like another as tvo peas in
oty gt rumed around precty quickly in here In
¥ig: dhrongh l; snowing, you can tell which way the wind’s
* Bur vhef ¢ bare, open branches the snow holds to its
wind is nlu,yiu e in 2n interval covered with pich pine,
% s exery whict T by the thick-growing needies and the
it wzsb:y which way; you can't tell a thing.
Tgup e g 0 gt ust 4 little uacomforeable. He was
Bodand he pag P 0ing straight, but it was a poot enough
Hayhe, b ; 2dn’t much faith in it.
K ;de.‘ ought, he should have stuck to the river. {e would
ag Dﬁ_“; miles—the two sides of the angle they were A0V
sted He d : t at least he'd have beea certam of not getung
S—buche n'e really believe that he could get turned around
I betd b:e“sm sute of himself, And he was gecung exciced:
moge o alone (he knew chis was s0) hed have been
npnan interested o see how close be would come t0
mugq € scream at the place that he wanted 1f he wese € miss
i he was alone—it would be & good joke on bim
Sedsere i wel fo bis lumsiaess i
P d‘?d be nothung to laugh at 1f he lost hus way s ame
& 1 doing her parc—and 1t was the mos: she could do—-bY
Xeeping going, She was depending o m T
Bht 10 their house,
o Snow was chicker and chicker—and smaller flake
med to be colder, He was constancly cempred ©© 0 §
i) ‘,“*“US@ on that side he could affosd 0 BO wror‘f"ld e
5% ura clean asound—bus he tried o5 pasd 35 be o9l 1%
e iolit 100 smuch, He  ouldn't see shead v
ree or four rods. +as the STTE
Sronges of all wasthe feting st jozt SNECT poa
b le tried to ehink calmly how ruch time MCENT
<7'd Jeft Bearcamp River. But he couldn't € .
L P

5, to0- It
% 10 his
f he
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ding along. There’d come little short spells when shéd
forget where she was—and then she'd step on 2 StO%¢
awakened again to the storm all around her and the 5
the cold.

After a time, they wete going uphill, They'd Tefr e
pines. Under the snow, there were dry leaves that shd
gave her no puschase. She was leaning way forward, (r7iog!
up the hill, and every so often one foot would slip packwan
she'd fall to ber knees. Then she'd get up agaia, snd fol?
after Whir. The strength that she'd had was speoding 1
Turning his head, Whit saw her stumble; he helped het %
stood holding her arm. “You hurt?” he demanded.

“No

b hill

)

""Tain't awful far now. We're about roundin’
. wantt’ go on? We're pretty near there.”
She knew she'd got to go on
Whit stayed beside her, helping her forward.
She could tell when they began going down
could walk almost upright, or it felr like it, anyhow -
bad one arm around her and, though he wasn't acrually "“3
her, he bore most of her weight, She was making the mouo.i
walking, but if he had let go of her, she'd have stumped
heap. ) ot
She wasn't doing much more than kind of waving her
the ground
Whit would have stung hss rifle and carried
would have been easier for him—but he could se¢ b
way, and there was less danger of falling. ot
They covered a mile 1n this fashion. He ;ﬂd 1052 %
everything because she couldn’t pick up her fect.
I;ybis ﬁind he was seetng the gry wol;d onthe h:znh;:i;
fire he'd laid and lefe ready to kindle. He could 5 & o
splinters, the cutled bark, and the tinder, everything 1€ b c’ ’
ing only a spark. He'd even taken the pains 10 €OV! el
the chimney so as 1o keep it all dry.
They were now in the spruces.

becaust

her outtight
et

Here was a2 st
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‘Id: stov—where he'd taken 2 log to usc in the house:
35 ancther, d
aslight on is astn now, A istle while back, b acm ha
ing. She was light as a feather, . £
38 searching the swirl of the spow that was It front
and the grayness beyond it for the shape of his house-

the saw it stilk and white, there itwas.... ked up

Biog up to the doorway, he set down his guty Picke

ipz. and carried her in.

4
£kin over the doorway fell back into place It wa;1 c[o\i;:
Fethan it had been ourside—cold and dark, 00, (%
w'h,‘.d expected, “We got here,” he said- "
Hissa geitred in his arms. “Set me down. I ¢'n Wak
M ain't got 1o, We're here” -
€ opened her eyes—"Whi, I can’s see nothin’
ouwill in 2 minute.”
:hm ace we now?” Her voice didn't sound very big
€'t¢ in the house! b
“bat's right,” he soid. He sec her down by the he‘:‘,gachc 4
"hen he'd beushed the snow from s Clmhcir e e
ide for bis pun—and blew the snow from the P
found the breech, Then he unwrapped i€ ‘:"f‘e 0 . powder
,and stood i¢ up by the fireplace He $PX e stout pinch
nd the tinder and pine splnters—and ne %0‘ ding the g8
b pan of his gun, Now he was sesdy - * 00 G eny pack
and sideways with the breech close 0 &€ B€ .
bummes and cocked j—and he let et gf:‘- the tinder—27
3¢ gota good flash 1n the pan and & face e
tinder caught from it. s hearth, watching
With Melissa beside hum, he knelt o0 his e i
wh of the fire, the cold and da_anness b: 1 e
The pine splinters had caught a0d & e s,
¢ batk crackled and bubbled, it flamt o th
m it all—up into the chimney:
1cke, And the flame spread and in

“Whit

and
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A rolling billow of smoke seemed to come down tht 84
and out into the room. “Chimbley's cold,” mummﬂx
Another came, and another—

He had forgotten to uncover the chimney. -

He jumped to his feet and ducked out through the &0

Melissa could heat him on the roof ovethead—and 0%
spilled down the chimney. Then the chimaey took Pk
really started to draw. : "

As Whit came in again, the first thing that he 206 "
that she’d thrown back her hood and had loosened hes h:"_

. Melissa slept warm that nigh; she had the fire 00.9%¢ 4
het, and Whit on the other. She hada't hat steady ”‘,“‘S
watmth that had used to come from the chimaey by 5 .
in Kettleford, Bur she had enough of warmth, all zh;,ﬂ;
that whenever she wakened she was conscious of €02

« would shift then just a litele, knowing hings wercall #8

} have no feeling at all of wanting 1o hurry the night i

Whit kept up the fire. He didn' sleep very ong 20150

Well on 1n the night he went to the doorway 20d Iaumi
stopped snowing. That didn’t mean anything. Bu the # 3H

he looked, there were a few stars in the west and the ‘ﬂn'ﬂ,.
to nothing. There was a brightness to the black of the 2%
stead of the dullness that had been there befort

e, He wer

and lay down, thinking about ic, He concluded it was P
just a break in the storm-——noc a change in the weaies .
almost always a northeasterly storm, once it £¢15 s_l”‘ :
for two or three days. It isn'r a thing that springs "K{’r oy
shower; it takes time for its building, and it ln.stula'nsm’ ;
and on, it gets worse; and sometimes, for a hietle, 1t o
to let up some. Bur you cad count on it, jewll nevet“ﬂwq
until it's blown itself out. Not il the wind has goﬂebe o
westward can you figure it's done with. It wott )
in in the morning, all right. e
agaWhm he wakened the nexz time he could tell by he BT
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3 asleep this 1
;, mﬁﬁ;ﬁ’f&’“‘ for as much as three hours. It was sull
bze—and it cept neat the fire—but outside, grayness
Land the win: ;Sn; saowing. The whole sky had cleared
The storm wal e felt on his face was coming out of the
Tesn wm;s over and done with: that much was certain.
Wehave 1o h:l:me u}{: 50 you could see it and feel it. They
come out and se;o the cabin today. Melissa wouldn't. She
dedl more king where they were. And she would rake 2

sun o dndly to this place that he'd chosen 1f it were to

s on it when she fst looked around. He had not
“ixhteu:‘dv;“'m the mountain would Jook like.

l over th “dbeh' and went in to fix breakfast, letting the
v the doorway but fot taking the trouble to fasten
‘hss;(:;, Daytime had begun.

a. HZ i‘fmg.neu "was no change at all in the fight ia
knew'sh © ed the coverings round her and she dida’c stit,

Lof her l:“ as warm enough He istened a moment for the

oo breaing .. snd i come even 4 genile She WA
shtof ‘;Su(e]y. And she had taken no hurt He held to the
ke for a munute or two, and then he broke off with-
aey and weat to the fire.

408 pleasc ki, be knew,if when she wakened there Was
wulz:d teady that he had ficed for her After 2 day or TWO,
W divi come to share naturally the work and the house They
m‘"‘dﬁ up the work of ther living, the ehuogs that fell t¢
tn';c.;:ng )“S;and disunc. But for thus first iay ‘orcso.:: ¢

ent and pride 1n providing all hings for her
the fire, makingier foodpteady fgr e to ear, and f08 ¢
N place to sleep for them both .
¢ house and outside would be all of 1€ serange © thWhl

\gepa.“d it against her comng €0 share (¢ dewss she
1 quicken it. But he had prepared 1t wing O

¢ was molding some cakes with his hands. Ptl S
mp between his palms—corn meal 2% grease 206 B
o ae o wehe'd shapen one, settif8 It cose
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They didn’t take Jong 10 cook. It didn't matter much, "
once they were hot. They had just as much streagth i therd
and uncooked. But they tasted good hot. .
After she'd eaten, they would go out and look sousd. TH
would be up . . . and it would all be before her, evexytlbms
ing and the sky bluer than summer. She would stand i 4
the doorway and see the whole thing ar once—just ¥
from the hilltop. He would tell her, of course, that thesoll
in the interval was deep and was good, and point ot
tion he would go to ger hay. Bur she would sec why beddd

it '
Then they'd go round in back—and there'd be the mourt

He heard her stir in her sleep; she was wakedio§ "f‘l
whole winter night and some part of yesterday, she h‘;ﬂ
there by the fire, sleeping and warm. He hoped her st

. come back to her. Because if it hadn’t he didn't know what#d
bring it. i

She was awake now, but her face was turned from bizk!
as F“’b':

trying to figure our where she was. He usually did tha* h‘;
before he opened his eyes; there was Jess to con o
until he could speak to her, he felt separate from het= ’ \
voices would fix that. He watted, not moving, (ouchS)
fire, hearing the silence. . .,

“Whit .. .2"”

“Ayuh—right here.” . o

“Mornin’,” she said 10 him. id b

Whit grinned—she was all right, “Morain’,” he S5 L

He went down to the brook to bring up som¢ % o
There was a fox had been by ia the night, but nothiog '
could see that had fur or meat on it. When be £0¢ he o
cabin, she was standing up by the fire, He set dows €157

She said, “I'd ought ¢’ done thae.” - ;(

#or.

. “Tomortow,” be told her, “You slecp preny.
“I never step’ better.”



The River 287

L{!'d know you been eravelin’ yesterday, though.”

A0y legs, T would, yes.” i

tyou didn't mkeyany hur? Not—well, you didn't tske
2"

" she assured him, smiling a firtle, “not that I know of”
A;' dkaow if you did, 1 guess.”

T would tell you. a
0d” He knel on the hearth to examine the cakes. You
d:m 20 t00 spry when we got here last night”
0t remember.” - . et
el you wan't, T ¢'n tell you. You was draggia’ your f
Sill, pou kep' a-goin'”
51 52id nothing,

. acake?
S2ess these here are done now. What'll you statt 00,
cake?”

don't wane t0 eat nowe.” et
€ been afraid of that, “You better eat som
Bebiy bour all chere is ™ 5 o
will in 2 minute, T want to go out first 'n seehen you went
&k in here, Whit, I scen the sun, though, come 10 here
through the doorway. I seen it again wheo -yto"llook at—every
R0 Twant to go out "n see what I'm goin' ¢
¢180 10 the doot from now on for 2 whlﬁ‘;
Wit stood up slowly. “All right,” he sa1 4 he deesy back th;
¢ s only three steps o the doorwﬂY-"nd afrer. They 5100
s and Melissa srood forth. Wit followe -
tther in front of their house. ing glory of
fellsas eyes blinked before the glisening B per-and she
te snow. But she could see what wa:ow as she had 070
't shut in by it, She could see as faf and she w25 U7
-She felt hope and sore promise - < - Ten
ker silence. ound in the back, I ¢
Whit said, “1f yon want 10 step © a o
1the mountain” ward which she'd o
But she g now in that spot t¢' .

hin'—'n I

here we be.

are
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ing for a good many months, The mountain was ext.
no need to go look at it. - .
Whit told her the things that he'd expected be would
And she said, “Yes,” and nodded. But he knew she wast!
ing the things that he told of. to
What she was seeing was the earth down there m'xhe int
brown in the springtime as it would be when he d e
and the light green on the trees—and the little bugs indts
and on the other side of the springtime, the summes lﬂf
them. The mouatain was Whit's, o
But she would go round and look atit.... ., E
She picked her way carefully, choosing to g0 lﬂ.‘vm’ s
prints in the deep, fluffy snow. When he stepped aside "
still, she lifted her eyes to the mountain—and she 5% X{; :
. and clearly as it rose gray in the sunlight, gray . Where i
were, with patches of white, and then the solid and #wi
rock of the 1op. e
To herself, she said hurriedly, “This is his moust? s
sthen its grearness assailed her and in the rush of her fee? g
“couldn'c fimuc her thoughts. Tt was far away from her, L¥8%
off in the distance! ... and yet it came close. I was e Sﬂ_t
had that could do that to the distance—make the &5 p
nothing right when she could see it was there. Bof e
could do the same thing—and not because of its 57
when she looked at 1t 0o long without looking 3. .
Whit loved this mountain, And back in the days on{:ﬂs.\
Whit had gone forward happily toward the roas of the
‘Whit loved this mountain But she didn’t Iaw,: ir. e }
She looked at it steadfastly as in the sunlight “,ﬁ”. p
could see. ... . The threat of it was real to her. She dida't .
know what the threat was, She faced it squarely 2 M0
found it too big for her to feel anger or bitesness:
“ . 'Then she tutned away ant
Whit had stood hesitant, waiting fo se¢. And 00% ,;aﬂ;
him that she undesstood. He thoughr that ?’32 'h'“,m "
she didn’t say anything. Ske had stood this first -
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Enin's ull presence . . and she had been lifted to wonder
hstas e bad himsel,

2 put her hand through his arm, and he was glad of it.

they came round the house, she felt the strength of his
J25be walked at her side. The sun was warm on ber face
7 500d by the door—and together looked down to whee
k felds would be green. This was their place. This was
beh for her. Let them make it to grow—hete in this place
in front of them—she and Whit and the child chac would
Jor them in. the spring. ‘That was all that she wanted. That
ll that she asked for.
%25 good that the door of the house opened south ©© the sufl.
it was in that direction that Ketdleford lay, but that didn't
2 she wasn't troubled so often by Ketdeford now- Nor
4 Kettleford come here, because thete was 00 ‘much of dis-
€ that ly in becween—o, yes, too many days, and 3 great
of distance, Joe coutdn’s come here, she didn’® mind Joe—
s far away now, d
They went into the house where the fire was working - - - :mt
wisa little surprised when she found that she wanted to €3t

4

the days She
l MELISSA WAS the one who kept €0t oin Wi th sy

H tesom to The days remained fxed ¢0d she TG O oy
gh them, She added the days into weeks 2% K0 pay
0y she'd done with . . . and she knew ROV many

¢2d between her and her ume e told
Whit, on the other hand, watched the winter g;:i;l"mi“ "
Eits progress by the sun creepidg north, by the by the frost in
oldin the night yet the sun warmex 2t noon!]ll::-t D
¢ tree that made the maples like 108 ot r‘, Fhe deer *
¢ watched the wax of the mooR and its w::\;s Eot an

stded but had begun to be poorty. THER T e |
ed og a night when the wind eame
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mountain, the wolves would make as much racker 26 2§
poorwills in the summer, These were the nights when £
were the thickese, and when the noise of the ice oathe
the loudest. At the full of the moom, the moon Jod
smaller when it got up into the sky than it did in e
But it gave out a great light! Three nights ina ro¥ heb
it so bright that a man could pluck a hair from bis head 25 ;
it up in the moonlight and see it. And right in frontof X
where the snow was tracked down, a step made 2 S00%
squawk of an axle. 5
He said to Melissa one night, “What do you ﬁg‘“’,‘; 4
now?—the third week in the month? I ain't reckoned &
“We lack a day of it. Tomorzow 15 Sundsy.” e
“Yes, that's aboue right. From the feel of the aif,
thaw comin’ soon. And after that saow. Been too <ol @
lately.” ’zhﬁ"
“There ain't na place without it that I can s¢¢ from ¢ ¢
yard.” o
% “Next month it'll snow, That's the time whea we g%
fuary's the snow month—February and March.” !
She spread her hands to the fire.
“You aint cold,” he asked, “are you?”
“No, I ain't cold. But the fire feels good.”
“Yes.”

“Match is close on 10 springtime,” Melissa suggﬁf‘d'

“Well, it’s part of the winter.”

“But there'll be signs of spring then, vl
March,” e ¥

“Oh, yes, there'll be signs of jt--same as you €32 oosd
the autumn in August And then all through the m";h’i’f .
feel winter come on. But spring, now, is d.d!exen'r, d(‘t' e
signs of spring thick all around you. But it wort m'mv fe
ference: it'll still be the wineer. Bug when it sprind ;
tell you, you'll know it” o 57

He'd been whirtling a spoon, an

hen W€ 5‘“‘:

4 now he sésied b
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g s otk up to the light of the fire to sec how it was
’Ei,sﬁf ain't a bad spoon,” he said, "ot "rwon’t be when

rlisa said somerhing—but she didn't know what it was.

here came a morning when it was sanny and warm there
A i’? from the roof and the sound of snow melting every-
It rom the drip ot the eaves to the rush of the broak- Me-
istened the skins up away from the doorway; it was
Jret outside than icavas in the house.
Thit was chopping this motning down below 1 the jnterval.
1 heAumt up for his dinner an hour o O before noon be
attying his leather shire flung over his shoulder and his
zsh'ft was datkened with sweac from his neck to his belt.
€ 2id to her husband, "You'd best take that shist off and
[P sense it out. The other one’s dry for you.”
tnodded, and did as she told him—drying himself by the
#nd then he put on the dry shirt. “That feels precty £009, he
"You gir't got to wash that one. I'll just wrag it ¢ and
Bitup here”
 They Tasc a lot longer,” she said, and she
“;de to a bucket of snow water that she’

ook the wet shirt
d caught from the

 Whit was easing his back 1o front of the fire, and ’“"ng,:“
in the gloom of the cabin He had put in 2 5 ey
|2 minuce or two he'd be past thus st weariness, and ready
2t He could eat now if he had to, but bis mouth WO 3 "y re
d his stomach still tightened from four houss WOt
e the stooh swith s foos from che heerth COREL 0 Mo e
o0t of the fire, and sat down with tus back to the heat,
f{d ;n his hands. He suil had in front f,i o,
il of the cut he'd been making in (he S 4: two pretty
1€d been felling all moming‘%hﬂc being 70 ."":‘::; e

ait hemlocks and a white oak tree Of SO big ted to
wk that had taken the time. He had been 1P

2
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aod just let it stay there. Bur now thar he had it dow,
glad that he'd tackled it. - . "
He seemed 1o feel for some reason as though he were Y
as though he'd like to lie dowa. . .. ¥
Melissa had called him—"Whit! Whit, come ozt berd
and he scrambled out through the doorway and stwod
in the sunlight without any idea of what could have happg
“Sh, shsh!” she said. “Hush—" o
Whit held his breath. He couldn’t imagine what it 05
been that she'd heard—bur he didn’t ask. -
“A man hollered, I heard him—" . "
Whit didn't believe it. It had happened to him wheat
aldne 1n the woods. Oftentimes he had never found out
was. He said nothing and listened. . . .
“Hello!"~they heard it together. 2l
For an instant, What stood perfectly still. Then he fv\“ﬂ
Melissa. "That's Jonas,” he said. But he could se¢ she vifu
«+ the stare 1¢ had given her. "He sud he'd be ovet
nit raised his head toward the woods and called bick s
7 guess I'd betcer go meet him,” he said to Meliss- ;
about the same track that we come in on"—and he 0%
heavy lope down through the saow t
Melissa was trembling She didn’t know why- Now et
knew it was Jonas she oughe to be glad. It was ‘:‘h’.‘hdm
wished for a good many umes—and stronger than v
But now that someone was here—or would be in4 ﬂ’l‘i"‘}( e
was startled and frightened. She wished Whit h.adn t ‘,U,“SL‘
and she almost called afrer him. She watched him 82 E‘ sl
off into the woods. And then very suddenly, a5 % cd‘in e
peared, joy seemed o spring up in her, and she hur“<guld o
house. They were going to have company! Sbe : ad o8
people tatkiog. There would be talking apd Taughiog, s o4
from outside. She knew Jonas’s voice as it had 'b«:
house, and it would be the same here in the abxl?. a
look the same, too. What muse she 5’0’00“‘—“’3"‘ =
ready? What would Whit want for himsf o




THE RIVER 203

' sb;-;‘"' d Whit would be proud of? He would want to eat,
1;‘ 1t was the first thing. Oh, she was happy!
nz;: %“‘ on the fire she had encugh stew ready 10 feed both
e ut now they had company she couldn’t be saviog and
2 some fumps of fa¢ to it and put in some more salt.
were four dumplings in it—and she knew Whit could
Lt she h“hc had no Tndian fine enough to make any more.
i srself did the ladling from the por into the bowls,
: Bhi't notice that she didn't take any herself.

3

:L;vm the freshness of Jonas's coming could make either
o (hwhm they sat down to eat. They sat on stools o erther
P the e fre, and Melissa, her back to them, filled the bowls
¢ gve Whics bovi o Jonas and ber o B0}
lissa i,,di"h 200d to each other, the two men fell o eaciog:
s moved from the fire; she stood by and watched: She
| widmn for cach man, but Jonas didn't use his-—not did he
fe s fingets as 2 good many men would. He used hus owr;
'mhu lqng as there was anything solid to speat with it, an<
21 sised the bowl o bis lips He wiped bis ‘beard and his

whe on the back of his hand and said that that ¥3° the
b 3t6w that he'd ever ear; he spoke 1o Whit- “Y out WOMans
nw'&- s a pretty good feeder.”

it was both pleased and proud He saic, =)
5450 dossyourn,for thas e, if £ recolect

elissa asked Jonas if he wouldn't have more ke
B";: J;“:; Before they had started had 1ooked ;’mo the pots

@ couldr's eat any more 1f she was o P2y B .
bt when he'd T ol sretched out on the flo0% and Me

ate her diner while Jonas reporeed 4 pap-
Jonas said there wasn't ajgxea( et 1o telt not ek bad e
#d in the month—or more it Was, now, b fny s 1O
gWhu s0d Melissa had lefe, There hada's been 20 fed s S the
speak of. He'd helped Dan'l Beede 1O butches :h‘;'d Faled it
{otbache hiroself, but he was aver it now: BEL e h
Torhim, It had cose him soroeching foF brandys i

d, “She does pretty
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do it becanse rum wouldn't take hold on him enough 1o
tooth hauled. He asked Melissa if she'd ever hanled a1

‘Whit, and she said no—rather proudly—not anyyet.

X There was a litlle pause there, and Jonas said, wcﬂ,h‘!
nine left himself—he thought that was betcer than moﬂ?
And they agreed that 1t was. )

Whit said, “You an'c heard of nobody comin’ i8 heté
_ seule?” ]
“Not right away, no, Whit. Of course, there’s somé ke

They say down ¢’ Gilmantgn—or so I hear, anyhow—that £

a g.ood‘many have got it 1n mund.” ]
.:Thls 2 good time for oxen 'fore the snow is 100 deep™
‘Yes, you c'n ger a team through the woods 0¥ i P
good shape.” -
“Ididn’t kaow but you might heard of someone”
"No,” said Jonas, "I hain's. Mark Jewell ¢ Sandwich, 1K
.he's chinkin' of 1t T shoulda's wonder bur sometime 4
~'s a good man.”
# § " The young one, you mean.”
5 "Yes. Him 'n his brother’s both of ‘em all sight. You coold
ask for anyone berter.”
"Mark Jewell an't married,” Melissa put in.
'His brother ain’t either. Still, they C'n fix that,
round to it,”

_"Fm all right now,” Whit explained practically, “felfiog *
limbing, I ¢'n do all nght slone. You take Jatez 0% <horg
when I'm ready o burn, I could use someooe 1© belp
then I"could help him. It'l] be another year, anyhow, fore 157
team. .

“You take any fur so far?" Jonas inquired. :
“No, not to speak of. For the traps I got out, T ai® dout ©@
. bad. I gota fisher that's an awful nice pelt. I'd kike you 105 :
it's up there on the rafter. Bue I don' get the time that 14 ke
trap, Two days a week s "bout the most I ¢nda”,
*You stick to your cleatin’,” Jonas adv
any fun in it like there is into trappin’, ané %

o i

time they &
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it e cuick ook
s (;E“‘ 1 quick goin''n comin’, “T'won’t be very long
hrokar h:?‘ mp};ed out—same s "tis now on beaver—'n
N fle got? 'If T'd started at your age to work with
’ ﬁn'tudsp::; gun, 'd be betrer off.”
"Wfbfstvmi;h;[a'x any,” Whit defended himself. “Two
Home oy o e T've run my line. Wood takes up anather,
Nty in. Two days of clearin’, and figure 0n¢ for
s s about how it goes—woulda't you s3fs

re—thars aboieie”
Yoice sor
0 e mm,:“h‘::s‘;:iea&nash“ e wncsy She dido’e
£5¢ was certain that Whit h:dff: oug :d of her tll’a\‘v’mg. And
ight slong every day, it j nonced it. Probebly seeing
ouas rarned ay, it just hada'e struck Whit.
the fire thi 0 her. “And what you been down’? Sextin’ here
e ki o Recdeford? Nou if Know you!”
e g ose work ' 1 do” Whic answered for ber. "She’s
i whole ¢cabin so" L
rispet of wind Cm‘b: SS s there ain’t ope drop of watet orku
¢ berter "n | get through the walls anywhere She cooks
Fough ¢4 4 f) ever eat in my life, and she scrapes 2 skia clean
frish o & fly wouldo't Jight on it Theee prit o MOBEE
m;&“’“‘,ﬂ yer—and an awful nice shist, 1 hink that’s
e —with winter, you might say, ROt more 'n half don¢
"I don't beli .
mR::f.th“C that my worman has don® any betet Jonas
ited "—not a gre” deal”
§xlxl| ﬁ:};‘s’ said nothing.
“Jibody been by here” Jorss inquired. N
onas hit znswered cheerfully, "W ain't seed 2 soul” b
't ""’: mystified. He'd never seett her so quiet Ant‘l J:rvs,zy
oo
ok poorly—except around her €yeS maybe ¢ T
o did when they e in the family w37 Well, b dﬁa‘i
£ until ater. But he knew be couldn'c g0 BO™® mx‘:}:ewou f
‘5,: it unless he coutd tell her the €ause !! ’_‘:’ o 8
wha tefl him that that wasa't it, and &% exp mher ©
hat it was. But if he brought #¢ explanation for
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of, she'd fret from now until April wondering what had
wiong. TN
Jonas and Whit had a good afternoon. They weat 00t o8
pond and built up a fire, chopped a hole in the ice, and"";'
for pickerel. Whit went off pretty soon to look at tv0 m};ﬁ .
a snate he had set on the other side of the pond. But be ;:
them all empty. When he came back, Jonas had 2 grest P
stretched out on the sce that was as big as the leg afz calf o
, he gota jaw on him!” Jonas sard proudly. “The siz¢ of 2
~or pretty neat, anyhow.” *
‘They got three more in two hours of fishing, moughmb
big as the first one. While they were fishing they would 5P
and on of what a fine feed they would have to their sUPP',’"J,
On the way home, Jonas remarked, “Your womat l;”m;
. theze not bewn’ no one to talk to?—no neighbor womaf
ou might say?” :
Y "Nn,g I don}:t think ir. She hadn't ought to I 2in't b““ﬁf
-me a whole night since we come.”
;}"You're lucky she don’t "
¥ "Why? What made you think of 1t?"
“Nothin', I only wondered.”
“She ain’t complatned any.” 3 I
"My woman would. Why, even with that gitlto ﬂ{ i
Beede brought with him—Mary Wells, the one works £ P
she wan't contenc. I says, ‘Ida, what ails you? You got0o° =
to talk 0. ‘I know 1, she says, ‘but we need anothef ’
about.” " L.
Whit couldn't see whar was funny abour it. .

ot

oy
Jonas concluded, on the path home the next motal di y

'd been mistaken—that che gicl was all right, This ¥&7 1\
lc]}emnc: that he'd had to think on jt—Whic had comew‘;’;“;"“2
as far a5 the town line—and as Jonas recollected lzs‘:i =“m;lw
how she had sung for them, how sl.w had enjoy! e
that he'd said, how she'd joined him in laughing, ;:d Db
even utged him to daoce 2 jig for her—which he
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bady, st that—and how she'd been the one who had wamed'
of them to sit through the nighe and not go to bed
25 concluded tha she mruss be all rightl—be'd had 2 good
be was certzin of that,
¢ old 1da Moore thar he'd found them bach well, of the
2tl be'd tzken, and thar Whit was coming on with his
2ring, He s2id Whit had taken 2 fisher and the pelt was 2
ine coe. He s2id dhat last night they all three had been mersy
asgite of bis being as dry as he'd ever been in his tiet—and
he h.ad danced for them.
}?‘, wife said, "I'm sozry I missed it. Listen to e, Jonas: you
7t think there's any need that I should go in there £0 S¢¢ her?
Nol” Jonas said heartily. “They'se doin’ ail right”

_ FOR'TWO of three days afcer Jonas had :ecn x\}:’:o’:;

twas repeatedly troubled by what Jonss had smd (i eome

oman mind it, there bein no one ¢ talk 02"+ - 2%

ound to ehinking that magbe she might.

: f:le finally decided thar he'd ask her abmiz ‘1\:: .

Atrer eating his breakfast in absolute st

CYing 10 think what to say, he stood in the 400TY:
shand, with no excuse left for not gOINE offh:d 2 oaas sske d

spoke withoue hearing the words it s Do Jou?
0e if you ever get lonely. I told him 1 didn’t ¢
be asked -

because he was
his sx it

; et
and he curned 10 100k at I

She didn't answer him msmm\y‘, & e foe

She was kneeling down, busy in fron et
“No," she said strongly. ) - an o
it st A

the day’s work that lay right shead. b one, and d

chopping, he found he'd forgotren his "}"( here it WS -

bick to she house for it—he knew v:\s T ceping

when he came in the door, Meliss? e hn'c phety

- She 1ol him two or three 61 sh
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matter, And when Whit said thar she must know, ot}
wouldn't be ctying—all she could do was to say "Go 13
Uncertain and troubled, after 2 minute, he went.
He'd forgotten his whetstone again, and had to work sl
morning with a very dull ax. '
He supposed that when he went up for his dinner, they ¥
statt in again just where they'd left off. »
But not 2 bit of it. She was as sunny and chipper a5 hedd
seen her.
Whit was more troubled than he'd been before. i
He made up his mind in the nighe, and next mosi®s
told her he was going to Sandwich He said he'd be pack i
evening, and would she be all right?
Melissa said, surely—for him to stay the night if f\t W“L"
Whit hadn't dreamed of staying the night. He said 0 }
be back. )
“He made a pack of his fur, including the fishes, and B¢ W“;
= on his way when t¢ began to get Light. After thit be3e
gﬁ He could trave] on snowshoes, and he found the _sna‘viﬁ
He was at Beede's in just under three hours, His shitt ¥
through, but hes wind was sull good. o il
Beede was home, which was lucky, and he and Whit 1%
It took them cwo hous. But Beede was fair, and i8 SPK);«
things being higher in Sandwich than they would bavé
dowa the tiver 1n Kettleford, Whit did about as well e ;:“
would have done there. Caprain Butler would probably
been a little more liberal when 1t came to something 10 bm!k 5
that was more than made up for by Beede’s not chmmjﬂJ
Beede, of course, saved the cost of the rum that he gene®® t
to pour into a trapper. Taking it all ia all, both the'mz“;;
and Beede—were pretty well pleased; they felt theyd €% 0
Whis lefc his stuff there ar Beede's and went dowd © 7
Mootes'.

L

wel

a
Jonas was off somewhert—as Whit had ﬁg:x: ! Mﬂ‘i
—bur he dido’t mind (E:(: he'd come to see” ..
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it st down at i rable and answered her questions while
Xbim 2 dish of boiled cabbage and posk. Yes, Melissa was
Yes,she Lked the house all right. Yes, they'd had a pretty
Justey the day they went in. She'd got a little mite tir
24 iken 06 harm from it—she was really mote FUSE
c.:’:‘ ou might think. No, he wasn't away a great deal of

’kxf:his dinner befote bhim.
it what sbour water? Does she have far to fug 12"
ly up from the brook.”
8 0t 2 yoke, have you?”
e Ioain't far”
Ydf)n't You see if she wouldn't let you lug i€?”
Mhadm thought of i, Yes, T could do that.” sl
Yot women do it and never come ta no harm by it St
bt ber frt and—wel, 1 dow't know, Whir—she sin'e 20
?fl“l big woman ’
Thang in the wood i
Oh, T ainct Blamin’ you! And maybe I'm fW“s“’f(::l; on
datdo ber no g00d 1o fall down—-not with £V buc
?:;Edlfﬂu of in the woods.”
lug the water, You can depend on it” . .
He hadu't tasted his dinner. BuF;e Mss Moote dida’t :ﬁ;ceums
= uld s thac whatever b had on bis mind, he ¥ 1
A A wyg—welh
w}ﬂtl can't figure out,” Wt confessed suddc:\y‘houl 4 you
" ain't awful steady, 1f you know what 1 IES0 .
0% what that comes from? 1 come here t0 2% ‘/n o her feet’,
“How do you mean she ain't steady? YO8 O eeady WKET
“No, 1 don't mean that way T mean she “‘:“: you of tln‘s(
e looked up at her, “Maybe 1 oughta' (€ 15 3,e1p bet:
a

I thoughe you might know of some ¥ y 1

sk hee, but she don't want 10 let on end.”
"All right. What is 2" o purhe ,,;m;c )"
ell—" It was difficult for hm:‘b Jou ke 1 A

Lay she.ajn’e sready, 1 mean—W¢
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come on her crying, and she sent me away. A Jittle whﬂf?“
come back up to dinner, and she was as cheerful a3—5el
was more cheesful than what I generally be.” <
“1 shoulda’c wonder,” Mrs. Moore said. “What had st
off cryin?” .
“Not a thing I could see. Alf that had happened Wi .m
to wondsia’ if she could be lonely, 'n so I had asked, 2t b
said 0. So then I went off to my choppin’, and when [ com
for my whetstone—well, there she was at it.”
“Ayuh. Well—?" .
“Ididn't like that. Buc I couldn’t do nothin’: she sent ¢ 8%
When I come up for my dinner, like I say, she was mef]-
was almost too merry, if you know what I mean. Anq that’
worse than before. I got uneasy.”
_ “You don't mean that you figured someone had put 47
onto her?” o
" "N, it ain't frbe thar. And that woulda'e be likely—s¢*5
» strong a head.” :
"Well, what dsd you figure?”
“Well, iz seemed more to me like she wan't rsgh# in bef
Mrs. Moore had restrained herself as long as she €00 ,
“Sar'n she ain'e!” she said. “They never are.” She smod“:;
her hands on her hips and her feer wide on the h?"hjsh
«“And sart'n she's lonely! You'd ought to know that! .A:‘,ﬁ
added, half muteering, “You eat your dinner, while 1 chinl
10 do.” .
Whit couldnt eat. . ., L htﬂ;'
Ms, Moore thought in silence. “I ain't goin’ t £01% 'n
she said when she'd decrded. “1 ain'e goin’ in because it3 pe
you two. You c'n swing ic all right, think—though I ":t‘, P
for her. But you bear in mind now, and don't you [argt:ﬂ o
sin't sight in her head, and she’s Jonely, to boot. I'b‘;,’ o
against nacure if it wasn't so. Oh, ¥ don't mean dhat $ A
Al T mean is, she’s differenc—from what she’s MYou et
from what shell be again. You treat her ‘ao(ordmi e 10
stand, do you? As fot the loncliness, she’ll gft ov "

hese
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| n:}??g::%%;“‘u Her time is in May, The last couple of
Beis the morse Lo s feel better than what she does 2%, Right
W¥hit had su, t. I'm comin’ in there the first day of May.”
matter. pposéd that he would decide that—but that was
s
Fx ;;?:h‘;“ W'f'h your dinner—you ain’t et a bite. I'm goin”
i whether :gsl«km.y““ ¢ take in to her. You're goin’ ¢ tske
Whit xack’ly du ike it ot not.”
aste Mcﬂlhe dmnef‘ Along toward the end of it, it began
nk of 1t siny c:‘a’ reminded that it was a long ume, come (0
s, M:m;: ; d had any green stuf. It tasted real gooc,
ked 2 2wy ad the bundle tied up when hed Gnished. It
1dea whay hard t0 catry as he'd expected 1t would, He hadn’t
rioviatshe could have put in it and he repasded it glumly.
usted apart and felf into the snow, he'd know what it
M"‘Yhow.
r:e:vf‘.‘g"” told him that he had 2 long joarney, a0d be
£ sole ith her, He housted the bundle gingecly up 10 BiS shoul-
I:{: wmnly thanked her, and bade her good-by i
e 500¢ out the doorway, whea she cafled after him:

e

;.?[(“m?" he said, turning . . .

e Ot vice in 8 week you coul

‘ W}:“' 1 don’t suppose it would do an
it fald he would try.

1d think of something 1
y harm.”

Beede stood

Beede's
et oqith white

w:;:ﬁ!sed up her bundle more secust
come s That is one trouble,” Beede sud,

men,” .

The heaviest thing that he'd £0 e was thirty
l:of“‘s“d’ of ground meal. But that woul e
a d‘Y'Pmmd linen sack, and he put half e meal in &

% hung the sack round his neck. Ourside the d00T
20 bis snowshioes, Beede sextled the pack for Fir™,

atdie on eop with two cards Jeadicy
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in his hiand, Whit thaoked him and said, well, e, ™
ready. X
“It's  good thing,” Beede remarked, “that you aia’t fﬂ ©
“No, it ain't awful far, and the footing is good.”
“You got a hundredweight on you, I should think, exsy]
far do you figure it is to your place?”
“Not above fourteen mile.” -
“"Well, good luck to you, anphow—wait now, hold s}
an idea” .
. Whit turned his head carefully. “Well, I hope it dost®
much.”
Beede ignored this. "You ain't got a dog in there, ha s
—1 mean in to your place.”
“No,” Whie agreedl.; “Larn't used & dog lately. 1 wsed ok
one, though, when I was a boy.” .
“Listen,” sad Beede, “I gor a bitch puppy. She's wﬂqfd‘
she's rugged, and she'll make a good dog, Her motf$%
. and the dog that stood up o her used to be the l*;‘ )
.+ there was anywhere round. Nor this puppy 1 speak of ¥
he Iast of the litter. You wasc'll you see hec—" He distp®
- round the house. .
Whit stood there helpless. It was an hour past n00nt=* "
had a hundred pounds on him or berter than that, a5 foun
miles to go yet, Beede would claim that the fool o8 ‘a,
follow—and Whit supposed the dog might, once they W';’ &
of the house. Well, that didn't matter: he bad nothiog 1
he could trade for a dog e
He heard Beede coming . .. and in the crook of bis 2% .
had a fat puppy~—say, fourteen inches long. The ppP !
wriggling and jumping. .
“This,” said Beede, "'s a present.” per.
“That’s kind of you, surely, And I wish I could ﬂkf :
1 dox’t think she could travel real good in this s00%- .,
“She don’t weigh nothin’—Here, you, bold :inlllJn;!:‘; e
could train her next autume,” Beede went on, S’hﬂC'S i b""’{
before spring. She's got altkinds of blood in her. &y
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o4 20d sever and some collre dog, roo. It's the collie dog
A4 thatll give ber her brains. They're awful knowin', collyd
sar

Thit said, "Yes, s0 they be

Luould expece that she'd be 2 still-hunter, but you can't telt
e unti] you've had her out. If she has got a voice, it ought
;:!.m‘ nice one, She's got enough hound in her to make sure

A

Tou sty omghun' 1o give her away, sit. And the way Tm
Aaoy Lain't got nothinr to trade.”
You ain't got 10 rade. And what I give away, I'll more than
€0 you get ready to breed her, you bring her to me.
Put 1y dog 1o her, and take two of the pups. You can have
!d}ok:‘ and then Il take the next two, You couldnt ask for
g fairer than that”
But 1 aig’e 8Ot 0o way to carry her! You can se¢ that! Thc1
1o loaded now—why, even my pockets—the only place
4 put her would be in the seat of my breeches!” A
et was holding his finger for the puppy 10 Chew:
27 be company, 1 should thuak, for yous womsar’ .,
Give her to me,” said Whit, “L'li put het inside of my stiF

K bad been dark for an hout when Whit hniled the howss

o0 sbout sunset he'd called Beede some things Ih.“()\:]"‘e

Serheard any man call another before. But fur the Lt cOPE
ours, he'd been 100 tired to thnk Three tumes he b

1
b fact thar he werght of the meal sack hl bured WAL,
the snow had been the lease of his woes, He hiud AN e
S®rists trying to keep from squashing the puppy

¢ puPPY
dite 3 enick, too, to get started again. Bue he sll n,.\(\‘:hu ‘:..:sn A
ide of his share, and he was certain, moreavet. 1 _
I e PR
Melissa answered his hail—so he knew -hr.‘w‘l ¢ dooT:
d then the light from the fire came out «hrmlh‘ (‘m nd

He plodded on slowly to the-door of his ‘l“:l»e"'
e of them spoke until he was there, Ve cane !
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back against the wall of the house, and his breathing ¥
forhmm.,.

“You ain't burt, are you, Whit?"” -
“No, I'm all right . . . I'm just kind of winded. 1¢
pretty good load.” B

“You surely did.”

He reached in his shirt. “Dan’l Beede, God bless his sk
you a present,” he said,

But by the time he'd eaten his supper, be had to ad®
it all bad been worth it. He'd never seen anyone $0 &
pleased, ¢

'
.

L
16 FOR FOUR ot five weeks, nothing very much happet
‘The snow was up to the roof round back of the housé, ;'»:
" front where the sun got 2 crack ar 1, it came prety ¥ d
, *he side of the house. The furthest Melissa could g0 frond
- 1was down to the brook in the path Whit had troddes
#he was going for water. Whit had made her some 500 e
not very good ones—but when once she had fallen it o
snow with them on, and he'd pulled her upright, boh sbtw
Whit were content ro ler them hang the rese of the vn:ﬂ:f b
peg on the wall. “If anything should happen ro you = .
sured Whit, “I could get out fo Poole’s mf them. 1 shoﬂld,d:
that I could.” And they tried to believe this. Although Whit }
to himself that he guessed that a beteer plan was t0 17 ""‘fﬁ!
anything happen co him. He never had seen anyos¢ 1535.";(
o snowshoes; he couldn’t quite understand it. Meliss hact
been down 1o the pond, she didn’t know what it Joo)fgd bke |
"The dog was the one that had the worst trouble in ”;::’ -
new-fallen, Jight snow, she'd go clean out of stsh"b:“.
funny to watch. Whit had suggested that they mame et
aifer” after Miss Jennifer Gowan, “Becanse 1 always td‘ o bt
And I wouldn't say tbat she'd ever had anything call ‘;}.5{
would you?—nor is likely to, now. At Jeast not any bumi#®>
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i

bt e dog "Jen =

imt,::dﬁigizo:;:‘d’f‘”mé it ofcen, 'Jen becamne the

They juse called her Je ey forgot why they d called the dog

w35 0o one to ask th  now because that was her name.

lissa was Jess and | em why they called the dog that.

od many thin sne ess foncly, though, Of course, she missed
1used 1o bﬁo,ge (h:m when she was busy that fhe’d always
« with, for one chi y came here. She xpnssed having things t©©
ditchea at Ketl f“‘g- She had hiad eighe different knives i
&able to choo: eford; here she had only one. And she missed
1200 part Sef“’hﬁl she would eat The only choice she had
ate, she ate of the time, was whether to €at Of 1OY eat: if
Thit kept cherm &
ahed l;ﬁrnen} i meat without any trouble, and 60% and
e of far meg in & mess of fish from the pond. They wete
tlsid by eno thougheWhut hankered for si—and she sell
Tt oot fat 10 ‘malke soap. Buc they got along And
{pedno sickoess acll. Wis o D self an the foor with BS

2 differ lean as a whistle, and was well in @ week. Heused

b ocent chams on it t0 e told e, and one th5¢

ich ch eep to hithself. There was 00 %2y of relling, of course:

atm took 2 hold, but one of chem mUst have, from the

J the cut bealed. ’
was In the firse week in March, and the wsotet unbrokens
i olag down 1o the B ok feer wates, e S G0 the
thin 2 moose, It had crossed the path withovt P:msmg—;
iy a couple of rods of the ‘house—and BOR¢ on €asy ':"l‘z
& 5?3"‘)’ ito he woods Tt was headinB B heascesly. TH
& didle Lok to be ev0 houss old en
s statted to run up to the hous® after hus IS0 T
. klscovex:d that he stll had the yoke on 32 (fhc t:*}'; .
a ets. So he went down to the Prook again & :ler -

t when he got back o the DOV 1 ad spilied 2 2%, S 1
+“He may be sight ke i o sud © M bope b
rant o kil hien righe close t0 the house, 0 TN oot .
im oo far, There's a power oL BT ot 16 he's 1001

i € LY

in b
sfored = shot, 'm goin € ¢ e i back
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house. It may take me some titoe. I may have to lay out.B
be back here tomorrow night, moose ot no moose. Now, |
see—have I got everything with me?” .

“Just that one little blanke?”

“Yes. Now don't talk to me—"

She held his gun for him while he tied on his snowshos
watched him go swinging off into the woods. She knew ther,
not in his mind any thought whatsoever for what was be
him—only whar lay ahead. .

She came back inro the Bouse. It must have been about
o'clock in the morning,

" Late in the evening, when Whit hadn't come back, 8%
down for the night and was determined to slecp. X
All through the evening, she'd been listening fot hi
thinking how he would look as he came in through the &
“ow she was certain that he was far away somewhere. Hf.
her off, probably, than it was to Poole's. But she couldo’ ¢
" v as she lay by the fire . . . and she coulda’t §t
thoughr of that open doorway out of her head. Anythiog ‘,‘d
come in it. It had only skins over ir. Anything could pushi &
aside-—and step 1nto the house. It didn't have to be Whit ¢
would come in the door. A
After an hour of listening to silence, she suddenly got 97 o
put wood on the fire. Then she took up & waistcoat that $¢ .
been working on, and tried to sew on it. But her fingess ¥
cold and she didn't do well, . .
She wenr 1o the door and focked out, There was no 7% P
be seen—it was 2 solid, black might—and she had 10 %37
telling how much of it had gone, ;.
Shf came back to the ﬁxe,g and built it up brighe. The dog ;;:
watching her hopefully for something to eat, and MchsﬂP“h
off a shred from the neasest piece of meat overhead—4?
vallowed it whole. . ”
do%’s:: she took a deep breath, and went back @ bed. THS
was nothing else to do. ‘
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be gotthrough the night all right—and when she 5% by the
w3 alitcle light caming through, she went zeally to sleep-
“wobours ltes she stood in the doorway—and stepped from

¥ay out into the yard, The sun was up 0¥, and every-
8 that she Saw was notably looking just the same &8 ic had
}]s; :‘ﬁLshe bad Jocked a it. Nothing had happened—

. i now no nipht berween her and Whit's coming

}'he day had gone and dusk thickened when she was sure that
beard him—and in a minute o two he came 0u¢ of the
ot He scemed a strange shape and he came of roward het
r{lymhe was laden with meat.
Melisa stood watching him. at
it set the meas down. He was happy and tired—20 e
® Govered with blood. His face and s hands, all dvefokt;l;
“h'ﬂg;—his shoulders were shppery ia 2 thick shme of blooc:
 Balr was stuck in it.
He sid, ] got him"—and she saw the
od on bis feet,
[oid?:m you did, all right. These at

dog bustly Jcking the

e none of Mt your

heat
"No, st that T know of. All T puc 1 wes ¥ You

e shot, dud youd”

“No. ) - d once OfF
No, 1 ain't heard nothic’, not $1A¢ YOU feft. An

vice T have listened, When was it, Woit! o head of

" th

Just sbout noon. Right up bere by the S A in—cleat

5 pond. 1 lay gt night on he north S19€ O T s che crow

¥ay round in back, it must be fifteen males THE % nder bty

s, bue Y covered forty to get there—n0t 3 Y25 ane 10 ©©

Fim sare' ravel, ROV o tried
sartn of that. Them felless € ‘ <hoes-

" S Snow:

5oul" He ot down on one knee 1O oose;;“:.t e it: b€ t00
ot s o Tefe here. Buc 1 974 g snowsho®
Vs Took here 1 can show Yoo 90
be commenced to draw a plas 1% the
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“You'd better come in, Whit. Do you want ¢ Teave thatm
there?” < ‘
“No, you can take it. Look, here’s how it was—"
“I'm Jookn",” T
“Bend down here closer more, so you ¢'n see. A man ‘“4
Bet a moose every day, does he?” :
"No," she agreed with him, "I guess he don't.”
Whit sketched it all out for her there in the snow. He
2 piece of batk for the moose and a twig for himself, andit¥
all as clear there before him in thae square yard of snow 5 irh
been when it was happening. Sometimes it was clearer, W‘
he knew all the time now just where the moose was. \
- Twice Melissa asked questions, but that was toward
ginning—from then on she kept quiet excep for “A)’“lfrl#
Finally, the bark came very close to the twig... o
" "I didn’t think that he'd ever turn around. But he ‘_i‘d"’._
»d. 1 czted for his hearc. And I thought surely Id mised
2w he did run! He ran to about here”—he shifted th‘l,"a
And then as 1t lay there, he broughr up the twig and placed o
top. “I cue his throar,” he said “You should a seen the Bi¥
come!™ -
After 2 moment, he said, his voice uncertain and 555
“That was all there was to 11.” . L b
And then he stood up very suddenly without looking ¥
“T guess I'd betrer wash,” he sard. .

17 e MoRNING that Melissa announced that tht:n "j
now Aptil, Whit said, well, if that was the case, he'd got "’mx'
aeip out. He wanted to ger hus fur out to Beede before :::7!' j
trappess should have raken the edge off of Beede's yary
+ trade. Thete were a score of things—ecasily—that he ‘;,:m o
trade for—and two score for Melissa. They had t:‘dkc_d ;m ot
so often that he had them clearly in mind—and 1“113 e
bring half of them, he'd be doing well. He figurex -
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k E?E:‘zbo“' sixty pounds, but there was a lot of musquash
] R.(hs;t wouldn't bring very much.
‘ (:,, th fsbioned '}Oboggan 10 bring his stuff back, and he
iKlin ,he fext morning—carrying the pack on his back and
: wngod: empty toboggan. There was three foot of snow in
outh most of the way, bur i was beginning to 80, and on
3 bmilde of the ridges, there were a good many base places.
™ md! weze big with snow water, but not yet over their
F, a0d although the maples showed red, there wasn't yet
' %t;m'.h seemed to be that way with everything: for every
ot g coming,tere was sl plency of winter. The beats
e been our, but he didn’t see any $igh, and he won-
L1t Jonas had. He would be glad 1o see Jonas. He would bE
Y se¢ Beede. And he would feel happy when he was on bis

Y home tonight hauling 2 good load of things.
When he got ta Beede's, he found they had ‘aickness, One of
¥t people—a man named Peter Brett—was out (2 the Yard
tng ound ina kind of hal nesseed fashion that WS AEIEhe
boking nor idieness. He old Whit that Beede humself had hac

Bk bisbed. “The fevers ot hold of M ame 53 1
l;d of me. T was took down with it the day befare yesterda?:

it bad, but T knowed what to do You can’t tell um nothin
mpg:“‘ Pﬂsk ‘n set down.” o

wouldn't say that he felc up to tradin”” .
“Tradua'? Hell, nZ! 1 tell you (hep fever's got hold of hxm.h 1:
0t do o tradin’—not for maybe @ Wee could ave i
ubis feet by noontirne tomorraw, if be'd Iisteh 1o me, thoos
Whit said he guessed he'd go down 10 the Moores™
by T, ai's to home—neither one of ‘e 27¢
No2”
“They went down ¢ Gilmantos- Somebody‘d‘ii- or
e, it was. 1 don't know who. 120t acquain® B
“ix's my home. You got a8y peaver’ -
?SVO. not to speak of. Have they 4 ; e both ?im
ho? Jonas Moare? No, ke wmzes e xpectin’

gome kin!
nd the!

 Ber did, Your woman well? I heard
4
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“Appeats to be, yes. Well, I guess I'll go home.”

“You might as well. You can’t do nothin® here.” )

‘Whit hung his pack up in Beede’s big woodshed. It w2
from hedgehogs and rats, but you couldn’s tell about fire. Hes
stowed the toboggan where it would be out of the way. He'
about to leave, then, when Nate Beede came up—he %5
oldest one of the boys, he was about seventeen. Nate pror’}
tock charge of things—and Brett shrugged his shoulders
drifred away, PR

Nate shifted the pack to a slightly different locatio®
urged Whit to come in and eat dinner—or to have some 1
the least. v,
- But Whit said he'd already eaten, and he guessed he'd bet
80 back, N [

Nate offered to advance him anything that he necded,

nit said, no, he'd be back in the course of a week. AU

=de’s insistence, he did take a peck of potatoes. He ke

‘issa would welcome them. She'd have bee disappoit®
~€'d come home empty-handed, she'd been looking for®s
5o many things.

Before he got home, it seemed Iike a long trip. It
like a long winter. He was more tired before he reached b
than he would have been 1f he'd been dragging 2 load. >

He went back in a week, and he found Beede bettet. Ihfz;
and then traded. Ir went pretry well. Whit got clos¢ 10
quatters of the things that he'd planned on. Then Beede -
some French powder and he got some of that, and he g0t3 ”‘
spade with 2 good iron strap to it. And he slmost 0t )
but Beede wanted too much. A good many things th:rh o
had figured on, Beede didn't have there. But he sent !“
needles and 2 half pound of tea, and Whit bought hrr;ﬁ]l
kerchief to put over her head that was about 2 yard sqi
a5 brave as could be. It had colors wotked indt. !

He saw the Moores, too, and Mrs. Moore said again

i v
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ghﬁﬂ there the first day of May, And she sent Melissa a
e A

&
Sohe time he had all his purchases fixed on the toboggan, it
¢t more of 2 Joad than he'd thought it would be. But he
r;nke anything off—and once he got the thing going, 1t
tlong pretty well, Where the going was level, it gave i
muble. But when he tried to stant up a hill it wouldn't erack
bt bim, but would fall away to the side. Coming dowahil
.beknel on the back of it and he got 2 great nde—whoop
130d shouting, it made him feel pretty good-
bths well on to midnighe by the time he got 0 the bouss
a&]“sa put o0 the handkerchief, and boiled them some {€%
! they had 1 feed, and were merry. d,
+10d then even though it was late and Whit was dog-tiecs
ngm 10 sce every single thing he'd brought back
Vbt showed them all to her, one thing at 3 LS
¢ some more, and they went to bed.
Ounde it was raining.
‘d!.ry b.ot.h heard the thunder.
7hit $2id: “That ends the winter. T
"ewe'd ought 1 ger spring’—and thea he ¥
But Metissa was wakeful,

And then

on't be 8 greal while
ent to steep-

'8
TRUE To her ward, 1da Moose PUT

e late afrernoon of the first day of May- She had
& According to the reckoning Meliss2 had kepts
m{“ day of April. But none of them argued i

mistake anybody could make. Melissa was 41 . Bur
3¢ everyihing rondy, and Ida Moore UPSEL gigerence.
ther Jonas nor Whit could see 3 € 0 g nis s
However, Jonas said tactfully that he d Wo“{ on the
Mhcther 1ds was right-and hed wond®r®® 7,
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!
had looked in the woods as though it could have beea M
even at noontime, he hadn’t been sure: it hadn'e felt keit
Jonas and Whit were to sleep in the lean-to, these btm‘i
other way in which they could all be disposed. 'I"hns was tlﬂv
agreeable to everyone but Melissa, but when she'd talked i :
with Whit, she had seen there was no other way, A kw‘:«?i
after the Moores had arrived, Jonas and Whit wandered (
there to talk. .
“8he looks pretty good, Whit-—your woman, I me,’f" :
“I don’t know but she does. How long ¢'n you stay?
“Well, I know Ida figures to stay till your womnan s_weU iﬂ
As for me, the ground our 1o my place won't be drl ‘71“’, ‘
seed for another two weeks yer. I could stay for a while—! K
think you conld stand it .
“I guess I could stand ir!” soel
Jonas looked round at him. “Don’t you go to worry-
.righe.”
Oh, yes, I think so.” ¥
“Sartn she will” Jonas spat cheerfully. "You dont
shin'?"
“Trouts? No, I ain’e.” "
They were standing in front of the lean-to, taking ia ¥
sunshine. There was a chill 1a the ar, bur the suashine w25
“Say, look at them dogs, will you?" Jonas remarked
“Jen wants him to play with her. She's 2 great hand
-“What do you call her?”
“Her name is Jen.” .
They watched for a moment. The big dog—old M-‘)": -
annoyed and embarrassed at the way the puppy ";‘ﬂmﬂ
cavorting and yappiog and jumping vp ar s head-
Major lay down and closed his eyes in dusgust, The upeT =
at him shazply . . . and then gave him up, and “m«mt ot
off toward the house—and fell on her face as she ® i

2 .
aﬁz said, “The screams are high yet. But then 1dost

10 pl

iy
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i'lm we could try it, "Twouldnt do any hatm. We might
e e ones out'n the brook.”
o pot any worms?™
£t some in & place that 1 keep 'em to sweeten.
mere rugged, some people claim.”
fxsome in my pocket,” Jonas confessed.

Tt makes

THE VERY next morning while Whit was down g€tting
 B5s Moose come out to the lean-to and shook Jon3s
«."Lock here, now, Jonas! You hear what 1 say?

s id, "How ¢'n T help it?"

el, 14 know, but you generally do. Listen o me;
2 him our'of here.”

s 5id "What?"—and she said it again
';!}f! who out of here? Whit, do you mesn?

Jonas:

,. i has
2“ Jonas sat up. Al right, I ¢'n ury t0 She started in, B

klshnuldﬂ'r wonder, She thinks that she has”
Gorty, you dida' get here no more 'a in e o, 1don’t
T here soon enough, But when things gt gocf business:
b asouad-—hearin her holler,'n all that K17

ke him away”

] Cguldn‘g 1 help you any?”

0, I don't think ie. But don't 80
f:hm, and if I need you, Il fire it
the won't stir a step. He'd think he 008

Ain't that up to him?”
[ “No. T 10ld he just what I was & .
{llbe easier for her if she don’t have ©0 P
"0t burtin' her much”

e 2in't 2 fool, 1da.”
Youdoas say.”
'All right,” Jonas sighed deeply-

ur

<00 far 23T L’“‘l’c‘vyﬁ;,l
ond don'c you ¢ 72
pea'c to 1€3Ve ex.

¢ way-

. o5 15 this ¥

018 Shzczsﬂlo( fim that it

wyhen 20
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“Not before suppertime.” 3

“'Suppertime’ God! I'l have to tie him up to 2 tree)
was standing up now, hitching his breeches up, ﬂﬂd,‘f{“’i
his belt. “S'posia’ I do that—'n s'posin’ he gets suspicion
s'posin’ he comes right out 'n asks me what in helfs goig
What'll  say to him?” .

-+ but Jonas's wife had gone back to the house.

Jonas did as she told him. He got Whit down to the pon
see if the ice had gone out yer, and they found that it had.fi
discovered that he had some pork rind in his pocker, and
skittered for pickerel along by the shote. The wind w2s It
right quarter to hear a shot from the house, and when W'h" :

“a yell hoisted a thirty-inch pickerel forty feet in the ait #°
came flopping down through the branches for Whit 0 p
on, Jonas felt that his problem was probably solved.

But when it got 1o be dinnertime, Whit wanted to g0

house He said he'd told Melissa that he would be bk
*Jonas assured him that, on the other hand, he'd 10
. that they wouldn'c be back. “Ir's worse 10 mmeb:
“when you've told ‘em you won'’t, than not to come back
you've said that you will " A

Whit wasa't convinced. .

“They won't have nothin’ ¢’ ear for you,” Jonas insisted,
they won't take kindly to havin' ¢’ fix somechin’ all of 2 5%
Iknow my woman don't Mosc likely they've et. It'd be clo%
to noon by the time you got up there. You better stay b“'y

Whit said he'd take his fish up with him and fix it h‘”.k

“That's all right for you, but I ain’t got aay fish, You €0
here, *a I'tl help you to eat ir," -

“We didn't bring any salt.”

“I did,” said Jonas, "I got some in my pocker. You maked,
fire 'n we'll have us a feed ”

“I'll leave you the pick’rel.” .

“Why're you goin’?" said Jonas, mmf
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£ex “Because you cer? 0
;?Lm’ilbklupiﬁ Ng:?t your feet wet? You're 2 hell of 2
Frkeup s fire o then I'm goin’ up”™

Tﬂidmdﬂug then I'ra goin’ up”

m:::g: out to the fire before it was blazing. He said,

There’ s

mm: L?’:;[P‘Ck el said Whit, touching the fish with his
i me o clean lf?—'n I'll feave you my gun in
Ehey 1t £ be here without one. 1 4" know why you
o your', but I noticed you didn't. I'm goin’ up.”

3¢ awful pigheaded
mbe Lam” ) ‘
4“:“ i‘:i;" that, you ain't got any manners. Here 1 come
iy xZ:: n };R v make you a visit, 'n then you don't want t
il b ¢ squatted down by the fire and picked up the
¥ ted tus knife on his thigh, and began shtting the
Amg i‘lexg ate better if you clean 'em dry”
SAS LIm gon’ along, You gouny ¢ stay
e T00n? .
m:hlt. what s your reason? Just tell me your reason- 1 won't
£ n:lfmt: with you—if you got any reason "
B ou my reason: 1 said that I'd come "
e Idxcl you tell her?”

e [ went down ¢ get water.”
& e, there you aret Tims 1 said to 1da whle you was (;!so:;ns
b :’W‘K that we wouldn't be back until suppertime An
"0ur wornan, 'y they don't ook for us te COMme: !
"2 take comfort, 11 have ths fellet resdy 4610 ‘;‘“’ :Kyaand
o025 tagging soway at the enrasls, bus they were 1P
--\_s;L . hole daze-
04 didn't tell me you planned € sta¥  out- H1¢

04 52id you wanced ¢ iomf "n see if the ice ‘-‘: ‘éf:: ang wotk. 1
15 noontime—or pretry close to it— h
e go back.”

*“Work'1" Jonas exclaimed-

down here the

hete the ¥

ait’
vert

- k o
ey aime g0L T
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Set down ’n stop fussin’” He tore loase the guts end ioseé
over his shoulder. “You take all the fun out of fishin®

This was a serious charge and Whit considered it s{rlﬂ?ﬂ

Jonas felt Whit was wavering, and sought to give hitid
“What I had in mind,” he said, "was after we'd e5, ©0 uyd
below by the mouth of thar brook. You can't ever tell th”
might get a hold of—by the mouth of a brook where it
into a pond.” He spitted the fish, and put it close t0 chefire.
“Why wouldn’t it be all ight 1f I went up and came
Jonas was caught “Be kind of late, wouldn't it?"
“Best time to fish is the lace afrernoon. Well, Ill &
later—" He turned away from the fire. s

“No, Whit, don't go! Wht, listen o me! Whit—T
reason.”

Whit tutned around. “All night. What is it?” \

“Well—just don’t ask me, It's an awful good reason
JJeave 1t to me.” :

‘Whit came 2 step closer. "What 15 it?” o
+ "Well—they're kind of busy up there. Why don't JoU.

= with me?”

“Busy?" said Whit. “What at are they busy?” ‘

“I couldn’t say, really. Bue 1da let on to me that tbfd.'
goin’ ¢’ be busy c'day—both of ‘em busy, you understan=,
for us to stay clear.”

“First  heard of it. Whyn't you tell me before?”

“Well, she didn't want me to, to tell you the truth. 1
wonder but what 1t mught be that they're cookin” up 9
of surprise, you might say.” .

“What kind of surprise?” .

“Well, 1 &"know exactly whar kind. Ic might be ane 47
it might be the other. Bur they don't want us xu’Jnd ‘h‘,{;'
they got it done. Your woman don't, Whit. That's what 122

€.
i “You ain't makin® game of me?”

“Every last word that I've told you is true.”

Whi:yszarcd 2t him hatd—and Jonas's eyes fell.

. .!‘
!
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Hdortunderstand ix” Whit sai
! p " Whit said.
= 5:5:?7:{“ ;«U by toright.” Jonas was studying ¢
' ’md{;n': e“d‘Whl( draw in his breath—
‘t jous’y hﬂ:n:kf =9 that today is the day?”
: mmtplxds: TOdl.y is what day?” he said into the fire.
itock hold gfcr;” to him, and Jonas didn't dare to look Up-
hlx(“?-'lhq,:) < older man’s shoulder and yanked him up
bar i by you bccy H f’“‘CE was white, "You koow what I mean!
‘{Sbe didn' n keepin’ me?—when I told ber 1d come?”
Fimpy vane you, Whit!
s aside w‘il:h};ilmppcd short of saying it. And he flung
Fieiog backy, d‘hc strengeh that he had—and Jonas went
¥ B Whi:a:g;d‘lzm“gh ;‘he fish and the fire to land sitiing
onas sat st} 't see that,
) v::«:t:]i“ . he heard the fading thud of Whit's
e ooked d e but that he heard the boy sob.
focked downac bi shoulder where bis S was all tor0
iood o w.‘;‘ Whit's fingers were beginning © show—an!
T § Vihout comment.
d<"fl,.nrw%‘;fss Id better go up there.”
Started e kicked the fire apast. He ook up
g va j“s:lp theough the woods. “T could have ©
bodinhis whas would happen,” be sad atoud quiecly
e i s00m, 1 have busted my head”
s 10 cal alking slowly and sorrowfully “He CON° pretty
Jeczuse th, ng me out of my pame. T'm glad be didn'e do thats
e wy aizf,s 2 thing it takes a fight to wash ou®
Twcny you wan to stay friends” e
o dkziyar_ds farther on, he said, T hope chey're il FEL
by s e morerapidly. S ot very much T8 4
| W he say .
0::: sw that Whit, ruaniag, had taken 2 route xh:; :vl::
an 24 nicly a3 e could have el i hamsell LT
e snow patches snd iding e %8 L
ittle in distance ashe possib y}m bis bnli:

it was scared §
s just the proper amouat

he fish and

running,

» He picked up the
Whit's guft
1d 1da that
“1f 1d
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good on something like that, But you try to talk o him, ¢
ty to get him to listen to reason—and you'd be worse off ¥
you finished than when you begun. '
Jonas tried to think of what he himself was about ml
counter when he got up to the house. It was bound‘ 10 be
whatever it was 1f he should live to a hundred, he'd oo
able to make Ida see why be couldn’t have held Whit a!,!h! ¥
That was all she'd asked of him—and he hadn't done it -
He plodded steadily upward, the gun over his lshouldel‘
carrying the pickerel in the other hand by the t2il

.~ .
When Whit came in sight of the house, be had sickened
running. All the fears for Melissa chat he'd known throy
winter had been close ar his heels as he lbored up thioug!
woods. All through the winter he had pushed them batk
$ow. But now he was running, they came on at his back. He
without gaining, he carried them with him. "
The pain of his breathing, the pain in his legs, #¢r®
. 1 In't notice. He saw the cabin ahead—
#” tie had approached from the back of ir, and whea hee
round to the front—
* Melissa stood in the doorway. "
She was a ghost Whit had tme to believe that she W 2E/
Then he saw her face change and she spoke 10 him, ¥
Whit, what's happened? Where's Jonas?” '
She wasn't a ghost. ., He'
Whit tried to speak, but he couldn't say anythifg:
convinced now that she was all right. Nothing had b, |
she looked just the same, anyhow. Nathing had b L
didn’t know why. But she'd tell him fater. “Jonas?
“ and then Ida Moore stood beside her.
Whit got the words out: “Jonas—havih’ his
e pond” o weoul
(h]da Moore had to first stop and realize that Wh,"hvﬂ
have come running if Jonas had drowned. Then, with B

he s

. &
dinner—



THE RIVER 319

k‘i
7, the w
,she was able 1o guess at the truth. She s3id nothing

it turned b

Melissa sr;::gb.;ck' on them, and started 10 g0 round the

ey e L0 follow bim, e Mors. Moore held ber

Wy\;\i: st S happened. It ain’t anythiog bad:
it gor as far as the woods before he was sick.

o Jonas arcived § J
ot 'Ppmedl ;:‘:;d :‘ the dlearing, he saw no one about. Old
Seetched himsc](t - ‘]“ o where he'd been asieep I8 the
tusrer, Jonas richly, and, wagging his tail, camme up ©
xd it 1o makl:“}:- his hand Amund the dog’s muzzle
g woukd's bark L quiet, Thep he let 80— nOWIng
atk until he was told that he might.

oW} N | Xt

;?gelf;ezdhxm, sniffing the fish. sound—snd MeI
e pused theon Jonss hlred and listened -
¥, lstening {‘E“ ‘bewilderment, and from that 0 relsef, and
e ool enough, he acquired s0mE nowiedge of

considered N
Daonideced an fmpulse 0 59 back to che pond:
¢ concluded, was the best thing © do

ny, but

was fun .
ne of chem did-

Al afe

er
e noon Jouas hoped (e heyd see 1t

ack up to supper he found that 00

‘  THE DAY Whi 1d brng °
Tiny it had comised—th3t woul

8 to them—came to (henlz finally, and ¥ was the fscenth
Y“;f May. ¥,
ﬂg',‘g: Whit, as he stood in gront of e Jean-to 8t mt:‘r:_
o8 at gﬁ“ ning—knowing this w23 the day—(\\:rc s 10 4!
220l of any ausempt 1o €7 it. T e
;m:s"“ the spring, There Was in the aif 8 240
. there was the feel and ¢ color Of spring: *
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be now no returning of winter. The trees wese duned
"green, a light green but a suze one, and the sunlight wasye
and hazy and warm in his throat. The spring was now o
clearing and it lay on the hills. "
Well, they had beaten the winter: they were bere £
spring. )
He brought up the water and saw to the wood, ﬂfkvd Me
if she felt all right, and heard her say that she did. !-l: [;
piece of johnnycake 1nto his pocket, “I thought T might]
little ways in the woods.” .
“You ain't comun’ back for your dinner?” o
“I might or I mightn't. But I shouldn's think so. Ill fxit'
Jonas to know where I am.” -
She poked at the fire . . . f
“All tight,” she said. Ll
Whit turned to her. “I—" bue all he knew of if h‘p“”
it he wanted to be alone 1 the woods. He coulds’t 7'
- her, .
She said, “You go ahead, Whit.”
“Well—I guess, then, I will.” He wanted «
couldn’t come at jt,—and he went out the door and
anxious than eyer.to be’awiy from the house. -
TBUERRT De sventes "o and stitred Jonis 157

o thank beg, bt
wis P

Wh. L e
shew 2% 3% %3
Whit E3

convinced no}‘-\

she Jooked just tht = _E\

L .
1y wack )
I’f)’ . |

didn't know why But %,\ ‘%;.‘E;;
. A ‘
and then Ida Moore stooi 3, 5, % . e

Whit got the words our: 3%'-32}; .
"th’ pond.”
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ks o0 gh i
eonagh ;: ;"i “}VI’Y high overhead. The leaves weren't
suahght that ﬁlile:is ade on the ground, they only softened
sow, both b, all of the woods The birds were come
e 8 good mm‘K;nz and small ones. There seemed to him
sof th:m‘bi(;" He knew the names of three or fout
e wasnt a thin, vond that he'd never had occasion € BO.
bie them aboy 8 you could do with a bird, but he was glad
v g ut—they wese pars of the spring.
P various ﬁb%;mmd’ vjhexe his eyes wandered about,
g the most c?f ‘This was the time for them—they were
tees should s}:“'l};;‘f time i the sun before the leaves ot
T’;:Oﬂusfn ﬂower:un off from them. He saw 3 big P
bauld :;?:ng barefoor again—end would i gh along, 10w
Frct—yes sve 2 thing on his feec unti the othet side of the
b on che and ‘the autum, as weli—not uno! there Was
ng and g]:‘m“d~ That was a long tme ahead! This W85 the
i, - here was summet head—and then after that
e There would be no more winter for 2 & many

s all rightt
when

there

atch

e
{c'l:;::d 101 hirm this morping ehat sHE
b o 5 oS uphill a good part of the tRe and ahen o8
Prised a shoulder, he turned to look pack . - - and be e
e o t0 see how the distance now showed 121 perween e
"XH: ‘f“c smoke from his chimney coming VP zhrou%‘h t

e w““ glad thar she'd told fm that she “was all sght
ight ent on still farcher, workiog seadily DUSPETT
8t up the ridge, bue saating Jong up the 51d¢
 north and south, 2nd then curve "8 ind to the Wt Tl
nnZ“;‘:;‘:‘-“ iy the top of it and turn to 100 dowo:

Fy eer PV
n;i::i; o§ the ridge was hemiock and Pini;v;‘::l‘ ::dsgwilhj:
ed Srmdf ’;‘“ as a road marked with whef-’k woanet (a0 T
hough the top of the fidge 2 L¢Py Tee path
0“%; bt that he weuld, He followed al0P8 Tt and

7, thete were a few shiny, fresh drop? ,
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old dried grayish-green ones that had been under the 3,
Even up here, there wasn't 2 great deal of breeze. Dowa b
thete'd been none. What wind there was, came full from :
south—and he could feel the warmness it had in it,

There opened ahead of him a great bare place of rock,
juniper bushes, and all the sun 1t could hold. It was ‘b‘s“
kind of place—though about half again larger—33 the &
where, last autumn, he had looked down on his tand, Ber}
one faced south—in the other direction. a1

He stepped out on the rock—and there was 2 wOnL!ﬂ'{“
from it rising up all around thar made ham half close bis eyt
ook a deep breath of it in a strange, tightening rapty!
but dimly and as a part of that which possessed bim
rolling country that lay outstretched below.

When this moment had passed, and his sight wntd?d
clearly, he was able to think by their names of some of ¢ g
that he saw-—as Great Ossipy Pond, looking fla 204 S
* - .., bue with a glint of sun on ir; that was off to his khda
* rtrees hud the river that ran ou of the pond. Right here b
i front of him—bu a good ways below—was a bend g
Bearcamp. And over actoss on the far side of the Vﬂ{kfx
under the sky to the south, were the Ossipy Hills. fﬂ

Southeasterly, though, he could look 2 long W‘)‘”_"‘y
gendle jumble of hills of no special distinction, 10"{‘]?;;’“5 ,
pleasant, and needing no names. He never had been it 157
of the country. Someday he would go thete. o

The farthet off that he looked, the mose hazy it %25 "‘dd
it was a very thin place to see through between the sky ‘:“ .
hills—and then you couldn’t see through it, they ¥ef¢ ot
same thing in the haze of the distance—and there “'?5;“_
there: just a gentle forbidding that a man should se¢ 4
- But overhead it was blue! of 8

And near by on the erees there was the new E"‘:'h o
springtime, overlaid on the black of the trunks s?:q‘f’ o
The ait berween him and the things he was Jooking

ke
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! by sadceac: 1t had 4 fullness into io—olf little bugs and of

. Rint, 20 & good many smells. You take in the wintef, the
& empry and bright; but on the first day of spring it has
B things e, o
Jelad down his gun then, and sar down beside IK—W“:
2000 ks face, but nor quite in his eyes, and with the har
_Bseof bis hands pressing on the warm tock--and afl that
4oy before bim . , .

‘“f“‘e was grateful 10 God who had let him be hete. 4
oAt was the richesc day in thé year for him Here at h:;ﬂe d
e spring, rolling up from the south—and following & =0
Lring, there'd be coming the summer. He had spent ::Zn
‘ :AM asingle day of jt—it was all of it coming—unbroken,

Heissa bad told him this morning that she was all nghl"ﬁ of
41om the separate trees down below his eyes would ;es o
) frsefves, crossing the river, to the smooth rounded mas e
tree-coared hills three or four miles away—and from s
eacxehills,and so on and on, che s fess dustnct O BYEL
£128 10 gray, until the hills themselves d‘saypc;mvuyd\mg
b gu2ing into the distance whese the haze coveres €95
4ad then after a moment, the search of s €7¢* bémfhe cocks
£es would fall back to the things near 3t pand anmlw p
Fhis feet, the lichens were growing; down 10 3 come 100
dtdse of the trees, the low blueberry bushes P

| - esterda¥s

FHs bad dropped an acse of Indian the day BELe B had
k'd be able 16 sec it inside of two weeks JOMRR Lo He

Plcd the logs up for burning; they had SEH Lo op ihe first

Jonas Moore much, The Jogs would B€ Db by gaacs—

Feek in June; the fire might help some 10 e omen aod cactle,

ough he'd need @ smudge in the d00YArS: B _ ke might :

he fies bothered the most. Another yean “"e);( years ¢

yoke of young oxen. . . . Sutely, in 2 coup

| m—
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neighbors near by. ., . It wouldn't be a great while befo'rtl‘l
“be a sawmill—and just as soon as there was one, .h' b
house built of boards; he could see the shape n( it o
Another five or six years would make an awful big M"f

Still, no man could tell what the future would beiog -

Melissa, this summet, would be like herself sgaint

He had expected that for all of this day the prescncw{,;%
would occupy everything. It bad done so in the past’ b¢ 3
contented to wander all day—to wander and sit, and to e
in the sun. b

But now that he had thought of Melissa, he was 00
contented. N . M’\

He was feeling just as much pleasure in the spting &
had—so he knew it wasn't the spring thar was lacking:¥ y

-it wasn't himself Bur while he was enjoying it, he wast<”
- it. Something was missing ... 1o
And he kaew what 1t was: he was wishing that SoP¢
other Melissa could share this. b
- Standing up, he looked out over the country, and 1 z
beauty of it came to him stronger than ever. And ‘W:w‘
with it the certainty—simple and clear—that he “"’\m
about what was the matter. He said then, aloud, ‘T 896
back.” i
-+ and he picked up his gun, and with his lunch;"‘ ‘
packer, he went trudging over the ledge and down ¢ f‘:’;m
woods. He stili had the spring wich him, it was ﬂ‘ﬂYI“ e
about ... But the pleasure he had 6F it was touched 8 ::bcf-’
sadness. It made the pleasure, for some reason, hn’de{(‘m.l 15
» He didn't hutry—that wouldn't do any good. He di bous
what he would say to her when he got ba‘ck © lh:,x, K
might be, when he got there, thar he wouldn' ‘~5°;,:r10n‘;:- e
He might just get his ax from wher'e jt was in €
go to work in the clmmg. He didn't know. .« «
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b cane o the clearing, Whit saw 2 saage
g3 Mooce with'the ke on 2ad two epTy budeets
317 owd the pach thar led 1o the brook. Wit wordered
Jouss was being punished for now. And be Furned o 70
tcjoping the joke—

hat you doin’, Jonas? The house sin't 2€ze>”

band back, boy!” said Jonss. T got work € &o bere” He
kd in 2 bucker, bent wacching it Ell, 20d drew it e 2
0d secit down 0m the bank. "Yom waze € keerw whart
s had  baby.”

ol

128 picked up the other bucker 1o 5% “You korw she wit
10°—and he commenced filling c bcker. He lorked vp
dsaw Whit was halfway to the berzse.

G Moore beard him coming and remarked for Menz, "3
b this s him now"—and Melissa scraped 1rzr) 2 Lotr $17
e Strengrh she could find and resolved 15 1peed e #7247
o 0n¢ efore for Whit She heard him geme .o 1k &rr 70T
she sz his face just DOV her. Now was e t.220" 2%
miled and rassed her hand to him—bre ghe 124 277
€ againse when she tried 0 speak, She fale the &
shness of Whit's hand close 00 hers—gnd gioe 1o 25 ¥

ttrying to.  Then she lct het eyes clone, -
Ske fele Wine kiss her forehead—and iy ve # £~
d, she was glad chat he had. ... -
She fay there 1n peace and I8 easemezy pp e s
ke, but knowing that she had done £y wore 75—

% troubled, She was content. -
Whit went outside the house—and e

e stood bestde him a MOMENL, iy j; A

s working and his fists were Clenctad o 7 3 5257
- “She done awful good, Whit" e o/ o, 57
Whit nodded. 5
“And the young 0n€ 13 fine®
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‘Whit said, “That’s good.”

"You want to see him?” -

Whit didn’t want to, But when he said, “Ayuh,” he koes
he'd got control of himself, .\

Ida Moore went inside and fetched ous the baby. She B
all bundled up in a greac welter of linen which she pobed
with her forefinger to show Whit his son.

Whit peered into the bundle.

“He's 2 good one,” he lied. iy

“He's the best baby,” Ida Moore said, “that I ever $¢¢-
youl” she added, with a peck of her head toward the baby.

Whit hesitated. "You seen 2 good many?” e

“*A good many'!t"—and then she looked up at Whit
the first one you seen?” .

“Yes,” satd Whit solemnly-—and his voice sounded bo!

For 2 second or two, Mes Moore tried not to do 1""‘“:

laughed at him. She hadn't laughed much in the Jast

houts. g

% e put her hand on his shoulde. “Whit, you g0 of
ASwn, Everything 1s all right.” \
And Wht knev thar she meant it, and believed it %552
was telling the rruth. . ﬂk
He went off toward the lean-to, his knees feeling #¢2%
with a beginning joy 1n his heare . . .

1

Jonas lefe the next day—and Whit wen along ¥it2 l’llri‘
fat as the town line as he was bounden to do and 23 b 20
had done. They spoke off and on, and didn’t see.my(hlé‘s 3t
they were parting, Whit thanked Jonas for coming, 8105 ('
make up the time to him as soon as he could. And Jo (
that was all right, and nor to worry about it. He stic e
good.by, Whit” and Whit said, "Good-by, Jouss™2"]

called to his dog, and went on his way. oy

Whit watched him a little—his thin, narrow shw;;l i
his gun under his arm ..., and then Jonas had shp) *
sight round 2 hemlock. [
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3 Moore was his friend.
t turned azound and headed back to the house.

s Moore staped a week and two days beyond tha. Whit
out with her to Sandwich. They got a good eatly statt, quit:
the house before the sky in the place where the suft woul
;uep! had begun to look any different from what it did any-
se.
 found Mrs. Moore was a good one to travel she'd b
slong faster and easier if she'd have rucked up her skires, but
d nothing about it, and Whit supposed that at ber 88 she
P“’I”F]Y used to them. Aayhow: skirts or 00 skists, she kept
1 going, snd talked hardiy ac all, and he had t© admife het
though of course he always had. ke
*y stopped by at Beede's for some things Wt was 10 G40
With him, and that he put in his bag, and then on dowh tg
Moores” for some mote things that Mrs Moore was to senc.
028 wasn't about. But he had plamed the garden. 4 pave
trged Whit to stzy—or at Jeast tO $i down and 2
Mehing to eat, Buc he said he didn't feel very hungt, Pt
kind of like to get back, So she made up the bund
5;!\8{ for Melissa, and as she was handing 1t ovelfl :}l dn't pay
Eu:}l,“,m he'd got to carry it in some Spefc'al::&ay +o thank her
Dmhnemx('m He was trying to think of SOT0 o eeks. But
2t she'd done for them this past ©W0 & (T4 hey stood

¢ hadi't succeeded when the moment 3FVEE oy “ell,

“ide the doar, "Mis’ ;/Iooxe," he said earnesdlys T—wets

unk you, 1—] guess you know that” )
Yes, Whit, I know that” peen dif:

" ~ ve
I you hadn't 've been these, thiogs might b

tent”

“0h, T don'c know.” . peholden @ %
"Well, 1 do'—'n so docs Blisss. WL beh
Wam. We always will be.” it bappet,

"You needn'c feel that way: All it ¥, bor
s neighbor. Someday shell be & 575
Pl ‘g\\

s
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woman. Now, you get along, will you> And you ¢!
bun.clle the way that I showed you! You ger along now—ot s
bvegm wonderin’ if you ain’t stopped for some troutin”
' come home.”
“I ain't goin’ ¢ stop for no troutin’! I wish you'd sy 1,
I was sorry to miss him.”
“I'll tell him.”
“I'll be out again soon. I owe him some time. He
already. Good-by, Mss. Moore.” .
She said, “Good-by, Whit. T'll come again any time that
need me.”
And Whit told her thank you, and set out for bome.
She went into the house and sat down on 2 stool in "
the fireplace, Jonas had covered the fire before he went DG
satd thlcc;c and stared into the gray, empry fireplace. She felt
nd old.
b
. “Afeer a time, she got up, squaring her shoulders, she ¥
i , + gerting supper.

nfo

knows

Having fixed up the bundle so that it would catiy & Lale
l{etter, Whit seteled into his stride . . . and went 2boX ¢
times as fast as he had on the way out. He never stacken
pace'fof the whole eighteen miles except when he w2 <o
thF river. And although the shadows were long whea he car®
thie edge of his clearing, still he'd beaten the sunset by mor¢ [
an hour, He called to the house—and he heard her aas¥e®

She came out of the doorway holding the baby in the
of her arm—and looking into the sun, she waved Whit2 "
come.

He came up beside her, and pue down his bundle.

When they had gone into the house, she said, “You g¢t*
home safe, did you?”

- “Oh, yes. We-had nio trouble. She traveled beaet 1%
thought that she could.” “

“Berter than I used 102"

“Well, I wouldn'c want to say that.”
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ke has -
] k_:v:":":'kmd to me, Whit, than I thought anyone
;}V‘?‘ sir, she hyu ‘;‘:f!her, and thar ain't the same.”

issa " o
et it Shsus‘:idn" the baby in its place by the hearch, and bent
od b wer het shoulder, “Still, I don't know that Tt
Whit w: ousselves 1o ourselves.”

it wasn't sure that they had.

PART THREE

The Woods &= 1770-1777

A
LL THROUGH that summer and all ¢hrough the
went on, OV€r

nms

e “:&2:“:] month after month as the wintet

ﬂﬂ.memwmh‘p of Tamworth ‘here was no hous® except
ttrvds: ahege s thin wisps of smoke from the fla, woode

s these wete no xaen st 4 e ey Bl
beir work er Whit nor Melissa was troubled by this. TheY et
Meliss, to do, right under their hands
imer_;::f so much better off than she pat first
esides storce. her days were made ebios
that she £ and waiting, and scraping 8¢ fac off of 3
ook she felc no scbellion o ever, and she had & B
i comenme. To be sue,she e formard ©© OE
 thing glad when they came. But she wasn't complansfB

: Si:s they et .
Sickness, so far, had kept A% from hes ba%¥ e
Whit knew that in this D were forns! nough ¢
o ac they'd both one herr patt: MU had P

i had ke the bese care of the b
{ e And Whit—and Melissa, 100, °%
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ous charms, Whit knew more about charms than Melisa
any day, and she didn’t doubt he'd used some that he hadst
her about. But over and above all of this, they had D.CCMS
Iuck beyond what any charm would be likely to bring An

- far they had had ir. The baby was rugged and plump, 219
of the time he was happy—although there had been times®
he wasn’t, of coutse.

But as Melsssa looked back ac the end of a yeat, she
realzed that the trmes she had been frightened hadn't st
fong There had been colic and cramps, and twice the e
been on him—but these had been only short spells, and ¢

« hadn't really been bad. Or at least she could see now that f
' badn’t been bad. Flytime thar first summer-—n0t much &
‘than 2 month afrer the baby was born—appeared to bet
as the worst time they'd been through. .
«Thete was no charm, Whit had admitted, that would ¥
“lack flies And every night when the black flies wv“""g
" sundown, the mosquitoes and gnats would come
~ '+ ever. For two solid weeks, there had beea no csmf"?;
‘where—no escape and no rest. She had kept the cabin 18 &
smoke as she dared to—and when the baby had choked 07
, she'd taken him ont in the air. She had greased him well :
But his ting round face had been swollen and blood, 80 8
part of the time he hadn't been able to open his eyes. An ‘,'
he'd ger so tired out crying that he wouldn’s be able ©© ’-“;
had been a good thing pethaps that during that 563»“’“
hadn'c had but a litele bir for bum to eat. P!
_ Whit himself for some reason wasn’t geeatly :ﬁ'{cftd by
“They had got through it somehow, and by the n‘uddlt Pﬂof;
July, Whit had claimed that there wasn't a fiy fefe in the “ﬂi
“They had decided that the baby’s name would be J‘{"“:ﬂn
part had been easy—there was nobody else. But it didn't 1
come easy to speak of him by name. And thers was ety
need for it because with only the three off.;
in doubt as to just who was meant.,
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5, bis name was young Jonas—and he liked to lie on his
e 12d chew on the corner of an pld linen rag. te didn't
$ong in September, Melissa had suggested that she
o but what they'd oughe to get him baptized.

:‘“I"'hm?' Whit had asked. e

el, Tdon” know—1I s'pose Gilmanton's nearest.”

Tust st L would call near. Is is halfway to Kectieford:
p1ddut figure v cake him down there2”
il ever go back.” i -
el [ wouldat bave blamed you, Id Itke to show ;‘;‘;‘;:Z..
-And if someone’s got to baptize him, I suppose
e}t Gowan 1o do it as anyone e]sc.:‘
§ by don't you want him baptized?” "

Vel 1 don't know . .., it's too much like a chat
ow do you mean?” em do 12"
103 ever seen 'em?—1I mean, have you seen €M
o, never did. 1 wished often I could
70U know why they do ic?” o Meliss2
u.;l don't know as Iydc,tgut 1 know everyone does it MEL

said

] Same
Tien'emdot, L seen Mr. Gowan. They sprokle #3060 Fioy
#0325 1 charm, It don't scem to me night, buc T 0
F: Charms are for spiruts, They amn't for the Lor

neve it” ‘
o thog i, When 1 sad P o
by make me feel foohsh to recoflect I had €
s upon Him,”
“What it a charm against?” he baby ©
Supposed to keep God from sendiog ¢
‘l%hﬂse it should take sick and die

" -

© would
k any

o hell—hs

; . way.”
"Yes, tha is just i, 1 feel just the 5208

:

But pretty soon she'd said, “Whtt -+
"Ayuh?”

“Tewould'e be for ourselves.”
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right 1o take chances.” s
“Then what did you say?” -
“Well, then I said this: I said, to pura stoptoa thing &5

as awful as thac is, you would need a much bigger chasm

what I seen ‘em do. And I don't care who was to work u—.—B

Gowan, or who. Hell Iasts forever. You think of “forever &
you'll see what I mean. And Who is it they're tryin’ ¢ work g
- charm on? Sprinklin’ water! Why, you conld sprinkle the %58
of Lake Winnipiseogee and st be ndic’lous! They want?
five minutes. There 15 an Indian charm that takes three dayst S
right—and then don’t always wark, either—and do Jo¥ koo
what it's for? It don't a1m at no more than a man stﬂiﬂs“!‘q
“No, the thing don’t look reasonable,” Whit had gone
“You put *hell’ 'n ‘forever' 'n ‘God" into one side of it 12¢!
“1¢ other side 15 some mimster and this five-minute chart: "j
can’t make the thing balance.”

“I know, I thought of that, too. I said to myself, You g i

'"1" ‘aybe there’s something more into it than what yo¢ kot
nue”
" “Magbe.” R

- "Or it could even be, Whit, you ain’c figured it right!”-
“That has happened before.”
*And there ain't nottun’ ¢ lose, Whit—not for bim, ﬂ.‘ib‘:'
Whit had been stlent for quite a while then. *T don™, o
but there is.” And when she had done her part by s3yiog 7
do you mean?” Whet had tried hanestly. N i.‘ﬂ‘

“Well” he had said, “what 1t comes down tq is this+ be N
He wouldn’t do st—send a baby ta hell. 1 have thought
thought on it, and there ain’t any one reason why 1 beliere
that can stand by ieself. Scilh, I believe ir.”

“All right.”

“1 think I will stick by 1. A man ought ¢ do ¢

ink, for his son.” e 6
@ And before she could answer, he had said—his voice :’S
different, “I seen 2 sign today in that firde meadow ﬂ“ :

Far moch J
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wewsa frostin the nest seven days. I shouldn't wonder but
b2t maybe we'd get one.”

"What was the sign, Whit?"

2ol o' milkweed.”

SPEAKING IN general, Whit could be ma de to admir,
2 second wiater behind them, that things might fave been
- He knew himself they were getting ahead. They had 2
b 20d 2 pig, with seout shelcer for both of them, and during
P waner just past he had felled enough trees S0 “hat if Jonas
4 belp bim to burn once again, he'd have cleared seven
t5—~or maybe a litele bit more. That would meet the agree
e be'd made with the Proprietors, and it would meet it it
 Joens instead of in threc. He Tad done this without oxen,
dwfthcut any neighbors-—except Jonas, of course—and he
Fithe'd done well,
"’\Ht bad kept his word better than the Proprietors had—n0
<t sealers, and no siga of & road, and the NP noc surveyed
“;““Ets and lots. True, it had not been 1 wx;(mg that thes
2 would be done, but the agent had surely let o :
:ﬂuld be, and Whit had hopedg(hzc they might Bu¢ he h; na t
much a5 caughe 2 glimpse of the agent since that €vening
?}zs; nesny twa years ago. Even the co:lv ¢hat the PO
3greed to in writing, they bad't lived uP u
el badn' Wﬂﬂ:ﬁdgi\ex znuch the first wintet beca;‘a::ct;‘e
1 been put o It o feed her, He would Bave hked o have P20
% by June, though—and from thed 8 dhrough the ST
Bt alihough be had paid Beede to WO o fexers ©© 0y
d Beede'd found someone to carry e 00— 70 Hhcn
o come b e Bimally Beede had 5318 18 Opy Cecquble i
the l;umm:r was over and the pasuxel hzdh go(ne, o epr i
it, you can't do nothin’ to"em- nght, g - o
word, Bug sul, what can you 407 'And asothe?
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this may be the trouble—like the agent said, you remenby
they ain’t gota cow handy to uen over to you.”

“T don't suppose you would want to sell them one
the purpose?” .

“Not at a price they'd be willing to pay. They fgure 2ok
what a cow’s worth where they're Living. A cow here lﬂ_‘b"
If.:ax(;s is worth an awful lot more. What's a cow worh 3 "‘“

ord?” to

“Depends on the cow.”

“Well, say, a rmddling good one.” .

“I wouldn't know. A middling good one, perhaps would
seven pound ten.” |

“That'd be cheap t0 Kertleford, even, You know the cows A
1 got. Why, even the brindle—and you know what she is, W
50 old and ill-favored I had to blindfold the bull—T wouldn't %3
~vou the brindle for nor less than ten pound, Whit”

1 didn’t figure to buy one. They agreed 02 cow” |
Never mind the agreement. What you want is 2 O
Sart'n I'want 2 cow. And they owe me cow.”

T know that well as you do. I wrote it, and wil
the brindle’s a cow Would you want to take hee? 1 €0
again 1o ‘em, and I won't charge you foe doin’ it 1f the
worth Proprietors will pay me seven pound in hard MoV
will give you the brindle—and my blessing  boot. THeL ¢
keep their word that way—and you couldn't s2y pothin« 3

“She took bull in the spriog?” e
“Ayuh, she did.”  \ :
“Anything come of it?” '
*Not a damn thing.”

“Then she must be through.”

“She's been as dry for six months as any 50C
"Why don’t you butcher?”

“f was the one drove her up here from Grtmanton. 1 ol

had such a trip in my hife. She tried to drown herself m‘:«;’b:ﬂ
she got foose in 4 swamp, and she was bogged to het b'}:'eyr et
times in one day. What } should've done was to butchet D%

o y‘mmh '

L in the yﬂi'“"
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z
i o

P?md :\;::’a l;“kfd in ¢ mea, and I'd a been better off. But
g h“‘—:\' et 1 was as stubborn as she was. 1 showed hee!
suck b b ;ry foot of the way. And at the end of it when
s (0 her, "n]: o the yard here, 1 give her a great kick,and 1
" Erer sincxe' Now then, my beauty, who come out ot the
clda’t wan ¢ then, T have been kind of fond of her. 1
e They s her; she is more like a pet.”
'W:lyl agreed to a cow.”
nhc'l"::\m' ler’s get f10wn to business. I.shouldn’t wonder
e oovorth Proprietors might pay seven pound—if Twas
money ;‘;Pmpe‘—‘b be free of this business. If you ook
- ﬂmz w:uﬁ“,; some more money with it, T could selt you
Which o pretty good”
;r{h‘ dun one.”
1 ;:' 'l:“ﬂl\ would you want?
Twould sell you the d -
";{uw oldis s};xe?" e dun one for seven pound more.

our.”

hS\he mitkin' now, is she?”
"Iveu_ she's taperin’ off”

m:::ﬂdn'( want her uat!

i fourteen pounds’ worth of cow 4 you
S gertin’ fourteen I'm gecun’ S€V€L, from you- And yo!

Pay it in fur, if you want to, next spring.”

it had finally bought her—giving, bis claim agalose the

" tmgs o be pad off 12

of cheese:
r

1 she was with calf Nor 1 wouldn't

“?P:“"‘S, plus two pouads and s1X &
, thees dags of labor, and ten pounds d
b de had never confessed what he'd got for the claird, an
n\." had begun to suspect that may! Beede'd 00 nothing
is had made him feel betcer about B whole thing
Melissa had said hat she would wea? ¢he baby m©

n a5 the cow was filking 3521

st Iikely 3¢

g-ninth 42

Th twen!
e cow dropped a bull calf on.rhi T e o

1771, sometime before mosning 1
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—a litdle thicket of hemlocks near a stand of beech tes i
a quarter of a mile up the brook from the house. Whit f?“ L
soon after breakfast—or rather the dog found her fot hin—
Whit carried the calf back to the house in his uml»Hflﬂ A
tie up the cow while he brought in the calf for fear shed
trouble. -
Whit was pleased with the calf—although he hade't wased,
bull calf-—and he was proud of the cow because she ha
well. Bur the calf delighted Melissa out of all reason. She Wik,
pleased as she'd been when he'd brought her the dog ¥4
badn'e been at all sure that he'd want to raise a bull alf, b,
doubted now that he'd have any choice. He went back ‘0(1 .
cow and he led her home slowly, but sbe appeared ©© i
travel all right. . v‘
Afrer supper that evening, he reckoned the dat¢ with h!i—‘
y ;n(“lfcux it 1nto one of the logs in the wall of the house i
" Kntte.
Te was about chree weeks after this that he went 0310 B
and about the first thing he told Beede was ¢hat the dun e
had her calf. M
When Beede inquired 1f Whit figured to raise bis whi
he hadn’t made up bis mind yer; he didn't know but be
Beede said, "I think I would, probably, if 1 was i8 yo%!
1 hear you're goin' ¢ have neighbors. He'l be handy o277
He'll be more handy than mine would.” .
“Who are they?” said Whit. PR
“Philbtick and Eastman, and Jackman, and Choaté- |
Whit didn't know one of them. He wanted 10 8% %1
they were good men. Bur he guessed maybe that ¢ L e
do. When he saw Jonas, he could find out from him. o &
“The next afternoon Whit was down weeding com»s e
dog keeping him company, when she began 1o Pristle 276 &
25 che would have for a man, Still, a man was the Jast th’”ia |
Whit ever expected to be stirring round in the w He “‘:
il

it &

moved foward the somp where his rifle wa:‘ttsﬁﬂ&
the dog down, and she cxouched and was quiet .« ©

s
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oment . ., then they heard someone hail. Whit answered in
d-and the dog apparently fecling that she W& released,
0g 10 her feee and sec up a great barking. Whit sasd, “Jen
! Lay down'"—and she gave over her batking But she ddn't
0,
The g came out of the woods then, A
siated a moment because the sunbight v Dbt
KHE_W“ the scrawniest, littlest man'
Whit could see that Melissa had coms 10 4
looked forward to later when she'd fell what oh 4 el
b man came on through the <Jesnng wward v
saoding; he was carrying his gun 43 eyl ¥ VeIC heavy
53,30 he was limping a fuedle a3 if b ol 3 €% fed 110
thin-cheeked and dirty, and his Yrard wparer and e veH,
1orn learher shite was without sy §108 ) Dy hneeshicr
big for him. He lpoked Iike a man whw A b 1 st s oA
use it wasn'e worth while 10 s § b I Yo win
Wisnow: he had seen him round Sardwicds I it Y eyt f
110 bim to ask what was his pamme 197 wes 4 ot v
B, 00 one could mistake him.
?“ﬂry feet off the man stoppe-d spa sty
e lopsided because of his heef, b gusd s Wit ! ¥ -
ol Jackman.” Hie had a bad fly bste s 1o 349 A
Whit almost Jaughed—but he didi/et vt 14 e
=[d Livingston.”
"L guess 1 seen you to Sandwich” furbret et
1 shouldn' wonder, 1 heatd you wap 21 & 4052
use, Tl tell my woman ¢ fix you gowwsig ¢ P
oy drink” - Te

Tur Woons

1 it the Jeatsiids

o ey =293

ol wrodiE
soredstiss

Duriful Jackman nodded bis hest * frs #4575

oughe it might be 2 joke. He's ¢ grops Jpud &

foore 3. .

“Ayuh” said Whit, "I guess Jots 5 ..
o

3

{ The dog bad sniffed at the ts, ,nd .
(fW}'i! didn'e blame her: he was gretqy o'
3 -

-
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Melissa fed Jackman, bur it was between dinner and m&]
and Whit didn’t eat. And she kept a warchful eye 08 e g
Iest Jackman should poke ac him. L

The little man ate with 2 woebegone ait—which Melz‘s\“!
down to the absence of rum, Whit thought it was P’”,b’"}r
cause his mouth hure him—his teeh, in the front, b‘“‘“?‘
away. N

When Jackman had finished he thacked them bot Kot
and then sat perfectly sull n front of the fire. .

‘Whit asked him where his land lay.

Jackman confessed that he didn’t have any 2
in mind, he said, to make a pitch somewhere an
gested that he Jook around here. o T

“You mean nght around here?—or the township 0
worth?”

“Well, Tamworth, he said.” ) 3

Whit wondered how much the agent would p3y Beect
" kman, He dido’t look to hum to be wosth very mUCh

‘amworth,” he said, "has got plenty of land in it Yo
wver some of it on your way 1n” 5

"I come over a lot of 1, it seemed to me like. 1 8%° aﬂ
bad stone brisse right now on my heel” * ‘o

*I noticed you did have, Whereabouts did you figure
or hadn't you yer?”

“I thought maybe you'd tefl me. I guess you know mo
it round here than most anyone does.” T

“Alf righe, I'll tell you.” Whit took out his kmhhé{n
about to draw with the back of the point ia the 5moot
the floor. ‘

od. Hed B2
Becdedt

redt

But Whit had already begun to see the map 18 is
he scarcely heard her. He said, "I can see all fight
went on with his map. He was trying to draw i Hin
could. He had 10 do this. For one thing, he 0%
country itself. . e

Hcr{;cgan explaining to Jackman as he weat da“%
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otz
, weld r—she liys about nosth—and Bearcamp River,
. mom“;‘}’" dlong about here.” !
L“Dmheiz ::s Squsmng }ikc frogs on the floot, with theit
® everything t’h? very iment. Jackman was nodding his
ring s t Whit said, and occasionally snufiling
b w?;s: on the back of his hand. -
e square ‘or"h?" be now.” Whit drew with his knife
% is land—and Melissa looked over his

ad finish
N ed
te said, and[:: map. It was about a yard square, "Now»
%, maialy, where L down on bis knees, “There is three
And he set thy there’s jnterval land, The furst place i
2p. “Maybe ymex S’;megf his left hand squarcly down o7
3“': probly T did.” sed that one on your way i
01 0 - .
hore mut::““ here—" and he showed where thae 187; 1t
tishand on bt ;{w ard, "And the other one’s hese—" and be
Melissa, m“k e was secing the land he w8 “alking abovt-
on e i Ynowing the A saw only the map hat ¥
20 o
fure lf:s: had Whit's hand come anywhere 0€%
“}ﬂ;an ad marked as his own.
rokman said, "Ayuh, | see how it {¢7—and he gOF
g s i,
ingu’fsﬂl on bis koees and bent ovet the map, was 0P8 0
T rreria’ places,” he said, hers s other one® smaller:
iwas in your room, 1 hunk what 1 woutd
Ve re | have showed you.” e hE
4 ,v",\‘];d(man o, I guess probly ¥ anll M2
elissa, "1 thank for su! 1
You' you for suppe’ from
You'e welcome, she o himme—and WHie tooked 40 e
s He looked from one to the oet 23 g D ot
o ing, 2nd then be said 1o Jackma®r you #TLE
,,’R“z  Don't you want © Jay bere?” . od ¢
oy ar's kind of you, too. BUt 1 don'e M B
ed up bis gun from where je $t00d]

£ to that fietle

o sufily
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Whit got to his feet, He was still puzzled wel,
locate, come by bere again.” 2
“All right,” said Jackman, and went out the door. Het
toward the cowshed, and then down over the cleating:
the shadows were soft in the late afernoon. “You ot
place here. Your corn’s comin’ good.” 4
“"Ayuh,” sad Whit. i
“Well, I wish you good night"—and he went down 85
the clearing, lugging his gun and limping a hitde 08 s
his heel.... .

3 THE OTHER three men of whom Beede had pt¥ ﬂe
their names were Philbrick, and Eastman, and Qh““;:
during the summer but didn' stay through the wmr:r.lh i
they came to Tamworth, Philbrick was the only 08¢ of e
sho aceually came to Whit's house. ]

Whit took to Phitbrick—and so did Melissa- He “'”d:m,
man, gendle and strong “David Philbsick;” he 1o &7
Whit stood in the doorway with Melissa behind hif: e
t0 sce. And they never forgor the good sound of h'swd,ﬂ
was a man who was heavier than Whic was, taller, 8
and with more age on him, too. He was fair-haired ‘;ﬂ,”
shouldered, and bus face was burnt a red brown- He b et
alt his time in the woods, he had been working SomFRT
the sun, ked 1

He staged all through the evening—and they t Lo
midnigbt. It was apparent tha Philbrick wasn't 8 855 0,
talking, but Whit and Melissa weren't choosey ar ;d cw
was 2 lot better than Jackman! No one was Jistres: ol
silences lasted until some one of the three had thought &<
thing to say. 4

Whic wene with him next morning t0 looFy
borhood. And he found the man traveled slﬂi v
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i 1 be wled. Philbrick ssid he'd slready been over @
,ﬁ"‘ of the township, and so they only covered the north-
o di”f*.ﬂ}ﬂl took them alt day. So far, Whit 1iked the mat-
ver n't quite figure why this sort of man should want 10 £0
3 :‘S‘E’ but that was surely nose of his business and be
- nslh.“y g0t back to the house, Melisssd fixed a great

i Shed been at e all day. She had spraced up the bsby

W’;{‘ inch of his life, 2nd she'd put the house 1! such order
it didn’t dare 1o spek of it. She'd even cleaned off the

tr on after supper, and the bab Whit asked ber
3 y asleep, °f

.E‘fm them She said nothing at first—for so 1002 that \Vh{t
: now but in some way he'd made a mistake She hada't
T,“;:‘“B‘“E for quite a long time, excep for the baby. Bu

n she got going, and she sang very well
Ihey tried to gee Philbrick to sing, but ey foond he was 100

10 Whit said he didn't sing, either. Whita day's

bitbrick said the : e

e next morming that he'd gV N
£ 0 pay Whit for puting in yesterdsy showifg h:l‘“ (‘"S‘;“‘m
it said this wasn't pecessaty, but that he'd be glad @

-

¥hit had had in mind for some ume chat when © wn‘:‘ :be
ariow, they'd be in need of a plact ‘for the pigs hat o
¢ from bears. He coulda’t expect 1 ¢ there hirmse) 2
* they came round, The sow was due % Septemben 878 e,
now August, He hadn't got 2t 3¢ because of cvedryllkc ol
50w that he had someone to help B¢ looked 1

e « with: HE
Philbrick proved to be 2 comforrable M2 5% otk ich an
41‘! 1200d head for planning, and e was 8 98 Ll walls
} Between them that day they 1 uP
o feet in thickness and 8 100f f T i ok
by bear pause, It had @ heavy 400810 B e B
Wa,and they drove stakes all a:o?nd REY
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id be woil
‘mdl‘

Toot out, Whit was so pleased with it that he sai
rmind to live in it himsetf—that s, if he could mov
before the sow did. . qeped
They had only one mishap. Philbrick fell down while %5 ;
carrying a log, and his knee stipped out of joint. He w3 m‘ 1
paia for some minutes, but he knew what 10 ¢ gy i
Whit there o do it, they got it back in.Thea Philbrick 1,
and went on with the work, He said it happened 80% 8%
and that he was well used to it.
Being another man’s weakness,
—and didn’t even tell Melissa abouc i
when Phulbrick had gone ld
She said Whit ought to have told her—that she € g
it more thad
sed Philbrick 3
itha rmrll] ,‘:‘n ¥
i
ety SO( M j
oo
Bhilbrick had cold him that he'd be back before 1078 P’ﬁ
and true to his word, he was back in two weeks. He h’dh‘ﬂh
Jand about & mule g che nocth of them on some 255
were near the head of the pond He said he fave
there; 1t was richer than most. And Whit guessed that
ably had in mind to try flax. pish
He only stayed a few minutes, and then went 08 ‘s’ S
Whit went to bed that night feeling mOr® confide :
things in general than he had for some time. .
<
Fach day they expeced that Philbrick would “"":;n-f ©
visit; but he didn’t, and when 2 week latet he seill hﬂm s
Whit said he guessed he'd go up there and se¢ OW,nsﬁ,
ing, It wasn't five minutes afrer ‘that—Whit was X007
per—that they heard Philbrick’s gun. 3 44
Whit considered a moment—the Jirectiont 5‘ Lok,
and then he said to Melissa, "Be a deer, Id ¢ sde ol
. : ‘this 8t
# great place for 'em thete in that swamp

Whit didac like 1© alkd
+ until the oext [

bound up his knee. She was put out about
would have thought But Whit said he gues
look out for himself: he had never worked w1
cas abl‘e as he. They'd be lucky, he said, if they

hep”

just
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1 when it’s so hot,

Theylag in there in the daytime, specially when itss0 195
0 come out about fiow to feed along the que of the ﬂz::l;
ick, most Lkely, was on that little sandspit. Thats ad he
 the shot come from. He'd have cover to lay in, 20

see either way”
lista said yes, thae was probably it.
e, guess § won't go up now. He'd only figuse 1 come for
0t of meat.”
\devré:. thick he would, Whit."
n Whit wouldn't go. . n-
ings having started to happen, they kept “gh(: 01‘: ::Ep;o
Inside of an hour, Jonas Mooe had appearc as, but he
hs, or more than that, since they had seen ]O; he was 08
't come in, and he woulda't sit down; he S?I(he way-
17 in t0 Philbrick’s: he'd scopped to ask Whit

it t0ld him the way, look
U gk s Joms, “Well, T g slong. YOu 46, 0
Y 20od. So does he, for thae matter— Meh:.s; arms
b7 s0d he was jumping up and dOWR 18 Nl r o
% comin' back here t'night?” she inquire
Shtl)uldn'x wonder.”
G Moore all sighe, is she?”

€5, she’s preety good.” “ i
i sdedaenning Phibrick, “He &
le., 2"
el be has, and he hain't, in 2 W33, Y€
er, perhaps, when 1 come back by b
ftvad

ot got 207

1cnel

you might Y Ly you

re About®

‘Bt hae, I should ehunk” “Lee

{elissa said “What—" but Wht ir

hesid curdy. ix ha

fonss dida's o it to look 25 ‘hougthh?

P He said, “Well, 1 guess & half MURCE e any -
) all of "emn know this to SandwiH: LU gear ©

jraan lef him, as 1 gaess you kno®

terrupted er
o spoken o
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"No," Whit said, "I didn’t.” >
“Well, she did, anyhow. Feller from Manchestez. She ®
with him and took their rwo young ones tight along ™
brick’s n hers, T mean. Girls, I was told.” .
“No!” Whit was astonished. “Why did he let hes?"
"Who? This Manchester feller?” .
“No, Philbrick, I mean. They were his children” 3
, “Oh, there wan't any quesuon of that. I guess shtlj{“q
em.” o
“He'd ought to gone after them.” ~ "
’:'Well, 1 don't know. I'm only telling you the 37 dutl ;
. M <
“He'd ought to gone after her and brought her bdik-“’;
“What the hell for?—if she was that kind"
“I would have,” sard Whir, “if I'd been in his 100
‘_"'You'd 2 had to cut holes in your hat, ther, f"‘,"f’, A
£2. Once they get that way, there ain't any SIOPP'® miﬁ‘
_'ho'll keep one of that kind is just a plain fool. Wy &
it, anyhow. Sull, it don't matter with this on¢ Pecause 19¥ :
g;adA That's what I come to tell Phijbick. His 5‘“‘,‘:‘1‘
¢’s got the two young ones, I guess she don’t want ¢
‘n what the Manchcstft feller fnuosx probly d ,\Vayhl 5:"'
message, was that if Philbrick dida’c come g€t
mind £ furn 'em out on the eown. Still, 1 don't X
brick ¢'n do with "em, Man brought the mess2g¢ ©2 2%
from Gilmanton. He wan’t the one that ha had it l“ﬂ”
Well, I got  go el him. I guess he'll be interesred IS0
visit some on my way back. That's more '8 J0U €70 |
Whit, the last time you was out. Or wan’s it the ”‘m_, ;
grinned ac Whit, ovet B
And Melissa there in the doorway, who could 3¢ 70
shoulders, said, "This is him comin’ now.” :
Both men looked up at her—sao her starin8 st
then rurned around to see what it was that she 3%,
Tewas Philbrick, all sight—carryinga " . '

it.

m”
sesdl

pow Wi
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fram his gun barrel—they could see the shank of it stick-
X110 one side,

fus made some exclamation—~but neither one of the other
riered 2 sound. "
en Philbrick £ot up to them, he nodded (0“]0ms, and he
ko Whit quiedly, "I brought you some meat re
fhat was kind of you. I thought that was your gun. Up at t

of the pond?—bour an hour ago?”

b

it tock the meat. "You dressed one awful quick. 11l go
tishere up. I obliged to you, surely.” He went off towar
withthe meat on his shoulder.
pood-lookin' meat,” Jonas commented.
94 come in from Sandwich?” "
& Matter o’ fact, I was comin’ ¢ your place!
o I brought
3 53w that Melissa had gone 1nto the house Tooking
1 message, Your woman's been sick ” He was not
;ﬂigrid(. ,
rick said nothing, ¢
Fever,” said Jonas. "1% corme on her sudden, Sufl, the way th
acd it, her siseer got there.”
‘seemed g long time to Jonas,
htﬂ)“

but fnally Philbrick saids

four days ago.” ck spoke.
ere was nﬁcr.hcr long silence, but at 1“;; Phulbry .
44, “Thank you for brungin’ the mess3 ¢ place”
Twan't any t};ouble. You want t' g0 b“;‘: o .Y'oﬁuxphe saw
&0 along with you a ways, if yowd I Phlbrick just POV
Philbrick wasn't quite ready for thats
90t Bear whar he was sayiog nid wate, Jonas knew
hete was nothing to do but stand theze aﬁmsh"d‘ There
 wouldn't come back uatil they were i
“und from the cabin. 5 rood woman:

'resently Philbrick said, “She was 2
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And Jonas said, “Yes.” R
“After 2 moment, Jonas thought fit to add, "Her ::'E
word your two gitls is to her place. I guess meybe a
you would want to come get 'em. Winchester, aintit’: »
He thought Phitbrick nodded—but he couldn’s be ¢
Then Philbrick turned round to Jonas and made ’:«i
speak. He failed on the first try, but then ke Sﬂfm'd,[ .
be glad to see them,” he said. He meant it, all right; _
the words that were difficult. .
“Sare'n,” said Jonas. “And they'll welcome you, m}’{tP
But Philbrick had done all the talking he cold H
up his gun and started down through the c.leanniyd “}’:ﬂ o
that he'd come, but heading toward Sandwich—a
down to Winchester. i i
Melissa came to the doorway and said, “Ain't you 87
with him?>” .
* "I don’t know as he wants me.” .
“You go with him,” she said. hert
“Maybe I had better I'd had in mind though 047
visit,” .
“Well, we'd like ¢ have you But I think you'd m‘:‘f
"All nighe,” sad Jonas—and he set out after Phi

i

4 ONCE AGAIN they faced winter without anly d‘:"‘,su
Melissa had thought she’d be used to it now. But thok“"
wet and black in the month of November and the ‘r‘nf
10 come, she knew that she was afraid. And 28 the £ o bt
of the winrer came closer around them, she beg::wk o
in what she could see—the day right abead, Q:; e
doing, and whatever it was that she'd have © oz}un e,

Whit Seemed to her to be less given to talkiog sk
would come from a day in the woods, et o
and then sit by the fire, not sayinﬁ;{ ¥
that made a regular noise—not v¥%,
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222 £2p from bis ax with @ fle. And he'd stand in the
before gaing 1o bed, fetting the cold come into the
biog out at the night for three or four minutes, uttesly
20 thea he'd curn back into the room again without
sord It made it worse, to, that he didn't know that he |
15h¢d asked him not to, he'd have Jooked hurt and
Hand bave sid he ws sorry.

Bvern in Kerdleford, ie had been bright in the evening.
i been talking and faughing, and the men often had
21t bad been news there 6f Portsmouth, and sometimes
% Some of the men had been kindly disposed—lke
| bor insuance, and Ensign Lotd, he was pleasant—and

4 Gulonor had bee funny, in truth. Ok, she could re-
bthe orher things, too—the hawking and spitting, the
e floor. Bur thse weren't the things that she tried 10
¥~those weren't the things that came back of them-

#Hom thoughe of Joe Feltpe, for example, drunk and
e taproom in Pennacook. Bur she did thiak of Joe
#%00d on his shoulder, and she thought of Joe on that
2ehe 10d with the wind in her face when Joe had been
"her—1nd she'd sent him away And Joe had gooe oo b
ould think sometimes of Joe and of Wht, facing €3¢ e
“when she bad come down the stairs and there ‘“’Z ‘é’::n
borb of them shaken and ready to fight That b d it
¢ 31 1t hadn' lasted long, 3¢ was very soon 0¥er, 2%
fmed out ll right. ht
n't want (cs; 20 back to Kertleford She had n(",:}r‘:; %ex

ver of that. It wasn't so much that she remer ame—D
it was more hat her father was dhere all the SECT,
ford, thac is. His presence 1 Kerdeford was 2 P ;
¢ would never go back. . he had t©
tsrill she Rmemﬁrcd the pleasant things ";,‘;“s would
Simerhing to think ebous daytixaes WheR WL e erces
 the by asleep sad the sound of ¢ S0 pes fn the

tise over the silence and she'd see 18
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fireplace make little whirls. Those wete the times wl:lﬂ‘j
of her loneliness would come on her hard—a0d Berme
reach out to take hold of the things that she lxk'edwm
Some of those things she used a good many times.

They had a spelt of cold weather toward the RidZe
uaty that Whir sard beat anything he'd ever seeo.
dare to do any chopping for fear that his ax wonld brel
in two. He wouldn't even tackle 2 white plne—and hts
chop maple* that was so hard that his ax only bounced:
was exsy, but he couldn’t chop. "
He kept telling Melissa of these sigas of the ¢©
seemed to take pride 1n them. B
She knew 1t was cold. She got up in the night 00
some mulk for the baby, and the hem of her Skirt 2 o
while she knelr at the fire, froze stiff as a board wher®
had wetted it while she was in bed. o bt
She told Whit 1n the morning, and although she b
to, she got to laughing about it, and then wanted © ‘h'L
They fought the winter—day after day. They i
Match they were winning. They hadn’t lost even so ™
pig. : bqun&j
There was a trapper stopped by and ate dinner 2 s f
week 1n March. He had just come from Fryebusg 3 i)
way out to Sandwich. He said that in Fryeburg thtyi L6
bad time of 1. About every man had beea sick, he S£%.
‘Two days after that, Whit took 2 chill, aad ft'\:ﬂ © L.
not enough fever to put him out of his head. ” * g
for it, and ac the end of three days he was able fOH o
feer. But then Melissa took her turn—and befor¢ st . He
it, the baby had sickened, Whit took care of them
he fele all right, although not very steady. fess s
By the time they were better, it was morc °é Ehar fet
When Whit gor out to Sandwich, he learn ‘:h o
had only made it to Beede’s by the skinof l;ﬂ! 'ifl’_‘n e
pack on the 1rail—DBeede'd sent 2 man out fo! B
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Bede's be'd lefi bis gun in a tree, They said he'd come
sudoabishands and his knees. Beede himself had been
6 tock cuce of him—claimed he knew better thaa
6, woulde't even et ane of his people so much as
Beman. Tt was highhanded, of course, but that was the
“twas. And ehe trapper got better. There was that about
ey penerally did.

% Sandwich had died the whole winter, But they said
fryebucg th

12 there had four of them died. Beede was proud
Sndvich, b said, had beaten Fryeburg for once. Frye
3windows in his house in Fryeburg. “But,” said Beede,

8% of my men are deady” He was mighuly pleased

f

Henbe remembered he had a lecter for Whit, He went

:‘*he said &3='d had it a month.

;g;m,df of it, under the dust and the dirt, was written®

oy Lvingston in the Township of Tamwordh”, 1 w3t

".g lm‘h‘;‘& and the seal chipped and broken 'I’h'crc was

S how long 2g0 it lefe Kertleford—Whit didn't doubt

:“::lg:\i;v.hat was wihrys it w21 from He sad 1o Beede,

ything on it/”
ot hisg,Jonas Moore biossht it He cold me,  5sst
':(. 1t it with hAm‘,));\:t L don’t remember. If Jonas pai
T square 1t witl m

ttook off s hat and put the etrer inside iy * She ¢ 0 7¢2

\)bK(LT ‘nl c“;é” }‘;c :a\d. anigud: the hat on agam AN
Adly, ler was |,

“d:hyaxzat-:ie % home becay b ) wne?

p gong b sehewasso we . o

et;.:‘hc sc;;:x;hztsn (k;‘:a e and undid tys p ko )
g8 thas he'd brought. [

s pleased by them, but they didn't seem 1o ¢ N;

7y s e (10

%as tired humsclf H€ WIS50 tired 1y felc ol

shed back from (he)!able and i "y o o

n'eyor “3;« Lear? ;l bave Keptit o] ready
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“Na_I don't think ic. T'll eat when I wake up.” He
up off the table and the letter fell out, “Oh! There aow,

“I guess I forgot.”

She’d seen the letter.

He said, “That's for you.” %

She didn't appear to know what it was. She Jooked at
—and she looked up at Whit. i j

He wanted to say, “Well, it’s a letter. Don't you ¥
swhat it says?” Bue nstead of that he took up the !nck1
the table to put tt away—and from the other end of zhci,
asked, "What does it say?” N ;

Melsssa reached out her hand for it, and Whit, fon
was standing, saw her break the seal and hold the pap
the lighe . . . and while she was reading he came O%er L
stood by the edge of the table again. . ..

. When she had finished, she Jaid down the letter, a02
to the fire She said, “Pa is gone.” , o
“T didn’t know but whar that might be it He tovk
clothies—he d been soaking (n swcar—pvrmi‘h’\m’d’}’
lay down on the bed. -

“Matthew Patten,” she said,
says he was brngia’ in wood and fell down~—20
was dead.” .

“Well, that's one way. And he had time t0 “.5;;
pulled up the bearskin. “Why was he bringin’ it ¥,
knew him do that.” * "

“He'd been livin’ alone there, so Patren $375- fe, ¥

“Not even a housekeeper” That don't sound fight.
become of his money?” .

"} couldn’s say. Patten says he'd been alon€ € i’:f
that we lefe. He quit kecpm’ tavern and let the p! 11 S:J"““.
*n everything. The vendue won't bring f"OUSh':um fox.
had it by now—to pay what he owed t' Portsm
like that” aw

“What about them that owed him? 7

“The letter don't say.” .

“is the one wrot tbe

d i .
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E.ﬂ:hzdn'{tcllmai it, 1 guess nobody could. I mean
ma”

LA

sestby thefire.

aissquare)” Whit said. "When he says & thing’s $0, 50U
:% 02 it that that’s just about it.”

: omity ¢ bed, are you?”
1Pty soon.”
f“‘mii;g of Ketleford and ts elds in the sun, ;:fh the
“ rn through jt, and the people near by, and of ho
:&P cach other 2 dozen times in a day. She had s:ex(;
things of the village when she was a gitl, but they b
0 bers becanse her father was there. He wasn't there
#%0uld never be there again. She thoughe of the hm‘x:ﬂds
'MPm them. Even in winter there were n\;vays sleds
. And i the summer, the geeat fields in the su? -
£ tllng felds that sloped down to the fiver, 0d 8 SO
e bums 1 be seen from he il Joe Felipe
™ piobably—poor Joo Felipel—she smiled ¥ e
‘;“ h‘;“;‘-b'fhe Kettleford women, she‘ddnevex knowo-
would be dufferent now her father had BOPS oo
{eshe coldat her shoulders and through all of (e ™
g8t of her baby, and the great woods 21! arourK
#med 1o be summer in Kerdeford . - - o back?”
t52id, “What's the matter? Do you want o Gm e cdge
=h:md ber hands on each side of het clung
tbench Sie wras glad she had sud it o a o
2 the silence hs(ged too long She would scream ¢
e ddete speale, ok ¥
"t cold go back;” he said. "Yes—WE CO“lcrﬁ place these:
1%l what we got done here for enough 1@ f\e in ficlds nr:Y
10d mighea't be much but thered bE S04, They
0 there'd be a board house "1 @ PTE C
“oaccticut there is farms awfol

i we &
P saghovE T
m;in‘z nothin’ to stop s a¢
Teant

ches]
¢hat &
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“Do you think,” said Melissa, “we could sel thit
enough to get just that meadow thar—well, the on¢ s
raked?—'n maybe a woodlot? I don't mean any hou
biuld just 2 little house there on the rise. Would yo? thi
that we could do that?” S

Ie took him some time, but he said, “I should thinks
might.” .

He threw off the bearskin, and sat up on the
“I won't pretend thac I wouldn't sooner stay bere. !
that, I guess.” N

Slowly and painfully, be got to his feet, Melis2
him, but she didn’t tuen round. :

He said, "I want ¢’ keep on with what have t .
as I can, I wan ¢’ work for us both, If I can't do thet
we'll go somewheres else If everything that 1 do e
“thing I put up--like a new barn 'n so on, Of dears
ground—if the things that I plan on mean only 19 7%
got that much less chance to get out of hsre—jw;h{-
better go. If you feel that way abour ‘em, they aint=
to me.” .

“Well, we ain’t goin’ t'night,” she said, “yon
into bed.” .

He made no answer ac all; and afrer a moment shes
get back into bed. She still sat in front of the fire Sb‘;
she had hurt him. Bue ehere were these things 20% &
to say: "I hear che wind-in them spruces times wheﬂi;“.
1 wouldn’t pay no heed to it—no mateer how much
there was someone else tound—some other + «
could say to, ‘Thar wind makes a racket, and ’hf .
“Yes' And times when he's sick and I d%"{'{t{"‘:; ;WA
Or when you're here even 'n don't say nothit o
end, Whit. That's when I wane to go back. I da;’:,:f‘
work; I ¢ do that all right. It's nobody t0 “1'3“" and”
hear talk, I get Jonely, I tell you, You don't 88 mbxk-"

Whit said, “No, I don’t. Well, then, w¢ i g0

“You really mean it?”
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it yes” N
;:mem,;&}c gotup and went to the doot; she stood
!m‘i"‘d lifted her head, fecling the wind as it blew
Eeard e gu out,
yhere in misery,
lw:t'f(m in, she said, " Twon't be much more'n 3

ore you c'n plant. Maybe not down by the brook,
guxden you can”
0%t be sat up on the side of the bed.
z”,"" banking the fire, “If I don't have to stay, She
07T wane ¢ goback”

:l:']r S STRENGTH rerusned zs the summer cae 08, mg
¢realized one evening thar he'd done a day's work an
ey good, then he knew he was well.
han corn was more promising now than ir had been

22 1his time, snd he had a good deal more of 1t Hed
:g-”dm and they would soan have some sauce fram i&
i85 place as a whole, be was now about V€2 werth Jonas
tafect thie relationship greaty Jeceroty A n
“ide. And the principal change 10 Whits feelu © 38
that e felr capable, now, if need chould ausw, ot rcls-:)a's
12 ofthe things thar Jonas had done for but 1S v
chetes st e coands, and both O Lrew NI o
s b s0 el Joaas got old. Even et e
sknowledge and cunning. s pMark
ot the seqrof the v Matk Jewell's sonr BT il 12
| Fanfore s o a Bowse aieat (F 4 peniy
Stemn part of the township, and Eastmuan & cheit l:»‘
pent tne inter in Sandwich—bad PO {n, <1
.and were poing ahead. Even Dunful 1 gai0
#ed somewhete ot other, had com® \‘\“N,Jled: X
L4 piu}-""'{c-‘:@ put up a lean-t® !









6 THROUGHOUT THAT autumn of 1772 and the tv0
ters that followed, Whit hunted alone, Philbtick wasat2 bt
His brother Jonathan—who came facer on—had che m2®
being a hunter, But David was more of a man to do work.D
conld shoot well enough, and he knew the country, but 2
could outguess him more often than not, apd Whit told Me
that he thought that foxes rried to get Philbsick 0 hu'nfﬂ
Whit got in the way of doing the hunting for both families
Philbrick was careful to repay him in work.
The dog Jen was now of an age to be really some use. $¢
chree. Another two years and she'd be in her prime. St
proved a still-hunter, just as Beede had said. That is, she &
use her voice any when she was working a track, When
heard her bark, be knew she had her game .
~ This was the fourth winter since they had come, I vrﬂ
st winter Whit had had yet. Because of huoting fv{ Pl
s well as himself, he spent nearly rwice as rmuch tme
woods as he had before, and yet 1t paid him to do in. il
He got more work done that winter than in any wint€t !
Philbrick never came over unless Whit was there. Thef ﬂj
log bara that would ho!d a half dozen head, and they pot3™
in the cabin made of logs split and hewn. i
What Whit wanted the most was oxen and boards 15
oxen, he coutd get rid of his stumps, he could elear bf"“"_
also he could plow. And if he had boards, he could build 2%
house, )
Melissa, meantime, was expecting again. She figured f’”im
ably the third week in October=and it rumned out she \1 :;" )
Mary Philbrick came over and showed herself 10 beas res
and able as they'd had every reason to expect her ©© be.
take so Jong this time, and Melissa was up and sbout
than she had been before. Hed
Hez Hackert, the huster, stopped by in Nm:“ﬂ‘fﬂ“);t.! 5
" mired the baby, “He-one, ain’t it?” he said to “{hﬂx b
1 heard. Now you got (%o of ‘em. You're doin’ all £1g"
356



Tie Wooos.! 357

%35 2 Single man older than Whit—a plump lictle man,
iy good on 2 track and an excellent shot, Whit still did the
220g ot himself and for Philbrick, but Hackets killed most
e ceat for the rest of the town. Eight families, he hunted

Heliss smited on him ed nothing whatever
A pleasantly. She cared nothing

FHickerds opinion, but she'd be willing he'd carry @ 5004 1
e the chuld .

You look pretty spry,” Hackett answered het smile. "How
8200 was 2"

R of October,
u

- i -
Theee weeks!” exclaimed Hackett. "My, am't he come or:at
poked at the baby, and then rurned to Whit. "A boy s 2 &
'_"IE when a mao's runnin’ traps, ain't he” .
expect $0,” said Whit, "My two ase sull yours a
:ﬁm cast 2 glance tounyd. “Where's the other one hi
o

“Probly ot in tb shed.”
:i‘;v,‘i:cher'

rbe’ . the way
"Most of em is But whar 1 mean abott .“;?};:{;d:’hvn you
E05s ate now, a ten-year-old boy €' §0 wor
% got to fear for him.” freveed for fear
He explained o Melissa. "My old man l¥8¥° 0y g o chem
it took,  mever did, though.” And then P F7 0, oy qeve
oo s the more) o wo‘:nedshl‘r;; ones that ‘?:x!n
€ nothin’ to children at all—that ¢hey 50! -
2vel. Sometimes they kep 'em, 5°":;5:‘;f\:e o ZL" ’;;‘3::
wis only men growed that they bum:1 wn your ¥
f}f‘d to Whit, “John Stark come from &
l you "bout Tndsans L m A
Whig szis_‘"]_ondondexry, he come {105 o st
foun, He lefc there two yeats before Im St Francts:
35 the year they had him five weeks p

tita good many times.” «
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“I suppose 50, said Hackett. “Well, T'd ought to gecon | o
meant to stop by here ‘n see how you was doin’. Now I ca}.
peaple that you're doin’ good.” -

. “You berter stay 'n eat supper. g

“Well, that's awful kind of you.” He glanced at Melissr
saw she approved; he liked Whit and her both, and ¢
would be good; there wouldn't be any rum—but a man ("
have everything, and Whit understood hunting. Hacket %,
that he'd stay. :

“Your dogs with you?” Whit asked. ‘

“They're outside with yourn. They get along good:
a deer with ‘em one day there last week. A doe, but chey

T wondered,” said Whit. “She come home ruckered ot
sat down with Hackert at one end of the fieplace, lsiré
test of it free for Melissa to work. .

. The men sexled 10 talking, Hackert rold Whit of each Pz
Swhere he'd recently seen any sign of 2 ‘panther of wolves,
5Whit did the same in return. \hit said he thought 85
rpanther were lessening. (He knew very well that the ¥
had increased.) They talked rogether of the stare of goc 87
crally. And just as they did every time that Whit sa% ‘?‘“ﬁ
talked of Whit's rifie and of whav it would do- Hackerd ™
quite ready to say that be wanted one, but he was preaty £,
it. Whit's was the third rifle that Hackete had o et
side of two years—and all owned by good men- There ¥2
Baker's River man owned one, in the township of Romnﬂlv
miles west. And Frye humself did—but of course hewst o
man and could afford to own anything. There were samé &
“Tamworth owned no gun at all. 3 7
Whit saw that young Jonas had put a foot 18 the 5""?‘
Another five minutes, and he'd be inside. g H
Nor till Melissa had finished -etting resdy ¢ P
ckett stat in on the news of the rown. N &
},h};{: knew where there was sickness and wuit s:g n‘;‘f‘;
for it—and sometimes they were doing it, and S msr"‘"“
were nor. He knew how the work at each place W3S PP o

She
Jost ¥4
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Kaw thy were fixed now that winter was near: how much
ids on,axd the state of thei cattle, if any, and what kind
e theit bouses were in.

il Jonxthan Philbrick—that brother of David's—two-
f:m in the woods. He ain't started a house Five weexs
b_:m bere, 'n he's seill layin' out. He ain't much like his

F1 ' seen hirn but ewice.” i
“sttime | seen him 1 thought he was a beat, “count of hl;
:md‘hlzginess. Then when 1 see the size of hum, he looke
&2 ke a moose” d
A2t did you think he was when you hear him @lk?”
o know, be sinfc a iar” sid Hackert. “Thern chings that
2250f, 1 bieve e has done—at least a part of €7
"‘\'N b lxt_v: them bear stories?” ood.”
‘s:.;:ur if you c'n believe a bear story, t¢ ain't a0¥ B0O%

e€1 in one season!” Whit suid with disgust d
FeD e s bear, though, He son'c afraid BGO& sf e b
‘ _Ieh om in him he'd rackle fourteen”

0uld't wondes, The way e looked
Prizh to.” B ! .
H_,mk:; refused to guve in. “He's 2 Jindhearted M3t

munk orsober, you mean?” ) nk You

He's kindhearred sober, but he's mose generous 47
Fod him sing, have you?”
No™

¢ me be WS wild

k £ ‘em ar¢
Bellers a lor, but they're pretsy gqﬂd songs Som€

Py, He'll eve in the woods as ke *
“Sing in th: :v;::li?’i—(w;en he's gou’ @ loag? (S:;cn“l‘ 2 ‘w?
tchman, And you claim he aun'c wild!” WO Fyg geoet®h
they'd been saying before youd s ble £ b°
Bople d be ol right until SPIRE. e ehey®® M
Twould thinffso,” sard Hackett ar
tgry berween spring and 8 €1OP: o qney 27

| Melissa stood leaning against :h; ﬂ alk sehile

"3 some ume since she'd seet
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would semember each word that he said, though. Each bit
each item she would think about later, tomorrow aod next
probably 2 good many times. She did like to hear what of
people were doing. . .

Hacketr told them of Sandwich and a few things o
Gilmanton. He mentioned Boston, and Whit s:‘id be‘d
been there. “Bigger 'n Portsmouth,” Hackett advised hirm,
they ain’t so highborn to Boston, I mean the rich people 88

Whit said he didn’t know. He'd never been to Portso!
for that marter, either. {

“No, nor I ain't,” Hackert confessed. “Bue I seen Govest
John times when he was to Wolfeboro. They don't com®
higherborn 'n what he 15, I guess.” p

“They say he’s a good man.” 5 5

“That's whar I always thought. I guess you ain't heard 2
him and them carpenters . ... 2"

« “No, Idon't know as 1 have.” oy
o+ ¥Well, the story I heard was: this Bricainer genesal thef &

.., ! t0 Boson—Gage his name is—he wanted some B¢ p

’ ?‘3{ up a place for hus soldiers to sleep in. He Cou{dn! grl:!‘ o

oody in Boston to do it because they don't like havin’the ”saﬁ;

around So he sent word up to Governor John to sead him &

carpenters.” :
“"Whya't the soldiers do 1t themselves?” .
“Well, I don't know, I guess they wan't up 0 it- Rl

Governor knowed he couldn’t get any carpenters 1089 o !

Boston for that kind of work. So he hired ‘em on without “mw

‘em nothin”. All they was told was ‘cwas caxpcmcm’ofk"t‘:,i?

dida't find out till they gor clear to Boston. And 15_"’ “;‘:s‘vf’!

mad! I want to tell you! Why, right down here ¢ Roch®® 7|
you know where that is—they made Governor's AEeOF i ey
the one done the hirin'—get down on his knees and 3poles®

the town.” o . E
. eat, not Governor. - bl
:11\-11’; }aﬁll, 0. Nat him! Governor wouldn'e get do¥a ¢ 3

knees for the devil.”

Anyto™
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Ve i )
fﬁ? :l: :x:?';i; ,t:f'?“ld either,” said \Vhir., “Still, he’d ought
"M:::;}z;u l:e right. That's what chey thought.”

o 3 €Ul is one shing; ot in & wrade s all nght.
“Specual Wh“ are under him. He hadn't ou, ghe to do that.”
e in};za en they're so many,” Hez Hackett agreed. “Why,
W 'bcsm‘l‘; where they can all get together, they'te up to
710 Roch ut half of the time. Same way to Exeter—same
'Ishouldn-mef‘ Same way to Connecucu, I should expect.”
¥say, has t wonder. I never been there. Connecticut people,
Oh God oo the Grants.”

e there A'mighey, { should say that they had. They're thick
f:g“’ many provinges is there? Do you know?” Whit in-

Twould say 2 good many.”
S many as ten?” ¥
“Tshoutdpn' o . k
i uldn't wonder. Close to it, I guess Say, BO% chat I thun!
o you wouldn't Iike to trade for the Lknowledge of where
€52 bee tree? 1 lined ‘em to 1t back along 1 the SUERCE b
nked the tree. Bur I been so busy T aint beed back 1o it
¢ I could tell you ahout it so's you could walk night up 1 i
adfolded, 1 wouldn's say it was & STeP OY€) fous mile: What-
rhoney you get, you c'n pay me i0 ed) for 1t.
_:TO balance?" said Wht. "
"Well, 1 had hoped ¢ do beteer than that "
en you couldn't have figured 0 trade for 1t Wit
‘_fk is the tree?”
"She ain’t awful thick. You o
éh:k must a shrunk stnce 1 seen hieh
ackete said nothing. igh?—a BY
A i old helock SIP ‘““Vefﬁ“}:ﬁw '
lder Logide it out the size of his PS5y,
¢ bank of the big broc:lk tlo the nort
,Boes in ¢ that steep-sided place? o
Hackeer said rugfuuy, ~pwenty 104 from /,

me. How

& get her down 1230 hous!
then”
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“The near bank, goin’ up. And your bees is lue<one?
pitched a rock int’ th' top of that stump a year agoinlste AY
and never stisred up a bee. If they made ten pounds of bone]
the time they been in there, I would say they'd done welt 1F
want to take down that hemlock and bring me the hotef
trade you meal for it when I see what it's like.” .
“You walk like Beede.”
“I been here five years.” j
Hackete laughed and stood up. He said he'd got © 84
turned to Melissa and said, “Ma'am, I want t0 thank you. k4
was an awful good feed And you gor as handsome & babyls
ever see. 1 ¢'n tell all the rest of ‘em. You got a namé for it
“No,” said Melissa. &
Whit said to Hackett, “It’s been dark for an hout-
lay here
—and fter some slight discussion, Hackett stayed OvE:
‘{-Ie slepe out in the hay.

Youh

= Whit said the next morning when Hackett had §on£. k
"him all right. Bue ain't he a rerrible feller to ralk!

s

7 17 wAS the following April thar David PRBIE
killed. A white pine tree fell on pim, There bad been rﬂ‘:j
them working—that 15, two besides Philbrick. Tbrssle b
Elkanah Danforth, who wasn’t more than sixteebs and SR/
Mason, an older man. Danforth and Mason we€ felling
tree—nor such 2 big one, three feet ar the purt—and Ph:h‘ S
near by, was lopping the limbs off another one that ¥3* 11
down. He wanted the limbs off so they could roll the (%7
to burn. R P
Mason and Danforth—bath of them-—called our ©© g
. or three times that she was about ready to tom U:Lh‘ 1o
. have thought he was clear, because, though he answere g
right on working. They thought themsefves he wis .

LN
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fjm‘:gi::e ‘They finally quit d\opp‘mg:‘thﬂt would

!nk teard them quit chopping, and he called oue, "AD
fox ket me free this one—"
" gusrof wind came and they heard her crackling deep
2, 20 they yelled, "David, she's comin™”
\ p—and he saw the top of her beginning to move,
sacced out, They said he didrv't look scared, and that be
E_‘mhls ax. He came wading out through that whole mess
‘ f"ﬂ.md they though that most probably be'd make it
r~ But thea he fell down. He went down sideways and
500 tit bk, and they saw him throw up both 3mS ©
over his face. Danforth screamed like a woman—
green tree sertled over hum.
£9t 0 him in no time, but they coulda’t do any good. A
the wee had gone right clear through tus chest o
h‘sKﬂl inches into the ground. He was dead wheo ey 2%
25 2 limb maybe five inches through- petter
80t him out and they tried to make him fook
they weat for his wife. -
hih Dunforth e oue and rold Wt OF ¥ % ng
 precy badly, snd Whis ssid, “You 597 78 ¢ .
{‘ﬂwe on these young ones, 11} g0 10 W40 o § st O
the gone fong, 1f you're hungty, €3¢ somethtnB
. e of Bis BYE
Vhue thought on the way, “Tt was problly B k'ncﬁul when B¢
funderneath hyro. That was why be fel} dow
;David, he didn't try to find out
fary Philbrck was quiet, and 50 soon
¥ith her, The clder gl wasa's here As TR G
11he'd gone oft by herself. g perset WAL Lo Sand
o S decaded shee theyd B ord 03 oo i

irt whO
wras the yo““f:ihgﬂ'd wold
e

¥ to bury him-—and that thcy't; :’“;:‘:f;‘ﬁ he ™

hin the meantime, 35 well. Mas
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Whit went home for the night finally, and Melsst!
there, The reason Whit was so late leaving was ¢}
thought he ought to have a look round for the 0145'8‘5,
he went home. He found ber in no time, She wasoutia %

He could just make her out—she wasina farand day
huddled over and crying, but not making a sound. He
hand on her shouldes, and said, “I'm goin’ ¢ set dowa 0f
for a while"—and he sent and sat down. Aftera®
stopped crying. Whit got up and went OVEr &0 her Y
know what 10 do, and he didn't knaw what ©0 5. s
e taud bis hand on her shoutder, T goie' i 2 1
that you're out here. You ain’t got £ §0 i nght 4%
would pretty soon " She nodded her ‘head. And Whit%ed
He didn'c feel that he'd helped any. :

andwich, 30

Daniel Beede himself came over from S
brought &

. three with him—Jonas Moore being oné- They
* boards, knowing there'd be none in Tamwordz.  ~
+  Late thar afternoon, David Philbrick was bunf-’df‘“’ {
of a gray, granite boulder zbout 2 quarter of a sile ]
house. Beede read from the Bible, They all weré agret
was the one who.should do it, although he f:wu.ud the
and they thoughe Philbrick had not. David, i
had been more of a Baptist. But she thanked Beede for
and he read quite a for. .
Afterwards, Beede went back as far 13 M Jeuel "m’
stayed for one more night to help Mary Philbrick; sod ]
planning ro lie at Whit's for the night. Lne‘:
Jonathan Phulbrick hada’t showed up. N0 one
he was—somewhere off in the woods o bt
Whit was glad 1t was Jonas if it had 0 b ﬂ‘fof‘_!;,;
didn't feel much like alking. He didn't %20 "’.dm}‘{, o
On their way home, Jonas ralked along ‘”’Iy'mm
had told him to bring Philbrick's woman and both ‘uy
ones out to his bouse to stay. ‘He ha spckrn mh " el
2bout it this noontime, but he wasa't cenad “\ 3
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i go over again 3
- in Sandwi and see her in the m i
nich to sgum:rﬁh until they'd had the ven?ir{?lﬁ;:c}:
o -4, she' dy ”;CCP! the place and the cow—and
- mirried a5 ea go back o her people. “Although she
Philbrick woug ;semt' if she didn't go back there:
" before shi the natural one—although she'd
his pare o' cow e could marry him. Sull, women are
Scoboer o come nury. You know how old Dan’l got
eber he picke fﬂ l.lve there with his family? Told her
had told h‘xm‘:)(h:;iw“’. She took the oldest 008
32nd Jonas wes s once before, but Whit didn’t 53y
wame fightie’, 1 k‘l“ on. He tried a new toOpic. “They been
°¢ they?” 1 hear, down ¢ Boston”
Swi
be m;:)“-»lr:m' and a good many killed”
em two young anes of bis, 1 2% sorry for

1, she jooked to M€ like 2

:ds:;;!:s‘ everyose. St
m:u‘;:‘:ihﬂm_d, far 25 that goes.”
5. Isuppose :Z?:‘fdyou gor some sease 10 PUE with i
? o Bostor?” . said Whit. ‘He made a0 € ot “Who was
ive round there. Bay
e powder the

% roen i
A Soldiers marched out T BX shole som¢
ey told ™€ th' pame

1 guess 1 forgot it
ch as 2 grain

ey git it
e soldiers? No, s N -
Y ‘ , sir, the! Aid not ot SO
80t more lead than pcywder. o is place that L8 Hic of
L:l*me powder was StOF O it now, €5 B Yind of 8 guCTy
o You know e mes of 309 ‘towos a10u0

o
"Nor
T wished 1 could remerber it gonre -

o
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“'Whit said nothing at all. 3

“Twenty mile, or close to it,” Jonas said resolutely, "B

is from Boston thar I can'’r think of its name, The v\hn!

back to Boston, the fellers lived round there shot at thet
was at it all day. I don’t know how many there %25

-soldiers, I mean—but there must a been a good many st

any got back. Either that, or to Bay Colony there csa?|

shoot.”

They had come along the path now till they wese 2108
sight of Whit's house. Whit—as he always did here—%2
desing how his children had fared. There was a young gl
who'd come over 10 tend them, bur she dida't knov mucl
wanted 10 see them . .. y

This loosened the gnip that us thoughts had had 00 572
spoke now of David He said, "I think he was the most &
man I ever see” .

§ Jonathan Philbnick finally pur in his appearance—-%
“Whit's, at his brother's. He had a deer on his back—s0 }
maintained—bigger than most men could catry. He g2
%‘J” of it and then wenr away

8 THEY cAME 02 mormng that was the middteof M
and there whs stll no word from Jonas. This was the 3y
was going 10 Sandwich to ferch in the oxen he bad xS""JI
Daniel Beede to buy. He zold Melissa that he'd godos?
Jonas and find out how things stood.
Melissa said, "You'd better go down
stop at Beedes. Once you get your.han
won'y want to leave.” !
“You wait till you see ‘em I tell you they ©©
-, Whit? Really?” .
'(A);: :;y;oxry, yes! And yer as 1 said before, ¥

f
A
]
!
4

t0 Jonss's pefore §f
Js on themt oneny 54
i

prtlfy-"
P
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2t be was all s
A, i
:tho“":‘.'ridx ox:::? 710 80 te'd even said goodd

xeke i, [ never mme how they look, it's mor }Y, r
izgtight together; oxen work 25 PR‘!‘Y as Ih:;: o
= o they turn ke they siep alike, t00. You Bee -
ShEESE TS
- “fffm an pu“_,.mdsbrtadth'. And 1 want :Ptlell‘l! ylr:l
"”“f(;tur K,se‘il ‘em ¢ me, Whit”
r‘ﬂvl}m}g md::;g:“:“ see ‘em tomght, T guess”
;‘ s2id he wouldn'e fi 't forget to £O down ,f}os o
k !:Zﬁlhmugh his cl orget. He told the dog to stay I}:;ss
: a "
;n:i 5::_ earing and into the woods Hc’“f‘:;

g was ten day
i he days shead o cime There 22 g0 saow at all
an in the dearia, where the sun could get 2t ke
. ¢ ground. The ¢ g-—she cold and the weness had gone
ovell 15 in winte rees hade'cbegun 1 Teat our,so e )
ot yoa. B . +d the flies hadn’t come Jer, I was 3
’_wmdc his legs achxml’ Raver was cold’ —¢ was so coid
mk'f;: l;mct of wmfl“ though he'd been ynocked O
i clear .
b st of Boede's koo Atetssa was BEDE R
: * pond, and wen thought—by gons around the aotth side
,l‘ﬂ:.kmg 2 pard ¢ on down 1o Jonss's onas
i been Lhe‘}’: en. And Mrs Moore W3S here,
i ere was ;goﬂas wouldn't have bees 4% e garden, b
! Jonzs should aze 1o the aif and an €ast wind comng VP
s should bave been fishsag
tad'e fo ‘:Whit, yes, that hed
L He w;s‘m | anyone there that b€
r,]k roun d_giﬂilgg o keep it in min
o ever got oyl h
. en:,h““ Philbrick hf?l shownguy
wisted shed come and sty bere” 192 Moore 531
. < both met were uncnm(onab\e. o

n the

thought ™
, choughs 5 have 370
with this gardeo: He asked

as ye©- And Whit wold of
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that they were and went on, “There's twenty mea, anyké,
Sandwich ain’t marsied, and that ain’t as wild as what B
she was to stay here with us she could see the whole 10\)
come by this morain’, one at a time, ' get Jonas ' fish %t
Didn’t they, Jonas?” e

“Yes,” Jonas said sadly. “But they won't corne agun. %

Whit only stayed a few minutes, and then weat back
Beede’s, He wanted his oxen, he wanted 1o know they %6

Beede had noticed thar Whit didn't have his gun Wit
and as Whit was leaving the yard ar the head of the near&,
goad carried forward and his face very solemn, Becde
him, "Now you look like a farmer.” .

Crossing the river was the only place that had worsied

and when both of the oxen had humped themselves safd

the far bank and had sertled agan 1o their waking,

mind was at peace The near one was named Beavty, 275
., off one was named Neb By Beede’s chain Beauty had g
% feet and a half, and Neb wasn't less than that by much 0%
g;an inch. Beauty was piebald and hus eyes didn't quit® match

as Beede had said, * "Tatnt often you'l] see both hiseyes

time." Neb was almost all black with a white blaze 01 B

Whit had told Melissa that 1f she was real set on it ¢4

change the names of them. He liked the names that ‘Mg‘

on them now.

Having the oxen would give him a new fecling abost i':i
lor of the work on the place. He could command the sl; ;
now that he needed to tackle most anything. There \w{ﬂ v
many things that for years he had had to pass by knm‘:‘ :
were too much for him Near the east end of his field, d
2 fair-sized granite boulder. It was oo small t0 lt:ﬂ:; d )
fave it look right, but it had been too big o £¢¢ )
time that was worth. That boulder had roocked him. !}U 5
had the victory: he had the strength.

)
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. "' l‘“"f his field round with sumps. He could free it
"' "Inlowitdeep now——and he'd et a great crop.
sirrtime ‘came he could haul wood and logs. When
"‘f‘ed the wotk of his pair, he would 1end them out
' on he'd be paid. Bue no man would drive
acepting himselfalthough it woulda'e be long ROW
~edbe tesching the boy . . -
2 the spring. Everything was begioning.
~had wold him how over west in the Graats, Ethan Allen
Fr.u,“d the great fort on the lake—Fort Ticonderoga.
, ! Beede, was a great one to swagger and swear. He'
. l;fmby surprise, and then with the danger all past and
ozt Allen had spread his legs wide and sruck bis thumbs
- and roared out to the general who was in charge of
«"Now, then, you God damn old rat, you come on out of
Ithad made Allen comic—or so Beede had thought.
" "said be supposed it was mote of less the same kind
265 that Jonas Modre had told of. some fighti®
ston?
EAB*de'd said, yes—it was all the same thing.
€ would have been mote than willing £ calk a lor mote
Whit hadn's wanted to—any more thait b wanted 10
of it pow, It was a puzzling business. He dudn at 8l u;:e
,Zd it—and although that rather arcracted him sull
d more 1o think of his work. o ©
2 ished David Philbrick were coming ‘\)c‘:i[ ;{Z’JL e
3 sad 1O David,

g down

the oxen with him, David and be bad ralke
s much 35 2 bundzed e ensilyt—bed 524 €
id 10 him, “If we had a par of 0XeB hese ROV tor
5id himself had been a man of great suengt‘t:/:w” e
"‘_M::f his. That could mmean, of €onrse B2 LAl angbe 19
1 the goodness of strength, a0 ehat hey W0 1y e
P<h ut for ir, But it was g fuck bad ‘““’,;,Pmd
beat anything David had known that =% -
Whit watched the steady, slow beat of their ¥4
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_ wete coming actass the pine plain now where the goit
smooth « . . their heads nodding and swaying. .. and livde
wrinkles would come and go on their shoulders.

Whit walked beside them, nor often urging them of £
them. It was flat here and no trouble to get through B¢ &

9 DURING THE fitst month that Whit had the &€
families moved 10to the rown. It seemed, in 2 wag, 2 th®
oxen had brought them,

Three of the men had boughe land near co each othet
intetval the other side of the hill a msle o the south 0
place. It was Duttful Jackman who rold Whit sbout cher
just come by there. They had been there three days, 50 f
told Whie, and he didn't appear to approve of them X
silence what Melissa set our for him, and she guessed
new people hadn't asked him to eat. But when h¢ had

* neither Melissa nor Whit could quite bring themselyes]
}point of suggesting he stay. Jackman thanked them 85 93
he always did . . . and took the path roward the P f"lb?d".:s
Whit, watching him go, said to Melissa, “You don't S‘qf
that he figures to speak to her?” &
“No!” She was scrubbing with sand the plate thae J2&°

had used. el
“Well, now, | d' know. They say any man €5 560
“But they don' i K
et they doa'e say to who. Ushaul&"'j

“He looked to me a little cleaner than usud
der but that mughe be it. I never thought not!
Dutiful wash! When was he here last?”
“Four months ago.”

*He has washed in the meantime.”

“Not more than ofce.”
*Well, maybe not.”
“He smells worse'n ever.” She took her broos
and began to sweep round the hearth.

hin' wouk ;

f

o tbe @
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]Ii‘“s well on i the evening, The sun had gone down. Over
:;]‘Om‘tr at one end of the cabin, both of the children were
2Jy weep Dunful Jackman's diffident tones hadn't dis-
: them, Nor had they wakened when Jen had barked at
f%;‘dﬁ,!.dwn in the doorway. "1 hope he does speak t0 her.
-y do.
?Khv?" .
Because she'd have to laugh. She couldwe help hessclf—
ﬁ’d}' could” s P
L;:E.Wt)udn't laugh,” said Melissa.
She'd ot take it serious!” Whit sud, rurmog his head to
% at her.
d:"“- Ldonit mean thee” She'd finished sweeping the heasth

putting her broom back, took up the flat wooden shovel 10
ver the fire,
Whit waited. The mosquitoes weren't bad conight COMP
what they had been . . .
Matried to Philbck,” Melissa explained, “she felc presty
&, didn’t she?”

7,1’ know; maybe.”

“Well, she did, anyhow, because anyone would T}
™t from that-—and as sudden as she d
“bman could speak to her—no, 1 don't ¢
Whicsat in sifence 2 moment Then he 52 4
. They had some bad luck—her 204 D3VE U8 0 ned of”

ared

hen 0 COME

At a5 though there was somettun’ for E:: [etodvit
Ohens e S e . 2:“5;05!{ chan that. But she

, «,Of"ﬂ!imes they are marnied 2 I
tou't show no ssgns of it” .
"You don’t begrudge her the, meat, ho y; gt
“No, not a mite. Bat she can’t 87 S0y
;“Y man. And 1 got ¢ make the house b1l
ere

oun?” .
is wintef without

¢ she comes over

5 in' " come yc(." . hat t]
e i aked T o i



372 LOOK T THE MOUNTAIN | *

do? She ain't got ¢' say mozhin’! You 'n I'n ber kaow thatif
¢ look out for het ‘twould be handier here. There'd be onlf!
fire, and it ain’t an awful lot harder t* cook for seven than 3
~ Aund then if she was right here, why, she could help you 0t
Them things are 5o true they don’t have ¢ be sald. But Atdiy
true we'd sooner be by ourselves.” - . )
“Nor that ain’t got t' be said ¢ her either, I guess. h)
“No, I guess not. But what can she do? Theze's them !WO'-}
girls.” k|
“How about Jonas Moore?™ \ 1
“They don't seem so anxrous as what they did before’ ‘%
“That ain’t like Ida Moore. She ain’t one £’ go back ona
€ help.” ‘
“Yes, I know that. Well , . . it aint winter ytt;" :
“No,” sard Melissa. She was getring ready their bed
There was dusk i the clearing, and away off in the for.
whippoorwill sounded. Whir said, “I ain't heard an 0wl 0:0‘
* as three or four days. I wonder where they bave §02¢
lissa said she didn't know. v
t reckoned the day lately?” ot
-, not the day. Bt 1 knwr i’ the fourth weel in Juo
£ thought 1t was, prob'ly. It looks like it round” ks
Melissa was thinking that the bed needed pew coroh 08
Whit's voice was gende and quiet. “Takes a long tine
dark, don't iv>—this time in the year.” * .
"YCS."

El o, SR

>

10 HE WENT over the next night to sec ¢ nml;ﬁ,
who'd located over the hill. Melissa wanted to go but she ¥
stay home with the children. Whic said he'd be back I3
fore very long. . A
He :'y:u l:ik in rwo hours. She questioned him# 2
“Look all right to me,” he said, coming up 10W3
“Children asleep?” B L
)
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_1\;‘:1{ rle quist, at least. What are the women fike2”
Sy couldn’t say. These's quite a mess of *em, though. Must
o any s four or five, I should thiak. They dida’e ralk any.

- ‘d—fixd they have on bonnets”

. didnt notice, ¢ tell you the truth. There are six men that
Xefrown between the three families; they got a brave pair of

en, and there’s quite 2 good many boys.”

“Ain't they got any girls?”
hOh, yes. And T want ¢ tell you that they made a good start!

ey got one house about roofed, and a garden all dug, and they
en got some hay up in scacks from off that litle meadow that
ere is over there. | guess you never seen it. I didn't ask what
ey paid for the land 1 guess a good deal, though. Them oxen’
ere sight up in shape "

“Where did they come from®” .

“They hauled n thest goods with ‘em.”

“The people, I mean.”

“Rochester people” He hung up his hat. “They come up the
JJmon Falls River to East Pond and lay there the first nighe,
nd they lay the next might at the south end of Great Ossipy.
‘hen they come in from there. They could do 1t, all right.”

“Rochester,” she said. “That's where they had the great fire.”

“Ayuh Twenty mile, more of Jess, up from Portsmouth it is.
[hey had news about Portsmouth. Been a high 0ld time there”

“Always 15, a0’ they? 1 used to hear.”

“You never heard nothin’ like dus one before. I ain't sure
really that 1 gor it strasght pow

“What happened’” )
“Well, the way they told me—" He went over to peer down

at the children, and see1ng young Jonas still 2bout a quarter

awake, he caressed the boy's head and saw him wriggle in com-

fort and sectle nearer 10 steep. Whit atched him a moment,
4 went outside and sa¢ Y

is back to the wall, his chin on 1

his legs strerched out in front of him. Up overt

witch-hazd..n;ﬂe, resting on pegs whesr
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Metissa sat down in the doorway, the light from the west
ing over her shoulder. “Most Portsmouth stories,” sbe
“you'd ought t’ be sure they're asleep.”

“Oh, it ain't so bad as that, really—at least not in 8 Waf-¢
“What is it>” S

“Well, as near as I could make our: some feller 1 don't k} ’
his name that Governor had pue tato General Coutt—tbat iy
wan't sent by no town same as the sest of 'em be—well
didn’t Jike that, so they took and voted him our. S0 h;:}
round to a tavern,~I guess they all of ‘em did. And he begod
talk loud and to say what he thoughe, So I guess some of §
went for him. Well, he ducked ‘n got out, and he made
Governor's house, 'n he went in there 'n hud.

“That made 'em mad. If he'd stood up to ‘em jn the first pl
they might a backed down, Or 1f he'd kep' a runoin’, th¢§ &
quit n come back for more drink. But wnen he hid behif
Governot, that made ‘em mad. I shouldn't wonder but th“
"4 Governor, too. He an’t that kind—or at least he dida't 5%

" once. Aayhow, chey hauled a gresc canon up in f10rt ¢
", ‘A they said if this feller didn’t come out, that they d o
EP&. So thea he come out. I don't know whether GoTeit
him o nor. Stell 1t may be that he’s sofrened up ”mcix don

like to think it.” . -

“What did they do with the one that come ou aske

e s e

Melissa. ot
“I dot’t know. Governar, he took his people and $ea¢ 0% §
ke into b

some fort. And he'd no sooner gone than they brol 0
house, and stove it all up, and ook about everything they (0%
lug off. Ain't that a fine bustaess?” He spar on the grouos.
“Porrsmouth people?” she said. .
“[ don’t know who, else.” ., et
“But—well, I always had an idea they was rich peOP
Porrsmouth.” »
*Yes, 2 good many’s tich. But th’ town ain'call WC'“;'“D;".’“.

They goc sailors and whoes and speechmakers, m:" .
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"
‘k “They been fightin’ ¢ Boston again. 1 guess worse ‘a
- g’;}*f batle, this was—same 85 ewould be in & war”
'B'w‘;;ig :ig? asked Melissa.

wicer soldiers ‘n mlitia, the »
Vo Lt , they say.
E?‘y‘é;lo:ke—hkc the same as ¢ Kertleford?”
ca ncbodyy oen, 1 guess, mostly they was. They ain’c the
Whowon”
:{‘“:x} guess. '_Ih:y was on top at the finish- But th’ wan't
. ay of 'em a5 ¢ was ¢’ bepin. Mhiia done well. They Tall'e
Rx“ you'd think for.”
,HShK 1n Boston?” she said.
“umdy wit, ] guess. Twasup on 2 ll. Wait now—DBreeds

i}:::ﬁmé;:“ bied and puzsled. She shock her head. -

ey oo e said, "You know there’s one of ther fellers that
ot ‘!Ymook to.1 got to thinkin’ about it comn’ over il He
“For ;\‘{' ed or nothin'. He might be just the one”

iy Mary Philbrick, you mean?”

i%o: is he featured?”
" dolxt d;' same as the rest. H
vetal
ons 1 il as good as what Jonas
“"What's his name?”
I forger now. He only said once”
et B ”
Whae d th rest of ‘ers call 7 pead or look

e ain't much © 100k at. But b3
Moose ¢ant 1 see where® t

at him-

"Well. ‘un; Ik, o 'you, @ 24 < i
¥ S . . Todn . 1 guess except fo5 1
ou know how 1t 1 Fle &0 “&T;Zu . f s ook 5% im

came, he dido't speak 091y once.
hzfﬁ great one o work”
ow old did he Jook?” "
“Why, 1 coulda't sas = "bout ¢
“But you do know he can &
“Yes, sit, he cant”

same 28 1005 men.
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71| tell Mary tomozrow,” Melissa said grimly. “1 dont scf‘
there’s anything more she could ask. Sill, he don’t own 8 1i
does he?—just to make it complete?” -7
“No,” s2id Whit blandly. )
“What did he say?—the one time that he spoke” |
“He asked me,” said Whit, “1f [ liked to kerch trouts.”
The name Whit had missed turned out to be Onesiphores
They saw him off and on during the summer—~may o
or four times. He spoke his name “Phorus”; it was his brott
told Whit what the whole of it was Whir took him fishing o
they'd been there a month. They got a sackful. On theit %
home, they stopped by at Mary Philbrick’s o Jeave SO
them there,
-She gave them spruce beer or syrup whichever they
and she was glad of the trout. Bur Whit didn't ¢hink that §
- really laid herself out to make an impression on Phorus 25 29

as she might. Although, he admitted, she was cheerfol €05

“How're they off for meat?” Melissa inquired,
<“He'd been there agatn, I guess. They got enough.”
£That makes the third time he’s been there ta 2 mo!
oes it?”

“Maybe he ain't quite so wild as you think
“Oh, he's wild enough, surely She am't goi

oth” -

o ¢ raoe bis

11 WHIT was pounding dried cora on @ fair day in 5°F

tember when he saw that someone was standing if the door ¢
the shed: it was Mark Jewell, Jr. He had no gus with him, 50
couldn'e have happened by bunting; he seemed casy & i
s0 he wasn't bringing bad news, Whit coulda' imagine what
errand could be. o

Mark Jewell, Jr. lived on the hill over in the wester P2 o
the town neat the border of Ssndwich. He was & sob“[; ;a
man, very careful and accurate. In that, he sesembled hdw!v :
who was next to Beede in Sandwi

ich, Young Mark was %0 G *
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,:’x I:(I:huv.[u’gh he'd had.his place now for three or four years, he
mmyti’\ rought a wife to it. Everyone knew that he planned
e 13 Ruth Vittum as soon as he thought he was ready. She,
. kDmcaxmme, appeated willing to wait—or it may have been
“obew 0o one could hurry Matk Jewell.

Whit was sure be wasn't goingto. ..

A dy day,” Mack said Bnally, “is the besc ¢0 pound Indiaa.”

Cracks betcer, yes. But it takes a long time any day. We'd
i t"have a mill handier. With a milf and a smith, we'd be

é:f“ Up in shape in this rown.”

_Moulton promised a smith when I took up my land”

"Id expect one 4 fot soaner if he hadn't promised.”

"You 'n Beede, 1 guess, feel the same way about hi
‘Whit leaned on his pestle. “Dan’l Beede,” he said, “is a proper
wveyor He ran out Sandwich in 1769 Now Jonathan Moulton
)mes along six years later and claims Beede was wrong and
2nts part of the land. There ain’t no man on earth can get so
pset s a surveyor when you ey ' tell him he has made 2 mis-
ke—specially 1f the surveyor is Beede and you're Jonathan
fouleon” .

"I guess maybe you're nght,” Jewell agre:d, “Tell you the
susiness 1 come on. I been conaun’ the town.

“You been what?” N

“Countin’ how many people there is in the town. They're at
it everywheres—all of the towns.” . "

Whir didn't quire like it. “They never done it before.”

"Well, they're hard at it now, nnyhm;v. Sandwxih is finished.
Tain't the Proprietors doin” ic. It's Gen'ral Court.

“Oh. Well, you didn’t need to come way over here to find out
there was four of us—that is, 1if yfou count the two young ones.
Noe in'e glad to see you, of cousse. b

T‘;‘:; lcg.‘;(g i Jowell, He had a book with it and he
wrote it down. “Two ain't o many, though.

“"How many you 01"

“Another question, s

“Towna rils,

d Jewell: “do you own a gt
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“The kind of betri] don't matter—not so Jong as shellfx
There was an uncomfortable pause. “She'll fire," said Whll
*Jewell hadn't looked up, “In Sandwich,” he said, " ¢
whole of-the town, there is two hundred and forty-three P"’P“
Joshua Prestcott and my father signed it. There is for“q-sﬂﬂ"‘
who can vote, and more 'n half of them have got guns- i
“Not in Temworth,” Whit told him. “They ain't bzlfl of
guns,—and half of the guns that they have got woulda't s
2 hole in a snowbank. Some df them that own guns ae 00
to buy powder, and them that have powder don’t know bow
shoot. Sandwich has two hundred and forty-three people. ¥¢
1 expect Tamworth's a hundred and fifey. And out of that b
dred and fifty, there 1s only one man that a sensible deet W&
tey ta rue away from. That is Hez Hackett.”
“Dutiful Jackman—they say he can shoot.”
"I never been out with him. What do they want 10 ask il
guos for?——I mean, whoever 1t is that's payin’ you ¢ £0 ot
Jewell said honestly that he dida’t know. L
“They figure the Indians are comin’ back, do they?
I hadn't heard of it.” L(‘J
;ANeither have I You wouldn'e think, would you, that &
ws'goin’ t’ put 2 tax on ‘em?” " ;L
"I shouldn’t think st,” sad Jewell. And thea be Suggesiess
there was a war goin’ an, I suppose they'd want 10 know.’ ol
“There ain't any war in New Hampshire, They ain® ¢
been fightin' to Boston since away back in June.” o3
Mark Jewell, Jr. said he must go. He was tryig @ f;“wh-
book in his pocket—it didn’t fir very well. “Efkanah D b
he said, “has joined up with the army. He went ng the d87 2
fore yesterday. He 1s the only one out of the town. .k
"E’lkzmh }}:as gone? There, now, I dida’t kno¥ that” WHS
came to the front of the shed. o fewe
*1 guess bein a soldier oughe ¢ suit him pretty 3"""‘15 Qreak
tried turning the book upside down. “They tellme hfn'; o1
a month steady before he went away. Claimed the d‘: 7 it
could get it out of his head, scein” David Philbri S“ S

P

E
2



THE WoOODS .- 379

L‘V gt full of rum.” He fussed some with the boak, and
Iy got it all cucked away . . . -

How old is Eikanah?”

bzteen, I should think, Well, I got to go now. Stop by to my
? when you're handy 1o it sometime.”

‘Irhn smiled—but not brightly. And Jewell wént on his way.

\

ary was married to Jonathan Philbrick—tamed or untamed
nerime in that fall. There was nothing sudden about ir. He
fat. int her grain for her, and in fact all through the late sum-
e'd been around the place there 2 good part of the time.
{hlt was relieved, of course, that she’d married someone—
ogh he didn’t Like it that she'd married Jonathan after his

Melissa that he was certain she'd not.

e said to Melissa, "You know, I'm glad he hooked on to her:
4 to him now. He ¢'n pull his load, "n I ¢'n pull miae. I
d have helped her, L owed 12 10 David. But I won't pretend
when I'm lugg’ in wood, it an't lighter to carry if ifs
ot € keep you warm—you and the children—than what it
1d be if 1t was for somebody else. That may be selfish. 1 hope

No...” said Melissa. . .
ou don’t sound awful sartn. Well, maybe it is. But it's
tal, too, I don’t thunk I could change 1t M'lissa, you couldn’t
ct that to work for another man's family would feel the same

1 man 25 to work for his own?” : -
"No, 1 know that. Are they Jonathan's family?”
“Well, they ate now. At least they're all fha.t he's got*
"Bur they're not his own And they ain't rightly hern, e,g_he,
anly throngh David, and 10% he 1s gone Them two lirtle gidls,
feel sorry for them.”

“He'll look out for them.” P
| dox’t doubt he will—well as b .
 Whit said, "She’s been their stepmother. She srlnl! is e
“Yes,” Melissa admiteed. Bug without pausing loog

Wer one, Whit- 1 feel sotry for het.
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Whit said nothing at all. He simply got up and weat
the house.

12 Tuar was the month tha the British buned Falod
—seventy miles to the east from Whit's place. f
Falmouth didn’t alt burn, but it busned pretty well. They
British from Boston who had sailed up the coast. GO,
coming, they went right by Portsmouth. A good manf B
mouth people thought that they might be next—seeing Y.
ernor John wasn't there any more because they had succee,
driving him out. They loaded their things iote carts et
back into the country—away from the seacoast wheted
would be safe. But they didat go any seveaty .mnles. / :
just being careful—they weren't out of their Wits: None 0/:
went up to Tamworth. pird !
Between Tamworth and Falmouth theré was nﬂ“‘;’(
chey 10 mort e
south. No one in Tamworth had ever seeft Fﬂk:—'”" ,‘

e from thete?

woods. There were no tivers to follow;

Gowan,” Melissa said, “didn’t he com n c(j,
5 “Yes, now that I think of it, I guess maybe he did 5+
must a been quite a long time ago.” 1

of Dl

Whit couldn't help thinking of that youns oneo e b
couldn't help seeing her as she'd been that day 1050
huddled over and shaken from time to rime with her 5 5
then slowly grown quiet . . . 1

He knew that allciummer she had been much bY 1:';, e
was the one who did most of the berrying, 20d ¥ hod,.,r:*:'
ing for herbs. Any task, Mary had said 10 Meliss, £ et
take her away from the house, the girl would ¢F gt

She b—"‘

share, . ock.
ide n[bud i, ®

8

Whit came on her one day by the s
tef.

heard him because of the noise of the wa
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oked 2 good deal more chéexful than it had any time
thather had died,
aled out to her—
Isbe didat turn round, she froze perfectly still, the s3me
biewl do.
spoke again, When she knew who be was, she looked up®
easter
taked of the brook for a while—where it rose, and $0
{fnally Whit, knowing now that he must for the._sz\ke
snscience, s2id, “How do you 'n your uncle get on?
tight,” she said. The way that she said 1t made it P
s, He knew, and she knew, thar that was jusc about it
5 30d” he id, “And while | thick of it,any 8¢ 08
ehiag you'd like ¢ go somewheres for & visit, yoU e t&
vete my place, All you got ¢ do 15 show Up, D Tilgot®
2. You understand, do you?”
¥65," she said. “Thank you.”
“11 't got £ say nothin’ ¢ nobody All
Buess you know the path.” E ink
e ockung up 8¢ hum, Yo% &7
'ss would Iike §e2” "
“'151" he answered. “No quesuon at all!
* gicl nodded gravely.
‘sberween you and me, then.”
g:ll: secrer.”
el yes, in a way” 3
nl::zﬂbom secZezs. 1 used to have € suith P
tobody, Neither did 1./ - ow, YOU
Yo, 1 By“ess you dida't,” said Whit vou ke ¥
Do 27 ¢
Ob, yes.” o you hink B

:: ‘said to Whit suddenty, D!

Well—how do you mean?”

you got ¢ dois®

He never

favor

1y ever €O¢
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“I mean in the night. Come and talk to me—sit op the §
the bed. I wish he would.” !
“I have heard of it happenin’,” he said, "but 1 don't
yowd ought to count on it. My mother never come b_ack,!?‘
T hoped that she would. T used to dreamof her—T stilldo
times. But she never come back in just the way that yo¢ ‘)“-
“Were you bigger than me when she—when she died
“No, about the same size. P'raps a little more heft, b4
any more old.” .
“How did she come back?” N
“Only that I remembe ber. It ain't the same that you 3
But when you get older, 1t will seem the nataral thing
*I never saw him to tell him good-by.” But still her tertd.
gone, and her bitterness, too. Whit Jooked down at het f
thin little face, and her hair bleached by the sun. Her CY" 3
light blue as her father’s had been. §
“You will see him again.” -
“Oh, yes, I expect so. Prob'ly will when I die Well, 15!
- better go home now I been gone a long while.
“scrambled up onto her feet and went unning off dmeS:
woods on 2 line for the house. N
Wit stood there and listened—unil he koew that o }
of her feet in the leaves was no longer heard. ool
Then he wenr slowly home through the October ™ i
Melissa thought he was more cheecful that eveaing ¥
had been for some time. .

. 9]
13 WHIT SAID to the Moores one day in Dmmlfl-ﬂ
he'd gone over to Sandwich to bring home 2 grindstors !

you'd come » visit. I have builc on ¢’ th’ ha:u:. b

even Jonas ‘n me have to lay our inth bam.” el
“At the end, or the back you buile?” Jomas jnqut
"Back.” - i
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i £ ibe cti i
- of the chimbley, then. Seill eold, aiv’t it
b e ¢
| want ¢ gol™
7 Lt got ¢ L in 1
, you g 7 out in i badk, ” Whi
an, even” Whit sud
T et che lWyo yo);;ghm thar you like—within re):!s;: d::ox
P:’f Chinbley ' b lay aut fn st back. They Cn saug
f' fre'nsing ’nungm, & asteep—while you ¢t BP in
L::me?- es—'n 1 have to fisten. When do you
ey, said J
the f onas. And 1d2 -
15 g0od day that we g;\!{:)cxe added, "You €

'n fook

has the third .
week in the month before there <Ame 2 day
¢. There

Whitand

Meti

%:z..d'mw fax?::igg’“d ¢hat this was probably ¥

e sctahen JOm“g and a fair day overhead and the
0 frone of Whir's d:f s Moore Kicked off thetr 79

' Jen
: made qui;

quite a fuss over Jonas—they dide’
though quicter,

*t know WhY
, Was

0t come
\ ﬂn:ue-ull\lgﬁ d Whir's welcome,
¥ moaths, ssa, who'd not seen 1da Moore in o 5008
, could say nothing.
with

oung Jou
small gmu: stayed clear of it. He stood 10
d ther, gh:; l?eh‘“d him, 2nd as long 35 ©
Vhit calted were content to stand there &2
" and the ‘Od'(he youngsters, “Jonas, Gowan, come Ut
;npm ey disappeared into the shado™® e seall 100%
it was

xd of put out, and he was disal ownted 29 well; 1€ s
d, hsut!’ boys, and he wanted z; sggw Them both 005 C'l‘:‘
me mn:.u id—and he spoke half to RAmSE wghen t"“:‘l:e‘ 7
i e that i, It they mn't bust s oenie” <
Sty Ly offt

7, L guess, sit they?” Jooss Moot® said offf

he doorway:
o one moved 0

d watch
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C(?u]dn't see tha it mattered, He'd pever scen 3 cild ye
Jidn's hang in the doorw2y 20d disappear whea JO& spck!
“Maybe,” Whit said. :
onas took a few steps 10 s lefrand Tooked out i e
“\ho done the Joverailia®? Looks precey & " E
“Phorus Mason,” said Whit.
;ght—fora Rochestet man” N
The womett ‘moved in theough the door, and Whitk!
them in, But the (%0 boys had retreated and Wit rw\f’f

be seen.
onas came i and took off his Joad, 20d €
weat out to the barn

Melissz commenced fixind supper, and hY g
she had come eighteen miles—aod 0 small, silertY!
showed io the dt m at the back 1ds prg3
ehat she didn't see The
gnd theit ‘mother kacw, 100

1da Moore th ther 1

henhem3~
E:
#
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Iuniss Major like anything,” Ida Moore said.
young Jonas Jaughed loudly, and so Gowan did, too.

th;dnr one barn, but several: a row of log buildings,
ach 1o the pext, but none of them bigger than three men
ot up. The roofs were no higher than he had thought
4,20d were made of bark slabs held in place by long poles
ts. There were no windows for the cold to come in. The
sere unfloored and dark and they were hard to clean out.
ey sheltered his cartle—and they'd been built with few
ors and without any boards.

s began with the oxen. He saw that they'd put on weight
be said thar they had. And Whit said that they'd ought to
*a cas every day. There was a cut on Neb's kace that
1sked Jonas to look at. The knee was a little mite swollen,
& cut had come from a rock hidden under the snow, and
(oing over the leg casefully from shoulder to hoof, Jonas
ut he thought the swelling probably came from the beuise.
wor it; does he?”

o more 'n you'd think.” .
e will,” Jonas said, "even after it's well That cut ain't goin’
* trouble, or it would have by now " .,

15 noted that Beauty was almost blind in one eye. He said
ng about that, and neither did What

1 the rest of the cartle Jonas saw just 35 carefully. He ex-
ed the hay and the grains and the Indian corn. He didn't
anything. . . .
1t when they
s sat down on the st

d fimshed, they came back to the oxen.
11 in the doorway, picked upb: chip and
i scraping his moccasin Wht rested his elbows across
1y's bagk %{e and Jonas wete comfortable here. They would
nto the house when Melissa called 10 :h;n'l\.k; -
Your p'raus,” said Jonas, “don’t run awtul bi .
And (Sw 1o the hill. And yet 1 worked an "em. 1 don't ¥ .
1t it was, Yourn do any betrer?”

N
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“Some. Not a gre’ deal. Her garden done well”
“Good.” .
Whit scratched Beauty's ear, but the ox pulled avway:
“You take rwenty yeats ago,” Jonas said very casually,
you wouldn't have dared to have all of this here. Would:

Tadians have loved £ get into this! Theyd shoot both the
and set fire t’ the house, 'n probly run off your woman DY
pein' short ¥

sters to sell—although the lrttlest one, prob'ly, 0
t travel, they'd whack his head on a rock and throw him
side—and prob'ly you'd a been fool enough t' tzy € stand
"em, and 5o you'd be face down 1n the ashes withont any ®
your head. Wouldn't that have been pretey! Buraman®
now, he ¢’ afford ¢ do like you'se down’. What I meaat &
take 1 build up a place.” Under his eyebrows, be glanced®
Whit—and then. down at what he was doing. "YoU ko
you're safe.” by

Whit didn’t even look at him. “You ¢'n have fire,” }:]
“without Indians. You ¢'n have fire with wind and with &
You don'e need Indans t* take off your children The croop

i the fever can do tha just as good It wan't 20y Indians ﬂﬂfkj
' David Phulbrick; I don't s'pose 'twas an Indian that \\fﬂ-

with his wife—his first one, that's dead, I mezn”

“Feller named Duffy,” Jonas supplied ol

Whit hadn't heard him. "I ain’t a fool,” he said. T aint
showin’ you things that I own. I been tryin’ ¢ show you ¥
I'm tryin’ ¢ do—part you can see, anyhow.” 7 -

Jonas spat very carefully. "I ¢'n see pretty 8Wd- f 1"

“You said that I thoughe that £’ winnow e b‘usyfl ob 1t
the same thing as knowin’ who'd be hete ¢ €2t it
* *Well, maybe I did, then. Bu I take it bagk.”

“What's the news out t’ Sandwich?” w

“Hell, there ain't any. Mark Jewell got married

“To 2 weman too good for him.”

“You're a great one to tatk!”

*T asked you for news.”
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Weight, then:

tvhat the ;;u'h‘)’ got some new kind of State Govern-
ke i e Atve; that is,’n I don’t know as I care. Oh
clome sguiy noﬂylo d and them fellers tried for Quebec is
tafew el b w, That is, them that are comin”; 1 guess
" ave to stay there, That one didn't tux’n out s0

T“::"I‘l:’e fanle of the rifles”

, Tkng y

i ‘:S‘xh:" Well, now let me sce . . . in the counting
Bt that saud ni ‘:‘rs, I mean—thirty-eight favored fighrin’
“Take the Wtﬁ(ir ‘est Act, they call ic. It dont mean &
leghe, Bt noe : they are Quakers so they can't say that
iege. As for the‘;eﬁ 2 Weed thar would thank you to Spit
shouldn't they g l{w-cxght others, they all of ‘em signed.
it Pmmiz S;gn it? It don’t mean anything A thing ke
 promise o o order to promise, you got 0 have some-
Ss0ddl” 0t just a paper. I signed it myself.”

2 T dog, 5

e W:::l! want ¢ fight, there can'c nobody make me. 1
\me signed. If I do want ¢’ fight, chey £OT T’ fight me

ost of ¢} .
ccu]c]n}:e test of ‘em feel the same way””
Hemd; Biggest part of 'em, probly: don't give &
Ttety> tned to spit out the doorway “¥ou been huntin
61y Jen don't look ¢ me as 1f youd Pushe
fon'tknow as T have o
:?XS_“’“ frowning as he gazed roward th Who in
el that comun’? 1 got che sun 10 0 €4€,
tcame oves beside pim . _ bt he couldn’t cell, erther.

s commented, “Don’t walk very, spry.” - .
i Sk s oead 1 sgeeement. “HE 310 careyin s’
can't have come far. Sull, fro™ the shn;;e ol hsl:\f v
und here, Sun’s right square % back of him J
e
‘hat's what 1 said”
hi . ' over

e woods

neo the b7
)

§
o,

Jonas and out
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the man would see where he was. Then he stood thete
waited, ... '

Whit didn’t know who it was until he'd come in throug
gate—leaving the bar down. It was Elkanah Danforch. 3

Jonas stayed in his place in the doorway—the boy was 1@
for Whit, he wasn't looking for him. .

Whit went forward to meet hum, “I didn't know you'd
back from the army.”

Elkanah was skin and bones mostly. He was durty !fld
aod his face was all broken out. He had enough dodhit
even had spatterdashes—but he didn’t look warm.

Whit said, “Elkagah, come in ¢ th’ house.” 1

!

- “Icome over t' see if you had any work.”
“Come in ¢’ th’ barn.”
But Elkansh stood sull. There was no Life in his face.
“Well, right now, Elkanah, there ain't 2 great deal
wood's about all. I ain't busldin’ nothin’. What did you
mind?” .
The boy shrugged his shoulders. "You sint 98,
then...?”
“No, Elkanah, I hain't.”
3 Elkanah nodded. .
"Bur come in 'n set down, won't ye? There aint £0
only Jonas 'n me.” i
“No, I'm goin’ back.” He turned and went out throught q,
barnyard and down the hull coward the woods. L
Whit crossed the yard slowly and pu the bar up ’5’“‘“{0 5
he went back into the barn. There didn't seem to be muct ®
Melissa called to them, and they went toward the boust,
Te was blue-gray and cold as they went toward the house. T
sun had set now and the sharp shadows had gone-
Whit saw that young Jonas srood in the doos®: "
them. He said to the boy, “Whete you been All}hg urnc.hc ”
Young Jonas grioned. "Nowheres,” he said. Then
nounced, “She can whistle.” . ‘
“Who can?” .

"""?4

ay vl
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’::;W Mss. Moote”

‘;ﬂ" g‘:iw nodded, “Pa, you come "n listen.”

;::.L ::';rg:sk“k “I €'n come, t00?"
y answered and ran (nto the house.

AlTHOU .
4 tho wceksG ;’mzﬂg snow would sy in the woods for
% 00t Whit s 1 ly, it was gone from the fields before
shortness of summer neasy ﬂné restless; he wanted to plow.
“ﬂtver held off in A was in his thoughts all the tme. The
;(Ch:d upthe oxen b‘:%“St because they'd had a late spring.
Zen the buds o ore the ground had dried out enough
e mud sruck !n the red oaks were sull fuzzy and furled—
o the bgh pron the plowshare and he coulda’t free ir. This
il g Ground up back of the honse Down in what he
tbrook mnn;numg’ down in front of the house, with the
e were grons through it—the first place thae he'd cleared
Shehag o Parches of water.
gad o wie
s, M“:lel ff it kindly, He was shore with the children;
ed that }’:e, 4 o a0d a¢ nught he coutdn't lie quiet Melissa
¢ dags. Shy go on an errand that would ake um two Of
she Kéme asked him one mormng why be didn't go erout-
esid }fh‘ thar might help
N rooks ’re t00 mgh;‘_—and dsdn't speak agait until

&9 so tighusuung 4nd nervous that Melissa HIOEhE
IF that {€ Lo was to srub hus 10€ 8094 and hard maybe, O
s shin e T fve bench when he had his arms fall of
Eouwell, ie mighe be a good thivg I bt clear the sify
be. But she knew this wouldo't pappen: he waso't the kine
ang his shin on the bench. . - - N
Thiv wacched the snow pacches dwindle high np ¢
wtain; he saw the WAtk gone off from down o,
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field; the sound of the brook wasn't so Joud as it had !
and the winter they'd passed began to fade and grow&'{lm-
same time the next winter began to lose some of its <
‘The space in between them was here and at hand
The soil was now seady. He could start in to plow. |
Neb and Beauty had grown in the two years that k¢
them. They had weight on them now in addition 10,
And they knew how to use 1t -
1t was hard plowing here on the high ficld. He bad bt
the stumps, but there were still some roots left, and uth
surface, new gocks had warked up. But now that he wasf
felt pretey good. This was the field from which to get & ™
the mountain. Tt was with him all day. And he rejoiced
oxen, and his oxen knew him, Beauty was used 1o beig ﬁ
one eye; it didn’t bother him any. They were all three 0! :
working to just the same purpose; they went well fogethe
they knew thar they did. Whit could feel the same easy 2
lifting comfort in working wrth them that two or thm)'igi
he had known in working with David. He liked to plo™=—
made his arms ache. coped
4 He was using a new white-oak yoke that he'd fashiones |
“winter, and it seemed to set well, . ?
Stopping to rest ac the end of a furrow, after making ther:
he Jeaned on the plow . . . and he counted the smok frot.
ighbors’ b dered how many had 5

plow. %
All day he was plowing, until evening had come. And thes
the dusk, he scumbled about at the chores.

5
Melissa wanted to laugh ac him because e s 0 chasg

ow he'd B

and 5o cheetful—and yet he didn't seem to realize ho? o
before. The only thing that he said that had o do With
ings was when, the chores finished, he came 1050 the Xgmg
said, "I feel as though now I'd got a holt on [hc se2%0f- ;

hooked, anyhow. 1 hope she dont ger away.” o0 HIE
She tried to get him to eat something, but b “'"’ «
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75t lay down and irri i
‘“hkeaboy_ slepe, not stirring all nighe, He seemed to

e

It %25 that way for three weeks while he was plowing and

O%ing, broadeasting, brush-harrowing, and dropping his
 com. The leaves of the red oaks had unrolled and were

:;“ oW, and the warm smell of the spring was on all of the

He didne come in 10 his breakfast one morning, and she weat

(0 ook for him. He was nowhere about—and the chores

1€ oaly half done—and when she came into the house and
od in the place where he kepe his fishhooks and saw it was
Pty, she knew everything was all righe.

JHe was back by midmorniag with a sack half-full of trouts,

carrying one on a twig that looked as big as his arm , .

1 it 1045 as big as his forearm and about half of his hand.

He ate enough breakfast for two men.

She took his dinner out to him-—because he'd said he wanted
stay with the oxen or something like that—and she charged

e two chuldren not to go away f'wm the house.

15 SHIT KEPT 100 busy through the fore part of che sum-
et to kill his own meat, even Bur they suffered no Iack._ Jona.
ban Philbnck broughr g, quarter occaslcnnlly—.fcr which he
%35 paid. But it was Beauty and Neb brought in most of the
neat—as well as other things, 00 such as labor in _mowing
time, a nice piece of leather, linen cloth and some findings, and
tider, as well, They were a patr had a great reputation Aldmm
would pay more for 2 day of Wht's oxen than he w(;‘qu for
0y other pair in the town, He could afford mdbe;mse eﬁ d ges
more work. There were enough p:ople. wanced them to Il
| days a week, Whit had to plan out his time, thaugh,
| couldn'e spare a greac deal of 3¢ from off bisown P’ ¢
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how much they'd pay. He had ten acres cleared, and althoug
hay didn't need tending, two acres of Indian and one of pot
were enough o look our for withour very much else, Add
actes of rye, a half acre each of oats and of wheat, the “garde
work, four cows night and morning, the pigs and her hens,
the water to hanl—and it wasn't so easy to find time 1080

There were quite a few men who, the second week 2
when they heard that the Congtess had vored for Independ
and so on—Liberty and Freedorn, and all that kind of 89
appeared to chink it important. Over in Sandwich there ¥}
good deal of creating—they even treated Dutiful Jackmsn,

- for once ran into uck: he just happened to be there.
* ‘Whit heard the news of bow the Congress had voted §
Hez Hackett brought it. &
Hackett himself wasn’t certain—thac 1, in bis owa mind
“whether it was quite as much of a thing as they'd PJ%COQ'
Sandwich. Still, he didn’c hold on to 1t, he didn’t wait 1ill ]
waten, he sprung it right off~as they stood there i the
*here he'd come on Whit hilling young Indian com -
inckm added the comment,“Maybe we'lf get somewhese
1e'd heard another man say that. &
‘Whit leaned on his hoe It was late afternoon. Hed been ¥
-ag since dunnertime. Ir was muggy and hot, and they O ‘
the rain from a thunderstorm thar was making UP ,“"w “;;i
southwestern sky—but e didn’c befieve that theyd Sf; ot
would probably go fouad. And if it did come, it woill T
hard and sudden, flatren the corn, and perhapswash thmﬂ‘ ;
Sohe leaned on his hoe, and the Jittle pain bernec® h“}‘{' -
and the tireless flics didn't make him feel too polic & e
some of the sweat off the back of his neck and 15 (O;'fb"' 1
a pass at the flies, and said to Hez Hackerr, W;’{: ook 20 014

Hackett had known Whit for several yesss 755 "
fense at the tone—although he felr chat £ %% 0%
to defend what he'd said. "Why? Well, th¢ '[,:’r rCIN
we'te onto a track. We koow whae were sy 7
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o $anderin’ sound in the woods—some of ‘em hopin’ ¥’
/P 4 deer, you mighe say, maybe, some of figurin’ a couple

58 would do. But now we know what we're after—"n we c’'n
E 'i“" ull we gee jt. That is, we ¢'n hang on till we get it, or

: ﬁffandence, you mean.”
Plependence,” said Hackert.
Ml nghe, Independence. You think this Indian cotn’s goin’
;f e on any better whether 1t's New Hampshire Province or
Hampshire State? Independence from what2”
Well, from England. The King.”
wouldn't know him from Adam if he wwas to come over
wall—only for the way they would have him rigged up.
:nd ain't never bothered me thae I know of.”
he might not have you, but I guess she has some.”
fhar may be so. But I couldn't cut mast trees, it was too far
il ‘em 1 never used any stamps—I never even saw one. This
ble they had about tea down t’ Portsmouth—and Boston, T
hs—1 ain't goun’ ¢ shoot not be shot at for a noggin of tea.
Fy talk about taxes I never paid any taxes toany Kiag's officer,
¥ never come after me. Nor I ain't a slave, either—not so far
koow.”
"No;" Hackett agreed, I don’t know that you be” .
"And where’s your Independence 1f you gor t ue up with
itkets, Virginians, and Connecticut people, and—and, well,
1ever the rest of ‘em bel:'
1da’t know.

!l;l:xd( ‘Sghf: ‘i'::lgn'( stop “Britainer soldnrexs ate bad, that 1
ant you. I don't want 'em atound po more 'n anyone does Bue
& ain't none around here, are theg? I ain'e see any BE I.r;
»ton there is, but that's pothin’ © m; T;h:::l 3‘:: ‘l; ;l“g' ;’0
ttlesnakes up on the mcumaxg‘,l:;t\‘lvh:: they do,then T+

tkle 'em, not until they come &
e in' o long as,
lon't care nothin’ about a0 Independence—nat S g

* work tease. Let ‘em -
1ve me alone ¢ wotk my place a3 1p! i
Sandwich, and to Gilmaaton, t00- They can m‘}x




394 Look TO THE MOUNTAIN

ence. I got work to do here.” And he added, “And mmdqn'
on my stomach so well as it might." :

Hackert said, “Yes, I can see how you fecl. You about
here now, are you? We could go up to the house. I got ﬂﬂ?

laver here I thoughr your woman mighe like.” R
“Yes, I'm about done. Il juse hang up this hoe.” .
“Your Indian’s good, Whit. It is higher than most.

Whit had stepped over to hang his hoe in a uree. “We'd
to have r2in,” he said
“We will, 1n a minute.” { .
“T think thar’s gotn’ round. They generally go dosn 'Y
camp to Great Ossipy Pond.” .o
The lightning was hot and the thunder close by. Hackrt'l
“We're goin' t’ getit, all right.”
Whit said, “Maybe the edge of it,” and they started up 10}
the house, "
Melissa came to the doorway when they were 2 Lctle 313
She had on her blue apron, and she had moccasins 00—
of its being full summer, They were beaded deerskia- Htg L
‘was twisted up tight. ‘
¥ Hacketr and Whit were both looking at her. Hackere 83
“Whit, she holds her age good.” And he looked forval*{
suppet. !
"I guess maybe she does. She don't hold back o2 the
though. And we ain't had any sickness We been I
“And you zin’t got but two young ones.” He enjoyed
here, ‘The inside of their house always smelled clesn, 52
clean. He was as much at ease in their house as be ¥a3 =
woods. He could hear the sain coming now, but be said pot i
to Whit—and the firse drops started falling. .-+ e ’;
A dozen yards off, they could see she was 511“1“‘5"1e H
hadn't spoken—end wouldn't—uatil they were UP ":X'? )
A hard thrust of lighening, and the splitting I{ldl !‘J;‘; i
ing crash of the thunder filled the whole place. Still, 27 E
burried, -

/

5

Tucky in ¥ J;
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;i:ﬂ she greeted Hacketr and asked how hewas. -
\ 'hm said _he. was well. "I see a cow once that had gor
EY_ ¢ lighenin'. By God, she was stiffer than as if she'd been

Wh;;hzd'mmcd in the doorway aad was watching the tree-
i—{ e wind had them tossing, but the storm hadn’t struck
e still thought that the worst of it might go around.

.

TAKING THINGS altogether, Whit made a good
est. It was better than last year, he was ceraain of that, al-
ugh he couldn't reckon it to any one figure—as so many
thels, or dollars, or pounds. It was this thing, and that thing,
¢ bette than others—while his late Indian comn, for ex-
ple, hadn't done well at all. Ir had had too much rain in the
«ddle time of 1ts growing aod had o all to leaves, the ears no

4 the leaves would feed his cows in

e wintertime, and he could oot call the planung an absolute
es that Melissa should have had in
T garden were MmISSINg. they'd done more or less the same
ting—theyd put out big blossoms but they didn'c head up.
Bat hi he had been hilling the day
Hez Hackett came the cond week 1 July—had come up afeer
the thunderstorm and gone 08 © bear a good yield. )
s pontoes were wonderful-—ihe best hed ever had. He en-
Toyed every minute of digging them—on f2%, windy days with
November close by. The frost % ad blackened the plants and they
drooped and looked pootly. !¢ "wdn't seem as though they could
bear anyching that would ¢ worth while. And then he'd
turn over a forkful of earth with 2 li_nle thin frozen crust« ™
—and there'd be poratoss 8 big as bis fistl—not to

Small ones =" weuld fatten the pigs- Another fine
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;
was about a potato: it was finished and ready when he took §
of the ground. Grain cut and shocked wasn's more than
done yet; it had to be thrashed and winnowed and cleancd,
it had 0 be ground tnto meal before a woman could €00
Indian corn had to be husked and then pounded. But pick
potato and knock the dirt off—and there she was ready 10 tl?
into the pot. i

Of his cattle, as well, he had had a good increase, both
his neat cattle and also his swine. He would dress out en?
pork later on 1n the winter so that they could eat wild 22
not as Meltssa might choose. There ‘wou]dn‘t be masy i8
town could say that. .

Whir took as much comfort as he could from these B2
He knew he had done well, and he was proud that he hﬂi,
there was too much ahead, there were tao many things l
for him to sit down and gloat on the present as comparea ™
the past. 1
2
That held him up now was that he was ahead of the &%
*. . 0. He had gor there the first, and so he wis fur

. He fele the need of things thar most other me2 fm’
s#ed, things he was ready for that the rest of them weréot
“was tired of living n a little log house, he wanted a board 3
—and Melissa did, too, although she never frerted 2t sl B
boards meant 2 mull. Everyone else, of course, would have be
glad 10 have & mull handy—but they weren't quite rfﬂdy,mf
after one yet. They felt the same way that Whit had in b#
three or four years they had so much to do that was ,.gh!“{w‘
their hands that they couldn’t pay much attention t0 387 e
else, Their log houses would serve till they had theif ot
cleated; it would be ume encugh then for them to think 35
boards. .

It was the same way with grain. You tzke 2 mant ‘Vh‘;f’ :
“only VTP corn 10 feed himself and his wife—and PP

few children—he could pound it at home, or she could ’;_”); H
He didn't necd any mill. Bue Whic had got beyond i
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ol ristmiil where he could get his corn ground. He
4 amiller 1o would erade for his grain—that is, over and
< %hat he needed himself,
1t the town wasn’t ready 1o get tagether and put up a mill,
Praprietors didn't, and so no miller came. Nor was one likely
¢ of himself untit he could counc on more than one cus-
r 0 make his mill go. Until it would pay, there wouldn't be
mill e, it couldn’t be long~—Onesipharus and the rest of
Misons would stand in need of a mill prerty soon. Bradbuty
< did now,—bue he lived nieares o Sandswich.
0ads were another thing, A man who stayed on his own
2 and ate all he could grow, could get along while he did that
fout any roads. But Whit had stuff tow that he wanted to
Roads would have helped him, and bridges, of coarse.
he couldn’t build bridges alone by himself, and he couldn’t
toads just himself and his 2x. Bat tot uatil the day came
ko enough fele the same nced would they get rogether and do
thing.
till, fhcxc were signs of 1ts coming, and it wasnt far off, Iv.{cn
east argued over the proper site for 2 mill—everyone wandng
earest his place—and whle tatk wouldn'e butdd a mill, seill
ad to come first. They talked of bridges and roads more than
v did of the war. The war was petering out. General George
hi appeared to get crimmed every ume they .uughx
with hum. He'd had to clear out of New York along in Sep-
bnber, and from then on he lost battles every time one was
ight’ He was retreating across the state of New Jmcy—_-budr
bood pare of his army was op its way home. They had enliste:
St in  ar, the war had been lost—and so they weat home.
Fetrey stayed with the army only two things were certain, and
vy were munger and cold—lthough vhére Pady 53‘,’5’;?:2?;
e captufed, a
f sickness, 3 5°‘}d-“’§,‘;ff<§°,f get ngl:d, Ang alltonop. -
ounded, and a ;‘:dc been lost. Anyone could see *
o W ashington—who by the end ok ”
Py

bcause the wi
eneral George Wa
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had his white horse and about three thousind men. .
knew why the three thousand had staged; the horse was e
and couldn’t get loose to go home. .

But whatever their reasons, these men hung on. And thes
night 1n December, they crossed over a river and jumpe
some Hesstans who were drunk and asleep. General Wash
ton’s army might not have been able to do very well whes
other side was awake, But they did all right this time: they
all the Hessians they could lay their haads on.

This was on Christmas Day It kept the war going. ‘

Soon after this, on the third day of January, General Ge
Washington offered his men ten dollars extra if they woy
go home. Enough of them took it so that, 1f they wert [0,
on through the winter, he'd have a crew to statt Up with l!
in the spring. M

With Whit and Melissa, the winter went well. Toe §
wasnt deep—but enough to haul on—and Whit g i
cordwood; and he cleaned most of his tye, and hunted a licde
didn’t get very much. Four times in that winter .thﬂ

sweather was bright, they went to a neighbor’s Twice, &
7, they stayed most of the mghc. But when they ¥
“the Phulbricks’, they left the children at home so 35 0 5%
excuse to come back before Whit should s2y anything Jona
Phulbrick rubbed Wht the wrong way. If it hadat becd
Whit had known David and been friendly with hith be
Jonathan Philbrick perhaps might have got on. But Jo]
Philbrick was loud in hus talk, and all he talked of %28 {¥
he claimed to have done. And although Melissz pointed o
Whit~—once, anyhow-—that Whit was the one WhO Ib!
wanted Mary o marry again—and to maregy Jonathan Phi
—it dida't do any good.

When they went to the Masons', though, they had 2 B
time. There were a half dozen Masons who all fived nes?
gether, and they would put all the chi ldren in one hou
2nd then in another the grown people would visit 3
drink cider or rum, and prerty soon $ing. 0{"”’!‘”°§;
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o %“{ﬁf scem ke that kind, was & great one to dance, and
-, *4&thim o jig. They had a floor in their house, and Onesi-
f‘wmzld_ put oa boots with heels on them, and with the
15 :'7 them singing and clapping, he'd go to it good, If they'd
¢, 9meone 1 play, he could have done better, he said.
- | ¥ they'd get back home, they wouldn't have mote than
3 ?‘t"’ de down before Melissa'd have 1o fix breakfast and
=3t t2ckle his chores, It was surprising, though: all the next
fbe would feel pretry good, -

7 ON THE first day of February, 2 man coming through
i them that Jonas Moote out in Sandwich was in a bad way.”
d got the prongs of a fisk spear rua cleat through his hand,
his arm had swelled up, and a fever come on.

They heard this at noontime—and it was snowing hard then.
Whit was in Jonas's dooryard with two hours Hght left,

He stepped off his spowshoes and hung them up on the house,
cat the snow off his clothes, and rurned to go in the door, Bue
a Moote'd beard hum, and she had come out. .
Whit knew from her face that the man’s story was true.
She said, “You dida’t need to come, Whit. Melissa all right?”
“Oh, yes, we'te all rugged How'te you comin’ on?”™

“Well, What, I dou’t know.”

“That's what I was afraid.”

“You want to come 106 and Jook at him? He won’t know that
ou’re here.” - -
Jonas was lying on hus bed on the floor; he had his face turned

6 the fire. The man whose curn it was watching was sitring at
o0e end of the heasth, but Whit didn't know him, 2nd gave him
oaly 2 glance, Jonas's lips were drawn back, al:nd his eyes sunken
2nd duil. He lay pesfectly sull, but his breathing was short—al-
though nat so fast as i might have been. They'd cut off lu's g

4t the shoulder and bound a pouluce of flaxseed the whole !

of his arm, a0d his hand was tied up in bacon fat.
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‘Whit stood and looked down at him—and then he |
down. But Jonas's eyes never moved. Whit could see by
veins at the side of Jonas's neck that his heare was going alor
aterrible rate. He was bad, right enough—there was 0o ques

‘of that. But he dida’t Jook wasted. And Ida Moore'd mem
somehow to keep him wonderfully clean. .

“Whit, for some reason, didn’t feel upset at all. He stond
and went to the other end of the room where Mzs. Moore v
Together they went outside and stood in the lee of the\hm
“When was it?” Whit asked.

She told him the story. A week ago yesterday, Henty C
bura and Jonas had been a mile down the shore speating.
in the night. The way the accident happened: Jonas w2y wa!
ing on his hands and knees by the hole, and Henry Chadby
was touching up one of the points of the spear with 2 ﬁJe.!u!
saw one, and keeping his eye on it, he said to Chﬂdl‘{\lﬂ\, G
me that spear—" Chadburn stepped toward him, tripped &
a piece of wood for the fite, and trying ro save tumself the

down with the spear—and jammed it dowa squarely thr
Jonas's hand.

Chadbusn claimed Jonas hadn'r even cried out.

...and it had been Jonas himself who, one ata time, had 3
the prongs off the fish spear so that they could be diawe
through his hand. They had to do this on account of ‘v

1da Moore said the hand hadn'c looked very bad after s’rt
washed 1t up—only the four lrtle holes 1n the back 2nd th!
—and he could work all his fingers. Still, they'd put ‘hed B
fat to 1t right then and there so as to be on the safe side, o0
Jonas had got full of ram and had slept pretty good. ks

The little holes in his hand had closed up tight a¥3F A
thea his hand had started to swell and it had gone dext up &
arm. Then the fever had come, He was quiet xl'BhL,"m;,;}j
nighe befote last it had taken two men to ho;dbc':llw
people,” she said, “have been awﬁfl klgd' There's
body warchin’ day and night ever since.
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Vi podded, = doa’
5,8 oy bdlm?gm supposc you ever watched any for
Fel—

_1\'}‘ tan'tegt sothin’, now, can hed™

“u %, buthe'll drink Since the fever's besn o him he's dry al)
*Ume ng manter how much he drinks. ¥ steep pine spills in
Fmd let him drink thae”

BCSI‘thing," Whit agreed.

ID-UJI Beede has offered to sead and bring up s doctor. But
0w well as I do what he'd want to do. That hand isn't
41t alnt coteen at all” :

Dida'e look to me tike it. And you say it wan's stove-up any?”
Nor 2 mice, No."”

That's & sign, then. You couldn fir them four prongs
fugh his hand without stavin’ up scmethin’ no matrer how
1 you tried. That hand is meant to be saved. I wouldn't lec a
101 go near it. Anyone bled him?”

‘Beede did, yes Didn’t seem 10 do any good.”

‘In tus leg, I guess, didn’t he?”

“Ayah.”

“Whatevet's got hold of hun is up wn his arm ” He was sileat
d thonghthul.. ..
1da Moore said, “You know anythung else’”

Whit went right ahead. “These's one chung you could try, It
o't quite the full moon yet, but it will be prerty soon. You
now them lictle blisters on 2 fir balsam tree’ When the moan's
ot its bigness, them blisters swell up. You take the juice out of
ne, and give hum five drops of that. It's awful rugged, they
Lim”

"He can’t wau for no moon.” . L

“Well, then give kum ten—his stomach is strong, Lain's quite
‘2rain how much of theis power 1 be tnto ‘em now, but l shou!f.l
think probly enough. If it don’t seem to take hold, we ¢'n try it
1g3in when the moon’s right up in shape. 1 know where thete's
atree, Do you want to try that?”
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“You mean he's to drink ie?” -

“Yes, thar'd be best. You'll have to add somethin’ to it. T
little drops by themselves woulda't get past his tongue. I'w
say water. If you give him rum, it'll heat his blood alf the m

“Where is the tree?” t

“Well, I d' know but I'd wait till the mooa has come upA]
won't be more than an hour or two. It ought to work thmug‘}
snow even though we can't see ir.” b

“Well, all right. You know best. But, Whit, ia the mcznr;
if there's anyshing yon want totry ...

“Yes, ma'am, there 15, Wil you leave me alone with him}

“Go zhead 1n to him. Tell that feller that's in these 0
out heze to me. John Dillon, his name 15 She turned away.

But before Whit had taken a step, she turned back 3
"Aad—and—" K

Whit nodded -
“Go ahead in,” she said. “THl wait out here.”

As Dullon went out the door, Whit knelt again beside
He passed his hand in front of Jonas’s eyes—saw that they &
ymove—and chen took out hus knife. He cut off a strand of Joo
hair, and held that 1n his ltps. Then he lifted Jonas's hand—4
one that was hurt The ends of the fingers were free, but g
were swollen 2nd hard.

Jonas stirred . . . and was quier.

Whir got a small shred or spliter off of exch ot
nails wete brirtle and dry, and haed to get at. The !_}‘“mb,r}’.’ ;
hopeless, and he let it go. He figured this was all z-qht? iried
been anyone else, he'd have taken a piece of the pail from i
one finger. -

He lid Jonas's hand down very gently ag2i
face for 2 moment—and then turned n} the fire. .

Whit's heart was beating as fast as Jonass was. ;

He drew some hor, bumigng coals out onro the hearth . :i
»< his hand shook as he sprinkled the gray hairs oa d‘;,{ e
added the fingernails. The hairs puffed in0 fame and shAES

ﬁggcmail.‘q

n—loched in !i
. ]

E

1
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dght, aod then twisted and writh i

fenckod 200 oot writhed, and the pieces of finger-

Whir spokA: in sileace the words that he kaew.. ..

" Whﬁnd his whole body was shaken. He heard Jonas stit—
t's lips moved faster. Sweat r2n on his face—and he

A Jonas cry out.

?ﬂ_ Whit sat back on his haunches, and his arms drooped

his sides.

4

45 soon as he could, he got to his feet. He fooked down at

who was quiet again.

fhen he went to che door—and the cold wind on his face

‘e him feel stronger. He went sound the house and as Mrs.

te turned to him, he said, "I'm gown’ ¢ go git the fir balsam.

ess the moon’s up encugh”

142 Moore went inside, and when she beat down to Jonas she
ught he seemed 2 little mite easier than he had before. When
e uened round to the fire, she saw the coals on the hearth. She
ked back at Jonas—and then again at the coals . ... and then
¢ took her broom and brushed the hearth smooth.

She took a deep breath and stood up very straight. She felt
ore hopeful than she had before.
Jonas came through all ssght.

He wasn't really humself again u
t lease he had his tw0 hands I1da M
nals on the hearth, and Jonas's fever
didn't talk much about.

} Jonas went troutng Wi
knew why he did it, and Wi

|

18 WHIT WAS having his dinner on a hot motning ir:
Jone. He was glad it was drnertime. The heasth was empry
 cool; they'd moved the fire outside. A man €20 €T pretey ti

s

aol late in the spring—but
oote never told him of the
dreamns were something he

th Heary Chadburn in May. Chadburn

as grateful 10 him.
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the smell of warm earth on 4 muggy June day with the i
round his head. It was quiet hete, too, Jonas.and Gowaa
out by the cowyard where they'd get some good from ¢
smudge. g

Melissa came in with a big dish of boiled greess. }‘,I‘fm.
boy, Henry—he's the middle one, ait he?—is comin’
through the corn. He ain’t hurryin’ aay, so I guess it ain’t my
——either that or the weathes.” She set the dish on the u'ble b

“Them look pretty good,” he said, and took up his
“Prob’ly want me t’ come over 'n help 'en roll up ©0 buro. T
et lay some big trees there il it was too late for the saow

“You goin’?”

“I don't want to tomorsow, but I might the next day. Tehe
this mornin’ that Beauty’s off shoulder cight be & e
lame.” - 3

“You want me to tell him?” 5 , p"i

“No.” He had his mouth full. “This a nice mess 0 5
you know it?” he sud d E

The boy stood in the doorway. He was about ten of ]
“years ald ‘What said, “Come in.” A H
£y But young Heary Mason had his mind on his own W‘d o

fooked his toes over the doorsill, and secited, P2 ¥
you Town Meetin’ Day's set. A week from today. Rich N
comb’s, he sard ™ :

“Thaok hum for me. You get yout dinner yet?” N

Henry nodded his head. .
'e':'ou could eac some syrup and jobnnycake, though,if 1
tried.” o
They could see hts quick grin—and be said pob:c]y,n i
Melissa gave hun a prece, which—syrup and —Tziin'tﬂ gy
his hand—and he disappeated from the doot. Mehsst a:;in’“
that he take the plate tn his hands, and she ¥a5 wosf:‘ . nu;f
mildly—why she hadn't seen to it he did ..« and thea 'ézing o
round and saw Whit. He was stariog off into spac% i; " bie
fectly motionless. It was on the end of her tongue o -
what was the matter—but then she held herself from it
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k '1}:;5.(:::% 003 sudden, and went and stood on the edgeof the

o s is back to the fireplace,and she saw him, from habit,
- s ands}a !hc warmth as though the fire'd been there.
g d;m the bridge,” he said, “where it'll be the best place for

ak that Fred Mason would be a good selectman.”

»;Mehssa was wiping the syrup drops up from the floor.

ut they can vote to build their dang bridge halfway up
sbank Brook, where Hez Hackett and deers 'd be the only
s (toss~and I'll work with ‘em on jt! They could vote Duti-
Jackman, or wosse'n him, even, to be selectman—and 1
ldn't wonder they witl. Al nghe, then, fet ‘em, Let him be
Ctman,”

HE' Sw;mug tound to Melissa. "You know who votes at Town
fetin'?"
*Why, all of you do.”
*That’s right—that have places™—and he said it so fiercely
u she didn’t know what to think. And with his veice risiag,
Toc Jonathan Moulton. Not Leftenant Webster. Not any
optietors This is them that live here. This here is for us, This
re is Town Meetin!"—and then his vaice feil away—"like
sy used to have it to Kerdeford, only I couldn’t go.”
He stepped across the stnall room, and Jeaned 1n the doorway,
sking out actoss his hot field as 1t lay ready to work, Over on
e other side of the hill, in the Masons’ big interval, they were
sht ar it most likely; they were great men to wo{k. More off 1o
e tight wonld be the line to the Jewells', and still more to the
she, and four miles away, the Birch Interval men wete prob-
ly bending their backs in amongst thesr samp corn. Face any
recuon, there would be men at work—or it might be they
«dn’t finished their dinners quite yet . o
“Seven years,” he said to her—"come ¢his autuma, it 5.
“Ayuh, seven years ™ .
T J{u:v;:evnteg:t! nothin’ before.” . . . And then he hitched up
s belt, "Well, I got to get back to work, You want me to call
em two young ones?” .
“You ain't eat your own dinner, yet."

P
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“Thete, now, I ain't! Well, I'll call ‘em up anyway.” Ax
did, with a long-drawn-out “Yo-0-0..." that could have b
heard at Jonathan Philbrick’s if the wind had been nght,

They would vote at high noon. It acked a half bout n.f‘
... and Whit moved about past one gronp and anqme: in
shade of the big sugar maple in Richard Holcomb's doory
He gathered that Bradbury Jewell would be first selects
There were more people living n Jewell's patt of the
than there were 1n any other one part. We[l—]cwcll‘ﬂ
probably be better than some. He was square, 50 they satdy
he would not be afraid to stand up to Jonathan Mqumn or
one else. And he had started already to build 2 brick !

There didn't seem to be a great deal of argument amgﬂ
men waiting about. There were not many drunk, acd @
hadn’t been any fights. The women were all sound the ochet
of the house, but children were plentiful wherever be
There were almost no dogs. Some of the talk was of the meed
to come. But not all of it was. There was also s0m® ﬂ“‘"
talk of the war “Burgoyne,” a man said, “what he fguest0 ‘

s t” keep cormin’ south the whole way £ New York. Doxz
e first, and then down Hudson Raver.”
“How does he figure to get past Fort Ti?
“Well, I conldn'e say.”
“And no more can ilxe," the second man said. “BY GO‘I':;
you tell me how he’s goin’ ¢’ get around Ti, then TN st ¥
take notice of Gen'ral Busgoyne.” '
This seemed to sust everyone. - 4
But then somebody said, “How about Indiaes’ pen
Nobody wanted to tackle this one. So they looked &¢ g
wha'd disposed of Buzgoyne, and he had 10 53fs (2
speakin’ ¢’ me?” | ol
pThe other man shrugged his shouldess. “You o anyone dg'
said, "How about Indians>"” L ader” 7
“You mean that they claim he has got on his Sld;n“«
“He says so himself, don't he? “Thousands, b€ .

E

» That was it
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'}x ;:n £ o5t very much to claim you goc lndians

- “tcosta damn thing. Bue it'll cost a good many the tops
‘.Wsu heads if he turns out to be tight, won't it2”

WL never did fancy to live in the Grants” They all
23ed at this—but not very hard,

Smeone said, “El, that old boar o' yourn poorly yer?”
f:‘SPl{dc‘ in his pig was a long-standing joke. “Poorly!” said
: pH"! ain’t no good 't all. You want t' buy him? I'll sell him

Vhit moved along. He'd made up his mind he was going 1o
 for Fred Mason. He was a neighbor of Fred's. He didn't see
elf five times 10 a year.
Bradbury Jewell sat on @ hemlock scump, one leg aver the
2t, and chewing a twig. He didn't appeat to be greatly con-
zed, Except for a pasr of new bright yellow breeches—deer-
1, they Iooked to be, with a touch of saffron for dye—he
st dressed out any more than was anyone else. True, he had
moccasins, which some dida’t have, but his gray linen shire
ald have been any man’s. He spoke to Whit pleasantly when
'hit came 1n range, asked him how his oxen were doing, and in
& called them by name He said he'd seen Jonas Moore back
ere one day last week, and that Jonas had suid he was feeling
Lrighe.
But Jewell didnt say ot do anythung to try to gee Whit to
ate for him, aad Whic toak i¢ that Jewell knew be was already
L
Jewell turned to another man, and Whit walked away. He
smself had whittled the buttons for the front of his pants; the
nitrons on Bradbury's breeches were brass. X

He taw Fred Mason standing 10 the nm of a circle of five or
ix men Fred appeared to be istening while the others talked
25t his face. Fred never said much when there were many
around. Stilt, he had a good head on hsm, everybody knew that.
Get bim alone, and that was the time he would talk. Cumn’g!
wood, 1t mighe be, two men working togethes, and When;hcv
sit down for a spell, then he'd open up. Whit had Wo(ks
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him; they got along well. Masoa could read, and sometime
winter he would read in a book in the evening just 0,
himself—not spelling it our, but going right shead, fast.
hadn’t seen him, but he didn't doub that he could. Mason
taller than most, and easy and strong—in some ways a hith
David Philbrick had been. But with more quickness than ™
at least in hus face. . L
Bur Jewell had the most neighbors, there was no g
round that—and every man wanted the bridge to be bandy’
him. If it had been only a question of just the twa men,
wasn’c sure but what Mason mighe win. He'd have a chaact)
how. He was related to a good many here. t
‘Then Whit got an ides; if Bradbury Jewell was cettaty
win, the bridge was gone anyhow. All nghs, let it go. Let M;
say 10 them now that ke favored puring the bridge whe!
the bulk of them wanted it put. Then fec them voe for
man . . . and see who would win, y
He made up his mind to go and suggest this to Fred Add
found himself walking over to do it—when he was sroPP‘f;
his tracks by the full noise of a drum. +
+ Everybody looked round— .
Chaclie Grifiin was doing it; he'd been a solder back I8 ?

time of the srar—that was some ume ago now, that %3 e
years back, Charlie’s face was set hard . . . he could bade
drum! The sound came 1n waves . . . and then stopped- Frd

Richard Holcomb stepped forward, He called out 10
Mason and told him to come up Fred, looking unhappys “%%,
he was told—and Holcomb said for him to stand ovet xhg ¢
little off o one side. Bradbury Jewell seill sac on his sump. 0/
Holcomb told all of them that he would read out the B r“i
those who were to vote, and when a man heaed his pame G
he was to come up and stand with eicher Jewell of Masmw»' .

Then he began, “Anthony Cogswell,"—as loud asalfn'm
Nobody maved . . , and they began looking round. AR
Cogswell ... ?"—-and a dozen men commented,

] see hig 1057
here 2 minute 2go.” l
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F
' “The hell with bim”
i{ N °1-1:f“-h 1:;11:; x:d soﬁ, “Calt off the next,”
¥ nkcmw where Anthony Was.
L‘m'_ius[::(‘:‘):‘: llti’ok at the roll, and bawled, “Tsrael
1 shouted at Co, gswell appeared hurrying out of the bamn.
Lh!t F) demggwﬂl—who made no defense—and after
f: o Copswell at, he went over to Jewell, There was £
b2 was wishing ;ﬂpmsmn 25 to just what he was think-
b every man %n ;}zzum :;ke 2 dull knife and cut the t¥0
o rowd.
ug;(g;f“’f:“ o vored for Jewell
There wz 3‘”2-‘ Three men to 0n¢ Were g
busmur of ro cheering, no voices were Joud
cwom:.‘; hv::‘sk’“ and nod.
3;6 n silencefﬂme round the end o
fadbur s
,pﬂ;’y aﬁ"}:}l :llh his thumbs 10 his waistband, bis feet
ofthe is head tilted back, appeared €© be ganng 0V
ound ac b Tm .. and now and again d look dowa 3¢
Sc0d by hf eet, He gave no greeting to the M o
Bt Wit conl 2od his face didn't change a0y-—h i
t could see tis eyes moving: Bradbury Jewell w24
were vouns him. HE

oing ovet 0
| —just the

£ the house and Were

&

«

n:,g h:um of the men who st

Ml:;; ask anyone who

s b ed round for Melissa £

There he was sure she was ¢here o

lysix, eren't many lefc now—E" o5 tom, maybe

_f Hokod 138 sipped J

:irv;;xd leom? 8, Wht, 1 iS5

’ 1 guess it o0
S o

s He dido”

[:!Ec:zmt “";e wasa't call

. 1 duu'(c;? say to hum &

ke 3 now how 1 yme T

VEV;“)’ ;i;ﬂcxencc." A;‘ldlw':lb[ :f;l\:h fi
it Livingscons” o1 O jooking 8¢ i ¥

Whit took 0 they X

ew l’:f;%:‘;‘;ﬁf’nf;‘a‘r‘:“’ L and h::exg e ‘;ﬁ;}:{;h

ttp was separate: He Jooked seraight ahead: n

ouldg’e see 8070077

-
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He was proud of himself, and he was proud 0 be voring]
. Then Fred Mason, in front of him, said, "Hle, Whit!
Whit answered, “—Fred.” Onesiphorus moved ovet a e
got plenty of room,” he said. “We ain't crowded at all” 1
Whir grianed a lirele and tuened sound to face out. He kit i
headed and free. Bradbury Jewell, his thumbs in his “'{1535 ‘
was looking off somewhere. . . . And then Whit saw Mrh:z

he saw her smile.
Holcomb called out the names of the ones there ¥
They all weat to Jewell. Whit was glad that they did.
When the last man had voted, there was a stir, and 8 -&i
voices in talk—but nobody cheered. Holcomb shouted 13§
them, “Now we'll eat dinner.” . Y
A hand was on Whit's shoulder a second, and Fred M
said, “Thank you,” and then turned away. .
Whit started across to where he'd seen Melissa He felt
oughly happy ... but not quite like himself. And chea he 5:}‘_:
making her way through the moving crowd toward bim s 4
ker sunbonner back, and she was smiling a hede bit b«'-‘“".
enjoyed having all the people about. She had the €0 b‘;’):‘ .‘
sher, one on each side. When she caught sight of Whit
lighted up—and Whit felt prety certain that she was 098]
to ask him why he didn’t feel worse that Fred Mason * A

They ate the lunch that chey'd brought—and thete i ';:5
ing and shouning and some visiting round, and wmdmgork}‘ﬁ
to break out, first 2mong the young children, but thea 1? ¥
up through the boys and young men. Anthony C"E‘v’;ném
a fight with a man, but they got them apaft and cook «93
knife. Awhile after thar, they tried o have some 20T s ;i
but a good many were drunk now, and the mmﬂg‘. 108
very fac. And with milkingtime coming o people B T3
home.

The 1¥
Whit and Melissa watked home through .thc W;:‘:'li:; LI
boys were on shead sometimes, and sometimes BEX v
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31121{':: 10 walk home. They talked for a time of the people
™ but before long. theie ralk lessened. There were
‘,ff)[ evenings ahead,
xing, the Fies didn't bother them much.
be:,“: ;:ﬂr;esed 10 talk of how Whit had felr. He would
lon‘gcr they walked, and as they approached their own
b Whit fouad that the day~—the men and the meeting, the
rand the talk—dropped fusther and further behind him 6l
,““d turned ahead to how the things that he'd left to look
“tthemselves might have fared through the day. He guessed
#ere probably all right—they teft them at night in the wi-
iey ough 10 be all righr by day in the month of July, He'd
smudge in the cowyard, was all; the cook-fire, he'd covered.
woulda't be any bears come around, and the kind of man
vould steal would sooner go to Town Meeting in fiopes of
um. You take back 1 the old days, though, it must have
hard—back 1n the Indian umes—a man wouldn't leave his
then with nobody to watch—or he would probably feel
¢ when he was on his way home (f he had feft his wife and
iifdren at home .. bis house burne to the grounad, his cattle
Yor run off, thar would be bad enough Bur 1f he'd lefc his
Iy, too—
ell, there was no use thioking that way Those days were
. Threescore of families now 1a the ©own.
¢ could hear the two youngsters back a ways on the path-~
12 faw minutes more, they came o che edge of the woods
1nd there up on the tise, up across the tow corn, his hous;
the buildings 1n the lace af[emom;l\ sup look:;i :::;:’211‘1 a;nﬂ
t e was suil going, but it wasa
¢ dlc-:leusfns‘;iia Old Jen B heard them. he saw her come
il the house—~
e hadn’t koown it, bu
1552 carne up beside him.
fe said, "1 lzkg_oiook atit

¢ he had stopped and staod still—and
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The Mountain &7 I77.7 |

1 WHIT WAS on his way down to the edge of the por

tey for = pickerel. There were reasons why he had 1© do
July was the month for them, and he hadn't been yet—ed }
first week in July had already gone by It wasa Towery dsy 4
out very much wind, and Melissa, that morning, had kifet
rmouse with her broom, When Whit had asked her at mxmﬁ}

if she'd like a pickerel to eat, she had sud that she would
now he was on his way down. He had the mous¢ in his pock
He found his pole near the pond where he'd lefe it tbe 4
time, and he sat down on a spruce log fo 518 VP his bait. ¥
_mosquitoes were thick and it was a delicate task, but with 801
waxed Linen thread he finally got the mouse tied 10 the 51""‘
%0f the hook—and it Jooked pretty good. He ‘made bis liot &
[,ﬁnough the eye of the hook, and then he fastened 2 hen!
cone onto the line about a handsbreadth in front of t5¢ n0s¢
the.mouse. :
He took this down €0 the water just as it W
pole—to see how 1t would float. ... It seemed pecfecrat first cd
mouse stayed right side up because of the weight of the & ;
. and as he drew 11 along on top of the water, i appeared 0
swimming to catch up with the cone. [t was2 beautiful 65 wE

grinned with delight. But when the mouse sank, Ies fur had £

wetted through. . .
Whit lifted it our and considered . and the mosquitoes £
thicket and tried to hurry his thoughss. ,
He knew what he wanted: he wanted n 'm;:'::;

__and he had no liking at all for putting that mouse § A€
412 -

sommithout 3°

some aif i
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ot 1f be'd hed an oat straw right handy, that would have
st the thing,
r"*‘:ﬂl! poinc of his knife, he pricked loose the thread that
biind the peck of the mouse, and then he hung the whole
'“: safely over a twig, and went in search of a small, hollow
<f some kind. This took a lot longer than he'd have sup-
bur he got one at last .. . and it was o trick at all o blow
f mouse. Tt really Jooked better than it had before. And it
[ most handsornely—although it canted a erifle, but not
1to do any hurt.
b: foot of line was what he used to skitcer with generally,
thought this time he'd use six.
4 the mouse dangling and bobbing from the ead of his
& waded into the water—his eye fixed on an open space
lily pads well out from shore. He had about twenty feet
pole. When he saw that he'd gone far enough, be got his
rmly ser—the depth of the water was now about up to his
| _1nd he lowered the mouse to the surface with the great-
care and started to tOW it out across the open space in the
There was a hutle small wave at each side of the mouse
fod then Bang! the hight green of a pickerel curved up out of
vater, his great jaws wese wide open, and he hit that mouse a
that carried the end of the pole 3 yard under water—and
it there, too, with a steady pull mostly, and occasional jerks.
hix ser his hook, and then began back up. The footing
sofe znd uneven, and as he was s:eppngghovcr a log o:‘d;z;
om that he'd ussed going out the fish came u o
fr and s;emcd © s(:\ndsngh[ up on his (lml, Sh;l;;:f his head -
Jad Whic, dippiag the pole 10 him, RELY sac down.
el it w:mp gn gsr some tume, the prckerel off and cndmd]ak-
2dive for the bottom and the grass and the weeds, and then
i o slowly zlong, and Whit trying to
bin his fin showing moving slow2f o 2t she same
£p the pole at an angle to the line of the pull ar;‘ n'me ot
e backing up rying t0 8¢ ja to the shore. Bur £ '“.l:d oo uy
kme when, with his heart in his mouth, Whit hmf.; i “p
ot i o o and swung him up onio the ‘bank, dropp
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pole—and went for him on his hands and knees like 2 boy.
gor him!~-and, oh, he was a beauty! He must have been ex
yard ot more long. ¢ 't

‘The mouse was stove-up too much to be any mote use—
Whit tossed him into the bushes for the first fox come 2o
‘The hook was all right.

‘Whit didn’t know thar he wanted 1o fish any more, He p
pole up, and with the line and the thread and the hook
pocket, he picked up his fish, and stasted up through the oji

3

home. .
It had been pretry near perfecr. ;
—he would joke Melissa about it, and claum she hadnt

Tieved that he'd do so well, but thar he'd known himself tha

would. Why, any time she wanted a pickerel, all she had tof:

was to say so, and he'd go get her one. l
It worked our that way, too, when he got up to the h(iuSé’.
But before he could set off 1o clea it, she said 1o him, T

there was a tan come by here while you was down t' e

For Fryeburg, he was.” .
“Whar was his name?” .

= “Collins, it sounded like, He said you dida't know hic-
“Well, he was correct.”

. "He said he was just on his way. He said to tell you fb‘!?“

waken Fort Ti.” '
Whir Jaid down the pickerel. “Tell me the rest.” P
“Well— They give it up, he said, without any fight- He st

the Britamers—General Busgoyne and them—had the?
ered, he said, and they went off in the night.” "
“Had them ‘covered’! Fort T1?" X
“That's what he said.” ! o foet WH
“You can’t have a fort covered. Thar's what & forts fo! *
10 say they 4
How Jong 28

is this Collins? What's he look like? You mean
up and surrendered? Whatd they do that for?

was he here?” It
“Half the time you been gone, magbe, Bout that, 1 s‘}m

think.” -
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s he travelin' fast?™
ric wouldn't stop to eat nothin’.”
,;:f.m like a sober—a sensible man?”

-

just give it up! The i ight!”
-dﬁ'slwha: e nscd ey run off in the night! .
elf, | don't understand ™ He started walkis, i

; king about, turning
w3y and that, and chen he caught sight of his fish—and he
at it as though he were saying "How'd that ever get

5!us:\ said,A “Do you want me to clean thae>™ N
o, 1l do it,” he said. "Il go do it now.” He picked up the

it, where is Fort T1? I never knew, rightly. I heard you
: of it, but I never knew.”

undred and fifty mile west, should think.”

7111 they come over here?”
1l who come over here

Brizainers
Nomand trarling the fish wich s tad in the dire, he went
a acrass the dooryard and sound back of che shed. .
it wasn't concerned about Briawer soldsers, they would

"t headed thus way. Indians,

o

gh...

1o had a bad tume of 1t cleamng that fish He wanted to thiak,
2 this was not a good chance “The instdes of 2 pickerel don'c
ne out as slick as do those of a trout, and there is a smell ro
m thas mMESQUitoes like Whit peeded both hands to the
Siness, and care MOt 10 K cur And he was bungis, t© boot.
ith mosquitoes pncking his face and on the backs of his
Js, ic was hard to get anythung serarght n hus head.

He had betrer fuck with it when suppes was done. There was
vagh smoke in ¢he house to keep d(?wn the mMOSqUitoes and
idges, and the biack flies and bis chitdren had both gone
Whit said to her Fnally, “They must & sold the .
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head one, I guess, prob’ly-—name of St. Clair. How else coul
be? Can you see any way?” s
Melissa sard, no, she supposed that must be it. “Whit, howy
you figute they won't come over here?” cod
“Nothin' ¢ bring 'em. They head for big towns—1ike
same as New York. Even for Boston ot Portsmouth, they %0
go some south of here. And another thing is, they got 100 m)
to lug. They got women and cannon and—ot, all kinds of tof
Where they are now, they can haul that in boats. If they w28,
come here from Ti, it'd be mostly all chrough the woods” {,
“Well, all the same .. .” &
“All the same, nothin'. They won't come over here. You !,
take my word for it.” *
“I heard they got Indians” .
“Who told you that?”
“Fwo of three women. Town Meetin’ Day.” o
Whit took the short route. “Yes, I heard the same !.!H"F: {
said. “No one knows if it's true. ] ain't sure that ieis” <%
“You ain’t sure it ain't, either.”
. “No, I'lt admit that.”
. “Two hundred mule,” she said, “ain’t mucl
?’used ¢ come down from Canady further 'n that” 41
*Yes, they can travel. They ain't loaded down—2 knife, ’:54
gun, and them hude hatchets they got. But why should ﬂ:
come here? Ain't there enough cattle 10 steal in the (j!”’ E
For ten years I been hearin’ how tich the Grants be, Tbats ™,
_ brings Indians. They ain’t ia it 10 fight.”
She said “Maybe” reluctantly ... . and o
the other room where the boys were. She listened a momest
came back and sat down. “They're asleep,” she assured hirs:
“I ain’c holdin’ back nothin’" L
“All right,” she answered, “then peither am L 1116[7;‘11{::‘;
it to fight,” you say. All righe, then, they ain't. Wh::;d ‘;Ym e
it for is the same as before. I know the stories Ik o abes
often. T wan't hard of heatin’ when T was 2 girl 1 k20 B

h to an Jndsan. T‘%‘

went to the door
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o' 10d stealiny and

! all. And ¥ know the rest of it—the patt
1 (h':imi of when women 're there” ?
22 beard ft wrong, They ain'c hot afcer women, Indians

] f::! ;he torzute. I know what they do. I beard them eell
k}d was real small. There was some of the words then,
; o't koose what shey meant, Bur 1 sia't forgat any,
Jrcver will. When I think of them comin’, my bowels mfn
; E;‘S the same way with most people. You know that it is””
* examined a scraich on the inside of his wrist. "You
*ven know,” he said, “if Gen'ral Burgoyae has gat so much
¥ Indian joiaed up on his side. Do you, now?*
)

d neither do 1. Then why do you talk that way?”
tcause that's how I feel. T gec kind of tired of nor fettin”
how and again, I do. Don't you ever . . . sometimes?”
vergone does. The way you feel abour Indians is thé way 2
many do. Women do, anvhow And a good many men. fa
Grants, mote s0”

am sprry for them.”

1 the Grants, yon mean, yes, I am 100, ta 2 way. But ain’t
fertain chere'l] be Indian troable 1 have thought about this—"
I“Shr opened her mouth, be said, "Lec me say my say.” And
let urn,

[This Gen'ral Burgoyne can’t be quite a fool. Because if he
1 fool, he wouldn't bave got so far Montreal to pase Ti——he
done pretty good And he aint gor ¢ be awlul clever t* figure
by, Who's tried ¢ scop bum? The arany, isall He can h;!ndlc
army. He done 1t at Ti. All nghe. If he keeps this business
he ¢'n keep right on a-goin’ till he gess
Togses enough ¢ sell him fmg o0
e way. And as for the bulk of the people—well, chey ain't dove
thiﬂyy?tf‘and if he knows what 1s goo‘d for hifn:-and 1 figure
may—Gen'ral Busgoyne'll ler sleepin’ dogs lie!

“Magbe,” Melissa said-

ause -

tveen armies, you see,
Fir £ New York There's

nexe when he tusns Indians
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You know there ain’t any Indian goin’t' hold back just becj
aman is a Tory. No, siz, The first house they come t theylt ‘}:
on just the same whether 2 man is a Tory or Sam Adams'ssod
or 1f he ain’t the one nor the other, same as most nmunc}
All right. You Jet ‘em fire one ‘haystack, let ‘em fip off thei
scalp—and every man in che Grants'l] be ddwn o1 Gen'rl 3
goyne. He won't get time t' turn round 1a his tracks. J&.
tempted myself—I d' know but I would.”
“What?” -
*] &' know but I would be.” :
“You mean that you'd go?” i
“I don't know but I might. It's the same as you said yours
there hadn't anyone ought ' do that—mrn Tndigns loost:
Melissa tried ro go back—bur she knew it was 100 Jae. =7
1 shouldn't wonder but you'd figured it righe,” she said s
won't turn em loose. And supposin’ he should, they woat €%
over here T amn't afeard at all. I wan't t' begin with, Iewas @
the way some of them women talked.”
“Yes. I understand.” He got up from fus place. “well, 18
go do my chores, I guess”
} “Yes, It's pretty near dark. I hadn't noticed.” -
Whit stood where he was. “Now don't you fret 1 lmdrl &
¢motrow. I may not go at all. Nor I woulda't go off &
you unless I thought “twas all right”
"I know you wouldn’t.” } - and see
“We don't know nochin’ yer Well have ¢ fust walt 2245
He went out to his chores . i
- and Melissa sa there and waited—beariog his 5t¢F ‘zm
bara, hearing his voice as he spoke to his beascs—she sat
and waited for him to come back.

418 . LOOK TO THE MOUNTAIN

i o il
2 LATE THE next afternoon, Whit w:lkt;ll' :‘Z‘iffhfe
to the Masons'. He wanted to talk over these it g“)

man, . be,
When he was still 2 quarteg-mile M3} ES
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:‘El;eu the sound of a man who was notching to hew . ..
+[bly down by their barn. He tried to guess from the sound
- hich one fe was. Tovo blows to 2 notch and never an extra
}that would be Phorus; sometimes an extra one, that would
b ﬂ{v 8o thyme or reason, would be ane of the young fellows.
sfedistened carefully . . . and judged this to be Fred.

<Jen he came ouc of the woods he saw that he'd been cor-
Fred was squaring some white oak with an ax and an adz,
sanice piece of wood.

\ Whit scon discavered, wasn't nearly so certain as Whit
hat St. Claiz had sold auc. The way Fred had the scory was
Jihe Britainer soldiers had hauled up some cannon to the
fa hill that was right near by the fore and that was higher
it was, The hill was so seeep that nobody had figured you
get cannon up there. But they'd done it somehow-—block
fall, might have been—and when St. Clait had seen they
d shoot fight down 1n on top of him—well, there'd been
eed ta pay him to pack up and ger our. That was the story
Phorus, 5o Fred said, had broughe back from Saadwich an
e ago.

What become of the men that was inside the fore?”

Well, the way Phorus had i, they'd got clear of the fore—ie -
sn't yet lLight—when some durmbhead or other set afire some
Uding, That woke up the Brtaners, and the men had o

uter, . rey all
“If there's a Brirainer round who's awake, then they all got

runt”

Fred said he guessed there was probably more than one
e der. T ' there”

“Yes, I shouldn't wonder. I wasn .

AuyS}Yxov: ;;led sasd, General St Clar bad putina go%d pare
the day ;rymg 10 colfect them g}ge;heé z;gm:;, Sﬂ:‘i h\; “‘312::
‘ vard evening, he'd left Colonel 5¢
;ac:zﬂi:o’f::eﬁ’mncis' ‘men, and Colonel Hale's crowd as a
od of rear guard on the Hubbardtan m:fd: .

"Gegeral St. Clair, though, he kep’ a-goln’
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“Ayuh,” said Mason.

“Ayuh,” said Whit, .

“"Well, then, the next mornin’, so Phorus says, these fc‘
was cookin’ their breakfasts when the Brirainers jumped
and they had a fight. Colonel Hale, so they claim, 100k his 8
"a tun off. Colonel Francis got kill'e, 'a three-four hundred 5
lost, 'n Colonel Seth Warner, who was the main one in ¢
be hung to it, I guess, 'bout as long as 1t seemed ¢ be any u¥
then him 'n the rest of ‘em bear it i’ th’ woods.” .

“Who'd Phorus ger this from?”

“Dan’l Beede, he said.”

“Then that's the way Beede heard ir. You think itse |

“I don’ know why not.”

“‘Cookin’ their breakfasts!” Whit said 1t slowly and b
—"'and the Britainers jumped "em’t I don't wonder they
He walked around for a mtnute, and then he came back. Wy,
about Indians?” he demanded of Fred oy

Fred seemed to take 1t more calmly. “They're with b

right. I guess there ain’t any question. But they wan' i3
o ifl pusy robbun 4

fightin” on the Hubbardron road, They was stil
fort.”
“That won't last ‘em forever.”
“Id’ know as ‘twill.” .
“You figure Burgoyne'll keep on headin’ south?
“Sart’n to. Yes, Whit. Hudson River, he's for. They 37 ¥
a road from the south end of Lake George, You know bow
lays, do you>”
"Yes, I been showed.” e
“A good many don't know. If you was to ask ¢, Id “gc;
he'd make st too—~and then maybe from there clear w3y
10 New York.” -
"1 don't know what's to prevent.” Whir was Tocking &° .
him for semething to chew.
“No, it’s hard t0 say, now. Forr E
river, General Schuyler 1s there. He might d
Do the same as 5t. Clair, if he's a gen'ral, 1 guess:

1x

. il
dward is next, Thars B3 v=
o somethiay
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o bell have 10,7 Fred Mason said. “This Burgoync
ias business; looks 1o me s0.”

. be's c'lon; good,” Whit said over his shoulder. “It’s the
pare of it seicks in my craw, I don't like that”

L1:::0:: d9cs anyone. What can you do?”
thad picked up a chip and was sliang 2 splnter off. He
v;mund slowly, “Wel, I don't know. 1 will admut it don't
ke there’s much ...."

Mason assured, him, "There ain't 2 ting, Whit. All you
is ser tight, They won't come over here And then again,

Zsilm:lff} co:qe—well, you'd want ¢ be here "

b L' sayiar I plan ¢ join up. Whard be the use? St.

;: !l}fs Hale— Suill, all the same 1f Burgoyne turns loose
1 some time, it was Mason who spoke. “You used to trap,
you?"

H“:‘f,—more or less” Whit wasn't thinking about it

1's what your trouble 18 v

fPat do you mean?”

fhat's why you're uneasy.

ez-t0 than do most. A hune

iple of days. Why, there’s

red mite theit whole lives—that 15 ©
‘te 2 farmer now, bo: You want t0 Sty home. You leave

iGrants to look out (o); chemselves. They ain't your Tookout.
J: farnily is. 1 know how you feet, Bug you take my advice.
how, you couldn’t go now: you ain't got your hay in”

yuh, I know.”

fWell, then,” said Fred as though the &
i He stood up and picked uP s ax
o

AE\hyeushF’L.'l'ctxk.la:?steg“y g?&ill, sow, you hold sl 2 minute Al T
L this side done™—he prepared 10 €Ut 3 BEW notch—""n well
up t th’ house *q set down f'or a sgcll. 1 ain't seen you t

[Kh since before own Meetin’ Day

¢ these things bein’
per an't more'n
men in this LOWD an't been a
0 say, 10 & line, I mean.

. You think 0
dred mile to a U3P]

hole ratter were set-
“How's your woman
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“I got ¢’ go back. 1 ain’t had supper yet.”
“You eat kind o' Jate. Must be near six o'clock.”
“Her and them have had theirs." -
“Yes. Gives you a chance to eat quiet, I spose.”
“Your people all right>”
Fred said thar they were, and Whit said good nig!
_ On his way home, he couldn’t see that he'd gained 2 i
He felt more uneasy than he had before. ’

hL';

3 IF PHORUS MASON could come back with that »
news from Sandwich, Whit was more than half rempt:dnz
try it humself, Setll, he didn’t feel that he ought to tahe the @
for the enp just for the sake of news only. His scythe b]ad{‘
been ground unal there wasa't much lefe of 15 it would be‘m‘
0 maw before long he would go out and trade for a}w
although he never would get one that would come pp 10 his
one—the one Karr had made for him. That was ten jeurs
He waited four o five days, and then he went over 05
wich—and he came home In the evening without 20y bhdc‘!
Melissa was certain before he'd said a word that dus o
simply because he hadn't found one to suit, not bectuse be b
having one made: he brought nothing else with him, be bt
traded at all. She asked about Ida and Jonas, and Whit siid m‘:f

were well. o
“Well, it's begun,” he said finally, “They kitled & womst
Indians did. Beede told me.” he w’d

She watched his face for a moment—and then
“Where?” 3 d‘ !
" “Somewhetes around T1 " He turned to hang up bit ,‘mf;s
"South of i1, some, I guess—Gen'ral Bufgo'yqe.—-v:h"f““ "
camp is. They was his Indians. She was comin’ 12 £ ol campt
see some Bricainer officer she was goin’ t' g€t massied 0/

“Ob, Whit!" . "

V’hi‘( thought he knew what Melissz was i«h:;;]:j:::‘-
when he'd first heard it, he had felt the same w31 & ] '
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t}“‘fg about the youngwamaa He hed got gase chae. “Magbe
3yt bas found out thar when yau stit up hornets you ¢an't
) £ ¥Eth them as ¢ who they're to bite.”

! mikisl siid yes. But she made no effort to think what he

E{e sat doyvn on the bench in front of the fireplace. He had his
(0 Melissa, *I don't know why it should be any worse,” he
 that she was about to get matried, but 1t doeskind of seem

oo

tad again she said only *Yes.”
A Whir lefr ie,
:$ turned (o the sest of his news. "Commirtee of Safety,” he
“for the Grams has seat word to New Hampshire rzsl’(fng
belp. Gen'tal Court has gone home, but our Committee of
ity is callin” 'em back again so's they can decide. I don’t know
¢ they can do, though.”
felissa hadn't made any effort to foflow him. She said, “What
her name, Whit?”
Whose nate? Oh—McCtea. You ever kuow any?™
**McCrea’ ., " She shook her head "No."
Wit tried again. "Grants fellers claum thac 1f we don't send
p 10 "em, they may go under—'n then New Hampshire'tf be
. Makes a good atgument.”

She said, "Why ain'c 1t true?”

Whit was reheved "I don’t know but it would be, if ic was
iy us and the Grants. But you got o figure thar Bay Colony's
10 it, 'n the Yorkers as well. The Grants Will have asked both
! them to send help—'n I shoulda’ wonder bur Connecticut,

“Why ain'e thac all che beter?”
“Recause the more tha 18 100 it, the x
that will be done will be the right thing for us.
“How do you mean?”
1 mean xym whatever place sees Burgoyne he-.\de§ toward
<bem, what they want tO do is to have him headed off.
“Surely”

the tess chance there is thae



424 LOOK 70 THE MOUNTAIN

“Toward who?”

“Oh. Well, yes, I c'n see that.” {

“Why should we help,” he went on, "to head him off Frot
New York—when all 1t would do would be to tuta hie 10¥2
bere? Or you think any Yorker's goin’ ¢ try awfol hard tohed
him off from Bay Colony? I ¢'n tell you they ain’t!” B

“Why would 1t be any different if it was just us and ¢
Grants?” :

“Because the Grants is between us and Gen'ral Buggoyn®- ©
is travelin’ south, down along their far side. Neither v pof
Grants wants ¢ have him turn east. No, we could work togerd
all righ, if 1t was only us and the Grants.” B

“Then you think we won't send any?”

“1 don’t know. You can’t tell, But if we do sead any, e ¥
to know who s in chasge. Gen'ral Schuyler—a Yorker? ]
raen wouldn’s go! Nor they wouldn't want ta go, ¢ithefi t %
sold out by St. Clair. You ¢'n be sure of this much: if ¥ 5‘"‘3
any men—'n 1 ain't saywn’ we won't—it’ll be a New l-la{ﬂPSI”h

. mnn who'll have the say over them: he'll say whea they 1t fig
+d he will say where”
f “Who do you think itli be?”

“Whit shook tus head. “Gen'ral Courr ain’t met yet.

tell about them But I know who it cught r be—and 90

. everyone else. So do yau, for thac matter. He'd be the best o€
if be WT-';

You et
does;
|

He'd be the best one they could possibly get—even i
born aver on the east bank ” §
“East bank . . . You mean Stark?” "
“I mean Colonel John Stark, He ain't a gen'ral, 't a8 £%;
’nehat’s all ' th’ good He'll be all the more for New HﬂmPSh'rfi'x
the way that come about. You remember last year xhere"ﬂ“’,n !
you about it—when the Congress was makin’ new gene g
Stark got feft out .., 2" ¥
“You never told me " - R So be
~Well, then, maybe not. Anyhow, that's bow it ¥as, want
quit 'n come home. He figured they'd told him they dida well
him around. He is through with the Congress. He knows
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8% 20w he'll never get nothin’ from them. He ain't got to
02 word that they say, He can be all for New Hampshire;
for New Hampshire only, 1 srant £ el you thart's worth
deal. He is honest and square—or I always heard he was,
"%, He knows abour Indians, and he’s a hard roan to scare,
7 W25 to put him in charge, then you'd sce ‘em join up!
i ,Umow but Id—well—I think he'd be a good man.”
1553 couldn't see that it made any difference thac he hada'e
t fight out. She was heavy with fear. . . and she hated John

5

s came Thea it came all at once Hex Hackert showed up
ppearing as usual tn tume for Melrssa to add to the por the
e present he'd brought He sad he was partial to rabbit and
hoped that they were. And while they were watting for the
bir eo borl, Hackert sat 1 the doosway and told them the
vs.

General Schuyler had quitted Fore Edw azd without any fight-
yat all, but at least he had burned te—which was better chan

Tt made 1t look more as though he hadn’t sold out, because
‘hey'd paid for the forc they'd have wanted it whole.

Whit made no comment—and Hackett went on.

At Thetford and Lyme on Consnecucut Ruver—that would

less than hatfway from here over t© Ti—the women apd

‘tdren had moved out of the hzuszs and come over this side
rack.

caise they were afraid of ac .
Whit mu{red s head slighely a5 & s:5n that he'd heard.
Melissa came from the fire [t was o;d y evo :x éhrec steps She
d 1t dripped onto ehe flaor. .

é;;tfoh.;;g :;‘nl::x‘:;;c:z:i to Exeter?" Hackett asked Whit.
“We ain'c heard noz.l:iin'."

;\S([?d;' g:tcck},:: i, He turned his head slowly<

elissa

t THE DAYS counted sfowly to a full seven days—;md no
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“Toward who?" . .
“Oh. Well, yes, I ¢'n see that,” T
"Why should we help," he went og, “to head him off 5%
New York—when all it would do would be to rurn him 1oy, A
here? Or you think any Yorker's goin' ¢ try awful hard wh
him off from Bay Colony? 1 c'n tell you they ain't!” i
“Why would it be any different if it was just us and |
Grants?” g )
“Because the Grants is between us and Gen'ral Busgoyne. "
is' travelin® south, down along their far side. Neither us gor
Granes wants ¢ have bam turn east. No, we could work tOS“E
. all right, if 1t was only us and the Grants.”
“Then you think we won't send any?" >
"I don’t know. You can't tell. But 1f we do send any, we %
t0 know who is in charge. Gen'ral Schuyler—a Yorker? TD,
men wouldn't go! Nor they wouldn't want to go, eithef, ¥ b“
sold out by St. Clair. You ¢'n be sure of this much: if we st
any men—'n I ain’e sayin’ we won't—it'll be 1 New Ha{'ﬂPSh‘ s
man who'll have the say over them: he'll say when they !l fight,
ad he will say where E
“Who do you think i)l pe3” o
- Whit shook has head, “Gen'ral Court ain’t mer yer, You c28%
sell abour them But I know who it oughe ¢’ be—and so doc?
everyone else So do you, for that marter, He'd be the best 02¢:
He'd be the best one they could possibly get—even if he %%
born over on the east bank .3
“East baok . . . You mean Stark?” vt
"I mean Colonel John Stark He ain't a gen'ral, 't any B
0 that’sall ¢ th’ good. He'l be all the more for New Hampshirts
the way that come aboue You remember Jast year there—T1 Nfd 3
you about it—when the Congress was makin' new generals a;
Stark got lefrour .. 2" “
“You never told me ™ = 8
“Well, then, maybe nor. Anyhow, that's how it ‘f”ﬁs" be
quit 'n come home. He figured they'd told him they dido’t W?’;; ‘
him around, He is through with the Congress. He knows ¢! 4
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he had no sureness
o him, and with

keep her from

Tuz MOUNTAIN

S':i:'l: no feeling of wanting to tell hets
L lundemmi He wanted to gather her €
' wher head, try in some way 10

o drad.
-l:d[ gi’ had shared things too long
1 be ner go meet “em than to wait

P} cat ‘em. 1 expect to come ba » e kind of—
bies for you, ina way, L might s well go o help out instead
’;’;‘ l“"mmeoue else. I ought ¢ be as good at it 85 Elkanah

orth,
Do you want to go, Whit?”

for "em here 1 expect

Well, 1 ain't never been a great O6€ for fighun', 1 koo™, but

v, T don't like the idea of them comuf’ 21047 ’

‘Y"“'Ceuld took ont for us bercer 1f you stayed T home.”
ou'll be all right. You 'n go over © Masons’, you 1 e

5. "n come back here daytimes ¢ mik o ¢ feed § shan't B

&;.S“C'h a great while—at Jeast, 1 don't expect.”

,,Y"u.fe seton it?”

| !.‘ was all over, then.

"When do you want co'go, Whie?”

Three or four days—soon s 1857 in some 100F¢
'+ “The sest of 'em ain't €veD started 10 MO ey
i “Then1c'n get men t belP ‘e, 1 didn’t want po'ne £day”
 Sie came and put her head 4% on fus chest and be pur He
e rouad her, an A she cried for @ w]nle—-fc:uCcly making 2
wund, Whit couldn'e se€ 3¢ ;‘d doncs 've“ryywtll-—hE hada't
aade bout is B8 away-

An;:; afseglha{\‘{yel‘::::‘f‘“ ber patt, kne¥ <he ought pot to be
ying, she had no wish & the moment ©@ 15 “g‘ O

Buc they couldn’t stand her® forever, and ¥ :’l o it
that wi i ot of thers “and when it seerm oW hx(Ath:!r
as plain t0 ced, Toust be fechng berter, he «

because she had QU™ she

of this hay”
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her, "Now, then, you come "n set down. We hauled enough l
for one day; we c'n let the rest go for now.”

So they went and sat down by the edge of the field ata p
where the moss had come between two white ash trees. T
were not many mosquitoes; 1t was the last day of July.

They were aware of the stillness that lay on the field and !
woods . . , they saw the sun setzle swiftly behind the mounty
... and they felt the oncoming coolness that ran ahead of !
night... v

The fiest star was showing as they went back up to the ho

Neither one of the boys seemed to have missed them 4t
Jonas asked where they'd been, and they said they'd been bay
Jonas was making a house out of twigs on the floor, and Go®
was watching him and wanting to help. 13

Whiz was pretty sure in that moment that he'd made 8
take. But he had made up his mind, he had said he would S"§

5

. Three days later, he went i
... Melissa walked with hem down through the clearing
», e ways on the path as 1t went into the woods. Then she"ﬂ‘
 vell, I guess Il go back now,” and Whit said, “All right,” &
aid his nifle aside. She stepped into his arms—and he knew'
she kissed hum that she crusted him perfeccly that in going aw
he was doing whar he thought was right . .. and then the ha
pain of leaving her took away any thoughts. .

dfter a moment, she pushed herself from him-—and she s
“Now, then, get along—you got a long ways to g0 "_Sh‘ “L:
smiling—or trying to. “There is your rifle,” she said, these
the teee, Have a good journey—and don't forges €' come b

Whit picked up his gun—but then he stood there in the
because he could not turn away from her.

She had more courage than he had: she mrned away .. “:
he stood and warched her go from him, farther and farther, “"h
at a bend in the path (far enough now, she hoped, $0 that
could not see her face cleasly) she turned and waved t0 him-
and turned again toward the house.
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e ;her wave... then he swung ab?u: slowly, and
*of a1 hour, he was traveling smoothly and hatd.
¢4 by at Beede's to ger some French powder, and
2d %0 men had already gone. Stark, so the word was, -
% © Number Four, ot was going there. Thar would be
<hest place, Beede thoughr,
ts2id he guessed he'd try there, then—and 1o add the
' ounces of powder onto his scote. Beede sad, “To hell
t What else are you shy?”
athia’ else I ¢'n think of.”
% goiny by Jonas Moore's?”
houldn't wonder, 1 thought probly I might, Whar d° you
e t' canryy him? 1 hope ir's a message; I'm ravelin’

don’ know as ir's anything. She was up here last nighe.
ted me t0 talk to him. She thinks he's gor ir inca his head
he waats t' go, too. He an'e sad nothuny, bur she thinks ehac
. §he clams he at't 1 shape for it

vhat do you thutk?”

know well that he ainc¢ He's come oa prery good Im:.n
[ he was there in the winter He ¢n fish, n work found, ‘a
fhat kind o thing But he'd oughtn'tc travel—why, God, he'd

}himsclf!' ,

['You want me ¢ wlk to bim?’ )

PWel, thar ':ngh( be the best Sufl, he's iike an old dog, you
. He see you secan’ off t' go gunwua’, 'n be d feel precey bad
the couldn't go long 1f he was 2 dog, youd have ¢’ tie him up

0" . .
Ty tofllom g0u BT s o . e o
ix:llt;aﬂ l,;y;k 1 m:n shaw you. Noontime, i is now, Or pretey
Tose sny\a{;y‘ Shese wil you lay tonight?
“Baker’ erha; 5. i
N Jg:kr:snﬁ;v;;g yrouij place. And the same thing
el ir?;in': ‘more'n a week ago, Jonas was up he,.
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at the most from his doorstep to mine-—and he was ruckutd,
when he gor hefe. He ain't in good shape.” ‘
“Don’t sound like it, no. Well, T'll go along. I thank you
the powder. I'll try ¢’ putit to nse.” -
“Well, if you get any Indians, Il trade for the peles Good
and good luck—and you do as you're mind to abour Stopp
there. I just thought I'd lee you know.” v
“Ayuh,” said What, -
And he went down to Jonas’s. N
But he didn't stay long. He didn’t stay to eat, even. Jor
Iaughed at him for going off o the war. Jonas said all Whit#
after was the ten-dollar boaus that Stark had said bed Py }
hard money to anyone who'd join up, :
Whit said he hadn't heard of it. .,
“The hell you arn't heard! Why don’t you take Danl‘?; ‘
along? He's a great one for money. He's worse "n you be. |
50 on and so forth. It wasn't like Jonas: he talked 00 low i
00 fast. Whit eried to joke back at him, but he dida’t do,“ ",
*"And your woman,” said Jonas. "A fine way t’ great her! If%
. doall the work whute you o traipsin’ off! You expect { £
». . there, do you, whea you come home again? You're akif,
risk, Whit, Maybe you'd oughe ¢ go back.” i
Whit said, "1 guess she'll be thege, You been off yourself, i3]
youw?—now 'n again? If 5 woman 'd wait for a busband hike §¢
1d' know bue my chances oughe ¢’ be pretty good. 1
Ida Moore asked hira, “Whie, she there alone®” rIv(
"No, only dayumes. She'll kg o Masons, I guess, B35
nights That is—wel], you know, if more stories come in- {
Whit said he must B0 now. raved.
They didn't press hum o stay because they coul'd see h“}‘::mk
to go. Ida Moore said, "I was £oin’ t* say you might sty !‘”‘
here on your way back, buc I guess thar on your way !
prob’ly won't want t* stop.” i
Whit said he'd stop, all right, . fece.
Jonas stood up. "Come ons," he said, "I'll go with you 2 W«l
T'wouldn't want t’ give any offense.”
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g §
i Z‘h‘i‘_:zm mmile, Maybe, they talked abour hay—though it
USEOIA 10 talk jn the woods, and aeither man, really,

! ed W

much

Y to say al_mut hay. Jonas cursed and swore more than
2thad ever noticed &im to.

Toen a2 the (o0p of 4 ridge, Jonas ssopped 2nd said guiesl,
now.’

80 back,

’]‘;‘} right, chen, Jonas, And I rake it kandly that you come this
k There wan'c any neeq

5“"“;{ paid fo attention. He was looking just past Whir's
4 £3500 you're gain’ alone, my legs zin't any good. [ would
2drag on you. ¥ couldn't keep up. It's because I was sick and
tuse f am ofd.”

The truth of what he was saying was in Jonas's face. Whit
idn’c say anything—not one single word.,

onas spoke evenly. “Jf you don’t come back, we'll keep an
on yout woman—TI guess you know that—Ida ‘n me will, as
g as we live Well—T'gor ¢ go back now”—and before Whir
1d speak, Jonas had turned and was off down the hifl.

Whit watched hum going Downbudl looked to be hard for

.
then Whit swuog about and headed (nto the west.

THIS WAS the fise nme he had wken thus road. Once
was free of the setdement, the cart tracks became dim, but
could still make them out wich no trouble at all, and he had

‘e spots on the trees, and the p;:h wz; 1::;:1[:1" S{I;T:;zilolen 01:
as pretry farr going—nior as good a8 2 , L

ockly, ng!: stee[f and gegerally speaking the loo(ung was ﬁ:ﬁ
ere was nothing to check him from going as fast as he‘ iked.
For the better part of an hour, the path befd (Z the west; }:h{cn

it swung to che south round che base of a bill an: ktp{ soudt or

2 time unuil he stood at 4 farks. The way 10 the left \‘;oul

him still farther south dlong the sho;e o,f (h:dp:; .

picked up Squam Brook. Follow that down, and he et
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Merrimack River not very far south of where he wanted 10 £
“That was the way he and Melissa had come. If he were to go
way now he'd pass cight by the place where they'd overset
time. He grinned a5 he thought of it, and he wiped die swe
from his eyes. It had been as cold that night as it was hot in be
now! He'd like to go by there—and 1o tell Melrssa he'd seen’
He'd like o see 1f the bank there really was a hundred feet big
« But it would be a longer way round, and he dida't suppose !
ought 1o spase the time to 1. He wiped his forehead once o
—and took the path to the right . . . and 1t went stdight upt
for a good, solid mile . . . uncil it began to pull at his wind 2
1o bother the backs of his legs. But he hung to it all right—uf!
the rise of it slackened, and then it leveled off fora momentﬂ(]
began dropping down. ;
He was running well now, and as his head cleared ftes ﬂ
climbing, he was pleased with himself- he might not be as £0%
s he was exght or ten years ago, but he could still run the
" 'd undertake to stay with most farmers close to thisty §ea
7 1t would be downhill now, on an average, until he c:me,m o
siver. If he'd had a load on his back, downhill woulda' 2%
helped him, but a5 1t was he didn’t suppose he had rwenry £t
pounds—that would be counting everything: spare clothing? -
food, gun, powder, and lead, his knife and his belt, and the zbm,u
for his gun, as well as what he was wearing~Tlight leathes P mh
and old hunting shure. In his food satchel, besides corn and ’:ﬂ
pork, he had a pair of good-looking moccasias, his best lmbr
shirt, and all that was left of a hat. The hat was an afeethoU8%3
he'd brought 1t along on the chance that he might be mbsx'ﬂf
somehow into having to fight with the sun in his eyes. The S
shixt he would need if it should turn cold or weg, and it “l:;},
be 2 handy thing, too, if he should chance to get hurt- T"; ey
tibbon and moccastns were in case he had to dress hm: "y
The other things that he carried all had 1o do with bx:"&;“
“The last thing before leaving, he'd taken them out of the bsg
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N
p them over just as he afwags did . . . frizzen pick, file,
41855, 20d 50 0a . . . they came to fourteen in all,

thoughr some of bringing a water bortle along, but he
catned one, and so he'd decided fiot to this time.

of these things were slung over his shoulders—rhat is,

?a0d s buller pouch and the two powderhorns. Only his

- %as hitched onto his belr. He had a thong round his
© keep these things more secure, and the way he could

» ' his runaing was smooth was by whether his bag
bounce and flap at his side. It did a licrle—bue not very

s was enjoying it now; he felt pretty good. Going as fast as

2s, he didn’t get much chance to think about where he was

g or why he was here. He had to keep his mind on the path,

very often would there come a stretch where for a dozen
in a row he could pur hus foot dowa without picking the

he nmes when he stopped were when he could ses ont
und: he had to keep the councry in mnd as well as marking

ath
IlP was past udafternoon when, because 1t was flat, he could

he was approaching the nver . and he came out on the
0k with the sun three hours high.
“The river was wide here, sandy bortoraed, and brown. Over
aker's River came 1o The f;)rd {n;md }:;,'e
erw d ou with stakes The river was down. Ir didn’
'fé Ekn: ?ﬁ;l:g n?z:x 10 cross Peelng his shurr off and stepping
2t of his breeches, he weapped them both xcun§ the gun and
yund them tighe with hus belt. Then }:‘e stepped iato the water
cwhic o Coruway ponad. :
;flh“:h gl Wa’r:r;ﬂa;c ‘to hum that if there #zere any Indians
d mliwny;;r«;;s], east, they would pever gecd famcr shot ar &
e ”\vns givi;g them now. What they'd probably dr
o than held be ro wait till he came out o rhc. bank, s~
gl woul b an ond his ohes things wouldt s

Foss was where B



434 Look TO THE MOUNTAIN

possibility began to seem real to him. And though most :
siver will urn out to be deeper than it looks from the bank,
fool river had places where it didn'c come up to his knees
hus skin was so white! Well, if he was shot now, he deservet
—there was no question of that.

When he recollected that both s gun and his knife
tied 50 he couldn't ger at them—then he was suddenly s
He was scared enough so that he wanted to mn. But the w4
was 100 deep to run in and the borrom was soft. He ,(OUM,
have run a single step if he'd tried. And then he did try—jost
see if be could—and he almost fell down, and tetror came
him as «t does in a dream, )

... when he was frée of the watet, he stumbled a few 5
up the beach and crawled in under the bank amongst the
and the spiderwebs and lay there and listened—and the £¥
quitoes came . but there was no other sound )

Ten munuzes later, he was agan on the path. But it wasa
tour or more before he began 1o feel ike himself.

% And he must now carry with him these things: first, rhﬂ]g
P\xs hable to find any menute thar he'd done something ﬂ’f’ &
T Was t00 late 10 mend, and second, that fear was close 10 him
more so than he'd thought. b

At hus regular suppertime, he stopped and sat dowa, ‘”j B
apened his satchel—but his stomach didn't feel hungty, 20 X
ot up and went on, b/

By sundown he was tired, and he tutned aside from the P*
‘0 look for some place to sleep. 2,

He found a good place about a half a mile from the P
where there was an old hemlock blowdawn, as dry 23 8 e
with the top of it ught up against the face of a sock, Not €7
1 bird could get 1n under there without making a noise. And?
was a place whete no one would come anyway. th

He took off his shirt and put his linen shirc on undernca i
ate his supper in comfore, and then crawled in and Ly d"“";‘ip,
sas tired and safe, and he didn't want to think sbout anftEs
... Sleep came over him quickly and stayed

with him all pig5"
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ood ‘é“;?(,il;let :10: 2s deep as i might have been in his

b e vas - Ho toc(::m:: he' dbwake up encugh to know

E""gmy e morni‘n; extra hour of sleep after it began

Kog’g“;:na;ljg:mm:ss‘hc had whes he stood up would

e st part of hgm going again.

“hloui Ro the morning he would follow up Bakess

o Sh Rumne township and Wenronb, it might be
e -(he (e:rcx‘ he'd cross a height of Jand somewhere, 2nd

boutd pet his & r::m?[ Ruver through Orford—and there

ar the Grants.

P t[l;; first couple of honrs, he passed 2 half dozen houses, bue
" 1 oo they were scarce—it was hully and rough. It was
2 in here somewhete that Jobn Stark had been raken—chirey

g0, that was, when there were 0o people ar all. And it was
better country to bunt in than it was for anyrhing else
thar was about all you could say for it for a good zwenry
5. Then he came 1o a farm and beyond was the river: he had
hed his wesung Now he would tusn south.

‘at two hours he passed one farm after another. This was no
Kerness, chis was all caken up And o the west bank of the

Fecewhen he could carch 2 glunpse of —1r looked to be even

te setrled than 1t was on this side Ic was beaunrful Jand, there
o question about 1t—a sc(p on each side of the river that
s of uncertain wideh bur that 1a a good many places was as
as the ice on a pond It was facter chan Fryeburg~—or as flar,
yhow. And the soil must be the best They had natural mead-
Swith rich-Jooksng hay, and they had Iadian corn that was as
h as a man. 1 the whole of the Grants, he chought, was like
t little part over there, there must be o country ta equal it

Iaywhere in the world,

A few munutes later, he met 2 man riding a horse—he hada't
n he dida't know when.
; ov‘:',“[:ﬁ{zc;a  comer, and feeling ready to calk, Whit gave

himm inp and told hum s name.
b ‘iﬁ;;‘fon; eh? That might be 2 Scots mame.” He was
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- older man, square-built and blue-eyed, and his shozt beard
most white, “My name is Hamilton.  live down the road. Y
say you'te of Tamworth? I know where it is. Where are y
for?” :

“Number Fout. Colonel Stark.” ;
“I've a boy 15 with Warner. You'll stop with us for te:l;" :
‘Whit said he drdn’t mind, .

-+ but when he saw the house~—with a feace round the d
yard, and painted pure white—and with glass in the windows
he was glad of the moccasins he had in his bag, aod he ask(
leave to wash at the well before going in. ° g

Hamlton brought him a basin and a dish of soft soap, 2 pi
of coarse linen, and left him alone. When Whit was done ¥
ing, he put his linen shirt on, his moccasins, and his hait 'n'b
He felt a long way from home, Then he picked up his sifle 2 R
wene toward the house. It seemed a good deal of fuss fof’
saucer of tea. He didn't care much for tea, and he was hungl
besides, !

; Hamilton’s wife—a tall and gaunt woman—put him io 07
of Mistress Jeantfer Gowan. And then he saw the table... 4

He hadn’t eaten since sunup, and he must have come fifs
miles They had more things on that table than he conld b3
named. 2

:
He stayed the night there, and he slept in a bed Hf,‘-’ﬂ“]‘l“ﬁ"
help thinking, as he climbed into the bed, that so faf be his
doing pretey well 1n this war, . s
He was on the road early next morning—but so full of !3-’6 :
fast that 2 moderate walk was the best he could do. This i
the township of Lyme. He approved of it. It was to this place,
two weeks ago he had heard, that some people had crossed W%
wese afraid of attack. Well, they had showed their 5003 "’?{k.
fears or no fears—and he smiled ro himself and bis bel'y h

good. Number Four, they had told him, was suxty miles $055

. He had in mind 0 keep going until he got there.
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E kmn‘;g?;g“’“’ be crossed during the day were Han.

aadanse eld, and Cornish, the township of Clage-

i wexeven oclqck he had made Number Four,

s 1 o 20 soldiers gathered in front of the tavayn;

70 S8 f Colonel John Sratk. ’

_r_ﬁtc:‘“fhgx_fy, he went into the tavern. He called for bi

e, aski relling his name—and then he sat down and gre
3 [s ing no Questions, not talking with anyone. e

;k rom listening thar Stark had gone to Manchester; pe

C,':ng even w;{hcre Manchester was.

" e fang down the money to pay for his supper,

ted came oves and asked if he aratced s bed. Wi dhs

g looks much. he was z fat lictle man wha kepe rubbiag his

5 Whit said, "No, I don’t think it. Where does Mancheseer

wver the rivir and west twenty-five miles. You ain't gojy’
ht, asre you?
{ot all the way." -
"ou come quite 3 ways?”
irford, this morung ™
jod, you done well, Fifey mile, ain’e 1*”
didn’t count 'em, Maght be, T guess.” N
’ou'd be a hunter, I take 1.
1l be a soldier tomorrow, if I can catch up with Stark.”
+ tknowed you wan't a mililaman.”
\"You seen more of them than you have hunters, I guess.”
"By Jesus, yes God, this place has been thick with em—glj
1din’ west They been comun’ chrough here from cleat ease of
¢ Mesrimack—Chester, and Nowunghao, all of them towgs,
teter, even.” 4
“1 't won er.”
"Qs}:mkllimn'( lack for men. From ¢he fiver 1OWDS, 100 Golys-
wn, ' Keleford, 'n Hooksets, 'n them. When John Seaskc
ves a holler, 1 want ¢ telf you, they come.

“"Kettleford?”
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older man, square-built and blue-eyed, and his shore beard
most white, "My name is Hamilton. I live dowa the road. ¥
say you're of Tamworth? I know where it is. Where art
fol.) " -

“Number Four. Colonel Stark.” ’

“T've a boy is with Warner. You'lt stop with us for tea””
“Whit said ke didn't mind, v
. but when he saw the house—with a fence round the
yard, and painted pure white—and with glass in the windows
he was glad of the moccasins he had in his bag, and be s
leave to wash at the well before going in. .
Hamilton brought him a basia and a dish of soft soap, 1 I
of coarse linen, and left him alone. When Whit was done ¥3
ing, he put his linen shirt on, his moccasins, and his hair }xb
He felt 2 long way from home, Then he picked up his rif¢
went toward the house. Ir seemed a good deal of fuss for
saucer of tea He didn't care much for tea, and he was hof
besides. p
Hanmilton's wife—a tall and gaunt woman—put him inmi
of Mistress Jeanifer Gowan. And then he saw the table .«
He hadn't eacen stnce sunup, and he must have come ™2
miles. They had more things on that table than he could hﬂl
named, E

He stayed the night there, and he slept in a bed. He cou'c”
help chinking, as he chmbed into the bed, that so faf b€ ¥
doing pretey well 1n this war. 1

He was 0 the road early next morning—but so full of bres
fast that a moderate walk was the best he could do. This
the township of Lyme. He approved of jt. I was 1@ this pbg
two weeks ago he had heard, that some people had crossed v
were afraid of artack Well, they had showed lheirﬂg""d “;’s:
fears ot no fears—and he smiled to himself :_nd hxs‘b:”}‘ ““
good. Number Four, they had told him, was sixty miles $00°
He had in mind to keep going unril he got there.
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210 hang back, Twvelve hundred men i
.T_n‘h:u'i 2"" seen i his Bt men in one place was
it OWD 1 amongst them and wandered about—
Ty ut
ozt alone than he ever had in the woods To see that
' s—and none that he knew-—it was a strange thing. Hi
#Kiow whar i expected, but he kaew this st it And
o he v d , be new this wasn't it. And
s _d“aS_ looking for the Kerdeford men. . ..
K‘-’\’Ilecix : iiun}i of amana Iin}e ways off, “There, that looks
i ; ki:o ;she;! ‘:'o know.” But when he'd see the man’s
be wenr through :bea;‘:;nﬁe had forgotren fotin Statk,
anted to come on somebody he knew, rgotten Jota Sar
any looked up at him—and 2 few of them spoke.
fost of the men in the camp were just lying about—some of
ralkung, and not many were deunk. Here and there at
there'd be & man cookiag meat. And he saw a good mana
sleeping. Most of the guns that he saw were smooxhbo(esy
raen were all ages® there were quite a few boys—end there
2 some men who were older than Jonas Moote was—bue
7 bad probably come from near by.

e didn't see many huntung shifes, the men wese in waise-
s and shirt seeves as they would hase beea for work. Not a
{orm anywhere—although he did see an offices wearing his
E,
Those men who were moving about were exther bringing in
hod, were bent on some errand, oF We'e just lookiag round—
o or theee ar a mme, they weee surollipg about, looking this

7 and thar, wking everything 1 They were strangers, as Whit
s,

¢ and asked 1f be knew where the Ep-
ing men were Wbt said, no, he coulda’t say. Whit would
e 52id something MoLs buc the boy turned away .. . and as
it started on g, be A% Eauga Lord coming steaight
boward him, Lord fooked 4P and saw Whit—and fos an ins.
w15 puzgled, and toen broke it 2 soile, and sud, "W
come from?”

A boy came up to Whr
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“Same place as you did—some time ago.”
Ensign said, “Whit, you Jook good.” ;

“I been all right.” It seemed to Whit that Lord's face bad
changed a great deal. He enjoyed looking on it. “How b
things been?” o
“Pretty good, Whit. I'm single and healthy, though l~mj
vety rich. You?” ;
“We been all righ. There's four of us now.” .
“Well, I'll be damned.”
“How's Mr. Gowan?” .
“He's in good health. Whit, how long you been here?”
“I just got in.” 1

:

“You with a comp'ny?” %
“No, I come alone.” ¥
“You want t’ join a good comp'ny?” ' i
“Well, I don’ know, Ensiga. I figured 1 just stay arouf - °
the fightin’ was over, and then I'd go home. I still gor the be
part of my hay to ger in.” -
“So has everyone else. They all feel the same way. Bot 9
-t join up with someone 1o get your ten dollats, Come 8108
with me, will you? We're just over here.” :
Whit didn’t budge. “Who is captain?” he asked. ¥
“Ob, we got a good captain. We go the best one around ¥
got abouc the best caprain that we ever had—if I do say 50
Whit let his pleasure show in his face. ;
“Better'n Butler?”
"We-ell—I would say yes.” I
"Whereabouts 1s your pich?” ;
Lord led the way. “There is one or two there you'll temembth‘
he said, "though we have got some that wan't long out of dtfs“
time you went away You say you go two young ones—?
“Two is all, yes Boys, they are—both of ‘em.” .
" you're ahead of me, anyhow.”
T“:;u;s?ound their way betchn the coole-fires and amnng ¢
men whom Whit no longer noticed—and .ahhough h{x’d t (2
him as they walked along that Col_, +, ™ was not her€ FS
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;i epeced today, it dide’t souad important to

; :ﬂs wondering what men he would see in a minute or
; e used o know. He was wondering what they would
o whether they'd see that he had come on, or
it would be the same way it had been before, It began
::fmme and more 25 though ir would be she way it bad
ore. These men would know nothung of his oxen and
They seould see only himself.
2lmost aloud he said, “Well, that's all nght”
22d then they came ta a hetle group clustered tight round
+ X o1 eight men standing close to each other, watching,
theads bent, something going on in their midse. They had
thacks to Lord and to Whit.
'rd said to them clearly, “T got a recruit”—and they twisted
heads round and then stood apart. . . .
an old leather apron—2 pair of tongs in one hand~—Joe
e stoad there, stanng ar Whit, He stood in back of a lirde
il forge
Felipe’s eyes got bigger and bigger. He muttered some-
12, and he crossed himself.
hit watched him, and waited .

The fright chas had been in Joe's face began to disappear
m it, and Joe—from behiad bis big mustache~—appeared to
ing to sroil N
wx?;xi(gu:e[ l'[:;nehalfway with jt-—or at least be !l}lcu'ght he did.
And Joe whispered 1a Porrygee, and then said, "I rought you

e o ey o e o B e
}2: ﬁzﬁié(édfgum;::;;m: sure whether Joe had under-
?g: ',T,ZL‘ZSJ you, e!:;\]bc? "—-[;1:;5'?;:5:1?:}1 speaking.
f‘ {\o:dmvrynhei f;;)if;dﬁnkyfé; :\}Zu: ri'bbon. He saw itwas * A‘

‘f°W almost ta pink



7 warrwas sitting with his Back and his hid leaged
against the rough trunk of a big red oak tree. He was fed
hopeless and stck. In a few minutes now the fighting would s
His stomach and bawels were troubled and sote, he ached it ,
joints, and his head seemed to sway, John Stark and Tndf
Melissa at home, Britainers, Hesstans, the cool of his house,]
the weight of hus rifle as it lay 1 his lap, these were the thi’
that went through his head There were other men round
they were all warting, too. Whit guessed it must be now 2 E
halfway from noon until darkness—bur they'd have thé B
ing, all night, there was plenty of ume, There were four ot
hours before darkness would come, L
They would have had the fighting yesterday—but then &4,
rained. Today 1t was bright. It had been hot all the moroicg
was hotter still, now. Even here in the shade, the aif ‘b?ﬂ‘
breathed was thin and uncomforting. It would not rait 10,
It was over a week now since he'd_come into the “:iJ

2

Manchester. He hadn't jorned up finally—but no one see
care. He had marched with the rest of them from Manches®y
Bennungton, and then a few mles westward to this place. HeR,
one of them now. Statk was around here—oh, yes, be vmhfi:
all right! And the Bricainers, Indians, Hessians, and Bruase
ers, their cannon and muskets—and their long bﬂyﬂﬂm"ﬂ,
were all wang, they weze all ready~—they were on 0P &4
steep hull over across a small stream. Burgoyne wasat Wi
them. Colonel Baum—Bum-—was their head man in chsif]
They had a good place. They were on top of & hill Whst 82,
these other men round hete—as soon as Stark gave the wol
would go dowan and cross over the stream and try 10 T °P :;f
hill, and when they got 1o the top of ir, then there'd be t
fighting. . o ot
Whit knew what Stark was waiting for now—and it €04 -
take much longer. Stark had sent other men to go the 10a8 B
around and come up from n back, on the fat side of !h’zt w:;
When they wete there, they would start firing. Tt was on! ’}ﬁn‘ \
sound that Stark was waiting for now. Whit wmq hear jt by

442

P
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N ::e“xli :mke hard on bis ears—and he would get up 1od
;;l%ﬂg time this morning, Whit and a hundred other men
ched round and round & small knoll in the sun. As they
, twad the far side of it, they were shot at—but mostly
wnnon, and nobody got hit. -
h;zme except Stark had any faith 10 the trick. And Stark
SH?Sle that he Jida'e keow as it would fool anybody but
till, he did order Joe Felipe out of the line. He said, "Even
dum would recognize your shape if he was to see you twice
+» minutes. 1 guess you better stay out.”
«hit had felt worse ‘and worse all the time they were march-
‘At firat, he'd thought it sight be che sun znd he'd put on
hat, He thought now that most Iskely he had eaten bad meat.
otd came up and spoke to him. “\Whit, you look kind of

ked. Don't you fect righe?”
Whit opened his eyes, and the lighe struck against them. He

1,1 feel ali nght”
P Well, by God, you don't look 1t, boy! You think you can
"

| shouldn's wonder I figured (o ¢
nely if 1 was to set around here”
1od said, "1f you Bot 2 sickness, you beteer staY here” He
15 distsessed . . . be keps lookiaB 2¢ Whit

Thea there was suddenly with them the far sound of the
fuskers—uneven, rnany—{ram behind the high i )
Lord looked annoyed-—3aS though they'd picked a poor time

or it

Whit pur a hand back on the €€ runk to try tO £ET UP—

ad then took Lotd s hand nd was pulled up 000 tus feet.

“How about 1c” * Lor  asked:

Wi aady AU BT e
cay 10 sho! )

Lond rusneld m:c);d there—but anyhow,

ry 1 might get kind of

he was sunding: he
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They gave a great shout and began moving off—curs
happy,—or it seemed so to Whit. )

Whit followed them—running and stumbling . « bm
far behind. rq

-« . he had fixed his eyes on Joe's hair ribbon and was "i
ing that. o7 4

It seemed to Whir strange that he could keep S‘_’";E ;
There was nothing holding him up, no strength in his ’f;
he couldn't see anything—except that litle pink bait b2
swimmtng and bobbing in front of his eyes. That held
somehow. If he were to lose hold on that he would’f-‘nr
face. N :
He was aware for a moment that he was wading 2 Ste:%

Sometime after that, his weakness won over hin- 1
down on all fours, he was retching and sick. .

He heard the roar of a volley jast up ahead of him-

Someone crawled back to him and said, "You b«nutl
Whtt shook his head and said, “No,” bur he didn't ¢ i
was,

When he began to feel better, he raised his head
look round. Forty feee up the hill from hirn, he ¢cov
of the men "They were Iying down, kneeling, or stznd
of some tree. All of them were loading. v

Whit waeched them curtously. ... 0 ob

Then on top of the hill, he saw one of the cannof £
much nearer, much louder than it had beea this morniof R
was the bactle, or 8

Up there on the hill, coming out of the smokf“'b";‘ "‘I n
ing toward him, going off to one side—he 53w a8 ;m;m
was a perfect Indian, too—half naked and painte e ks
along, carrying his gun at one side. In his othes h21d, £
cowbell, There was another Indian following hm}ﬁl rhird
Indian was ringing the cowbell as he teoued along es "
followed them—and anothes—another . . . thete a@,h;: i
line of them. They were all hollering mousnfully—¥".

s

3 see ¥
ingiﬂti‘
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o as plain! . . and )

? ain! , .. and then the last one disappeared round
KF:::: (:‘c hill, There had been a bundred or more of them—
Mis ¢ strange thing to have seen. Bue that was just what he

it sat back on his heels, and then got up o his feer. He
bt bescer! . . . and he clambered up the steep hill to join

justin front. |
first man he came to was a man lying down He rurned
d and Jooked up a¢ Whit—and smd, "For Chris’ sakes, get

hit knelr beside him—and warched the man cuddle his
‘© his gun, aim . . . and then fire—peer ahead for an in-
nd he turaed round to Wht. “I got him!” he said,
kht *eween the two eyes!”
erry good shooting.”
e God damn night ir's good shooting!” Then he Tooked
b ar Whit “What's The matter with you? Ain't you goin'

this?”
rs‘pose 1 mighe 's well” He lay down on his helly anl
ohe bis gon round He was al Toaded—he had heen inca
But he waso't primed. He put hus powder flaske up i hibs
pulled out the StOPPET, and poured some i1 the
at is that—a twIst gun?” the other man asked,

i bt

Thought it might be. fro® the leagth of thie Lerril

¥hir had her all primed 0% He settled himself arob derw
i the hammer He was scarching the SMOke ufr i e o the
e e could see bertehs s head wasns ped) eteas.
id, “What I come after was Indians. Yinr gee gny now?”
guess they went hor: That's the trouble wis; otleys
e wolley, ' them 1041208 beat it whily v wras a7 275
it o nobody could SO0 So now It's fire sr-at¥ B
O pegn wuch. SVl e byt grghy o 277
cgets for a licdle while YEE Them Hessiams or Broe®™
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*whatever they be show up better to shoot at than Indists
There—I guess I'm ready again.” He had finished his load:
and now he lay beside Whit and they warched the hitlzep.

“What held you back?” the other man asked. ;

“Sick to my stomach. I had to stop.” 3

“Thought that was it. You all right again now?" !

“Aynh” -3

“Good. They're down in thar ditch,” be explained, !hﬂ‘ [
was diggin’ there yesterday. You hold still fora minute ' £
all raise up to once to let off a volley 'n then you 'n getone )
got ¢ fire fore they do, but you'll have pleaty of time O
they have fired, they scrooch down again.” s

The cannon went off, Whit was used to it 0ow. :

“Here they come!”

Over his front sight, Whit saw them raise up—olfilﬂY- ¢
ular—but dim through the smoke .. . and he saw cheit musk
come up Now they would aim . . . but their heads didn'
down He couldn’t understand that—and he was s0 taker

with seetng what they would do next that he forpor W

hould have been doing himself.

The man next to htm fired, and Whit was annoyed beﬂusc‘;
flash and smoke from his muskec made it harder © 5
ratsed up above 1t—-and he was in time to see the fame 0 N
firing run down the hne—the smoke billowed m—20d
was the jagged, tattling roar—and he heard the whi#312
the balls fade in back of his head. That sound wok¢ mm\':

‘They had fired at him! His left knee swung forward and %

rest for his elbow, his head bent to his gunsxock——md throt

a break in the smoke he saw a man's shoulder—he S“""‘Si'

sights onto 1t . and squeezed off as the bead came dﬂ“r’,‘ .
the notch. He knew he had hit him. He couldnt acud ‘Yc;
because of the smoke from his gun. But he was cenain m;ha

They wanted to shoot, did they? All sighty then, k“b,qz

He reached round for his pouch and chrew 2 half doztr:: b

into his mouth, opened his patch box and took out $OmE

Y
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Ko o

| mﬁf therm fora his fingers—and was loading a3 smoothly

T 'Y‘-Shc evex had in his life.

’ 5‘5’0:‘" bf'meen bim and the men up there on the hill. They

. hft him: be had heard the whang of the muskerballs
%5 ears, They had shot at nm—now he would shoot

be had forgotten the man who lay on the gronnd next to
£ had no thought far the other men round~—

talked t6 his rifle. "They want to shoot, do they? Them and
Smoothbores! All right, then, you show ‘'em. You re-
ther old Caprain Karr, doa't you?—that you used ta belong
He toay be dead, but he's 8ot his eye on you. So you better
goad, or I'll bust you over a rock.” This was while he was

1“_—and he lud the ramrod aside, and fie wriggled about
is belly to get himself set—and he peered through the smoke
1ug to pik oura mark .. He passed up an officer who had
¥ 2 sword. He was uying for the men who were trying for

03 ...
Fnd as he thrust hame the ramrod, “Now, then, let's see you

B
The eyt volley was closer Two yards to hus righta ball scruck
othe ground—and the whining sound of others passing made
ahalf close hus eyes o
They don't do 50 bad,” said the man ont hts lefz, »sgcm they
2t appear ¢ aun any. I'm goin’ ¢ move up & uee.” Bene over
! russing, e went & linle way up che hull, and sertled down
¢ways behund a beech tree.

Whi{ mad; up tus ‘mind 1o do the same thng . . - and w}_wn
: next volley had ssed bun, he started our and kept going
al he saw a peety good rock chac nobody was using, and be

B down behind that
He had forgorceo tus ramrod
~—and for the first nmf he swore.

back afeer It
:r;;‘lal;e[:::x‘zxc:m {ronc of lum, barnng hus way. He was
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and zngry. He was an officer—by his sword and h;f“:
said, "Get back in there, damn you"—and drew bﬁ"k s ¥

Whit was wholly disgusted. He spat to one side, an ‘
tubbed his forefinger under his nose. “Tm ﬂfm)’“y,“m-
down there a step. You want to go ferch it for me? Icn
you here.” p

"Yout W}]at?"

“Ramrod.”

“Where is it2"

"Down there.” 1* He

"Well, then, go get it! Good God, what  fool!
away, ‘4

Whit sid down che hill o his heels, picked up 0¢
and got back 10 his rock. 2

He stayed here 2 long time, J¢ was a gray sock, and saeed
his hand, about two feet high at one end, and 5’°P‘“5m; (
tight. From the way it went into the gmund—nozsh o
and down, but on more of 2 slant—it was probably the ”;‘3

.+ boulder. The soil ar the base of jt was yellow and “’[‘] o

coarse gravel that 4 granite rock has, These things wer¢ w P
from whar they were at home, ) f
This was 2 good rock; st was 2 good place to be. feledvl
Theze were pleaty of other men round him, but be £ ko
It would take 2 cannonball, probably, to knock this (::m

Strerched out in back of i, with his feet down the hill 1 pit

on bis side when be wanted 10 Joad. And there was 005t

e
t0 the hill 5o thar, when he paured, the powder weat ul:d‘
right—he didn't

have to raise up, It was s good 2 P
fight from as there was on the hill. oo ime A
There was nothing to huery him, and he took huiﬂf” s N
crack in the rock on the sloping right side he used ‘7,,, 1 gt
one could say ir wasn'e steady, at any rate—and it :}.u beke?
good height. The thing that bothered him most w”hix Preect
slipping downhill inside of his clothes. It made .
bind in the crotch, he was, bt b
He was scared all the time, and he knew that he R
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‘n’;;"y wl?;d L. There had been ane or two hit: one man off
i [I,] 0 had flopped around just ar first but since then

M“ »and another man more 10 his left and a lictle ways
b L Whit didn't know who they had been. He hadn't
{fd—'and he dida’r know where Joe was. -

ot his shooting, he thoughe he'd done pretty well. Some-
5.0fcourse, he had missed—or he was pretry certain bhe had
#fe figured he had got six of them, and maybe two more.
#d got two through the head,
W was a strange thing for kim co be doung, But chere was
td ta think sbout that. OF and on, he did wonder, though,
9ag this was supposed to keep up. He was getting wonder-
dryl—his tongue was thickened and foul. And his gun
d swabbing—that was the worst. He koew there was a
away around to his Jeft. More and more he was thinking
retty soon he'd go there. He'd gor to have water. He would
ety soon. He could feel how the water would taste in his

T
fad decided to go—but he'd got o Joad first . . . and for
st time, he had trouble He was uncertain and trembling
h his hands shook-—and while he was pouriag the powder,
red and was frightened to see that be was spilling the pow.
It gver the place. So he stopped poursiag.

en he coull’dn’r remerber what he was supposed to do

r. He tpied 2s hard a5 he could. But

ive § Hally because there was no chance.

:S :}[:1 g(":o':ig,P sohe xyeasoned, was 10 leave th; g\tn bere. It

ooi him now because He dida’e km?w ow 10 use it
i had shown hig bow 0 use it~back thete in
:ir:’l(\;mB}::m was a long ume e]\gud He would just leave

i € COU 0.
i Thete w;s ;ox‘t:‘:ga;lsl:c‘;md thoughe this afl our Irway
et Pl ay down the sifle—and then go get the water.
at us could be ;;sy glad he didn'c have to shoor any more.
ﬁe fcun:ldh(: ;‘gy Jdown Ius rifle, and while' he was d
e srarr

: tried hard to remembel
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. he winced all of a sudden and shrank into himself because
thing was going to hit him. And he was aware of a kin
growling and then a great bursting roar mounting inte lhenﬁ
and he could feel the earth shaking. r}

Gripping hus rifle, he jumped to his feet, looking first
around him, and then up to the top of the hill—where 2 l}
white cloud of smoke was getring bigger and higher. . 4

A man stood up not far away from him and shouted, ‘Tl
their amminition! We got ‘em now!"—and he begaa scrami
and clawing his way up the hill.

Othet men—all over—the place was thick with them
moving forward—yelltng and shouting—"Here we £0, b"yf,
Here we go!-—Here we go—" Whit had to go with them
started forward—he was going uphill with the rest of the:
kinds of shouting—"By Jesus, we got ‘em!"—and a good
just hollering. Whit had his rifle tight in his hand. &

e cannon wene off and it was pretty close to them. f‘_""ﬁ
.minded. They didn’c holler so much. Bur they kept *8"‘“%
-+ They were at the cop of the hill now. It wasn't so Stee- 7
*.7 . edup ro see what was ahead, He saw it—2 baak 1
. "ace made of fresh earth and logs, not very high, and b
that were the Hessians—they stood in line, they held_ (hflfs“]
very even and steady; they all had bayonets. Whit didnte 11y
look at their faces. It was the bayonets that lay ahead now.

He saw Joe Felipe, from among the men just in fromof.b;ﬂ'
£0 up the bank, swing his musker down like & club—and ju7
down in amongst them. .

Whit followed Joe—he came right in after him.
gua now. He was bent down and in close, He wzs
knife—coming up with it from low on his fight. "

Two Hessians, side by side, fifted their muskets 1© 175
down into Joe's back. Joe ook the one on the rights gvmzdh

under the bayonet—and Whit poked his gus muzzle d‘”’“‘.
other one's face, pulled the trigger—mis fire— ;'n £t
jammed the bare muzzle on into the face. The min t:,f:-m
gun 2ad clapped his hands to his face—and as Joc's &

X

)
 Joe bad
working h
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Livr]’:ed was l'.n ©n this second ane, and strack three rimes with
e n;ep into the neck. Whir was afraid Joe would break

(O;:;;umed his tifle end over end, and drove with the butt of
f, e Bearest face that he saw. And again Joe stepped in
“of him, still swinging that kaife.

Bt rurned to his left—saw a thrust coming that he covlda't
ucked clear—and fell down. He rolled for the jack hoots
% man who'd tried for him, got his arm around one and
ered the other one in~—and felt his man coming down. Whit
Fhed for his knife—and then his head seemed to explode ...
t.he knew he'd lost his hold, and he couldn't see anything.
"was Yying face down. He pushed with his hands and got up
s his knees. He got hus eyes open, bur everything swam so—
he seemed to be swaying and sinking as he would in a swing.
Istt his eyes, and eried to get ¢o his feet—uand he made fc He
od up on his feet, He had his eyes closed, and he wanted to
down agatn But he opened hus eyes—and though he couldn’t
far, be made ouc pretty sooa that he stood alone. He stood
the ditch up on top of the hill There were plenty of other
1 near him, bue there were none standing up. They were lying
Sway and that. They were mostly all dead But some of them
e got. He saw two sunngv“”i’k-)
Empty-banded, uncertain, Whit st
ar an in hus head He couldn’t stand up mu

).“(dtg::: ;,03:(; f:::;mmg toward him; he was close to him
w, frons of him—
Yv}&e Y“sﬁh&:nm; face, and knew who be was: that was
e F )‘[ o0 face. Whit could se¢ Joe was asking him sgme.zhm‘g,
y < lpeds_d t ;eem 10 be any Way for Whic ¢o tell what it v;a.s,
:iterm: d[ tn feel like the effort t© tecail any words. But he fele
e didn’ fled. i
. il N
‘eadly romard Jo, &;‘?gh:nsd came so close up to Whit's eyes
! Joe's face g0t VETY PE 4y yum ... and then Joe's face drew

ouc!
j thar Jm';““sfjgost L Whic saw these things; he s
away and go!

00d and fooked raund—a
ch longer, he
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A doctor came one day. Whit was helpless, of course, and |
didn’t keow what would happen, Buc it turned out all right. A
the doctor did was to talk for 2 minuce or two—asked Wh
about his place and so on—and then for no reason he showe
‘Whit a fishhook he claimed to have fashioned himsetf—holdis
it sight up close to Whit's eyes and maving it this way and ths
Whie thoughr it Jooked to be a fair enough fishhook—excer
the batb was too long. He said, “You got to set that hook hatt
for that barb to take hold.” o

The doctor laughed and stood up, and said, “I guess yapj
fish again.” I

And Whit said, 1 had figured to"—and the doctor hugbef
again and went out. ’

—he had had an odd smell to him, Whit didn’t know Wh;”
1t was. Y
The old woman made him take physic that night, Whit hs
« niever felt in hus hfe about anyone as he did about her, He ki

she was trying to help him, and that made it worse. No oot
uld have been so bound and determined to work 2 man
at tetrible woman was to do him some good. He waned
%, =ll,and he longed ta go home, But the first thing be waot™
#719 to get away from her face, .

They got him up in a chair after what they said was 07
week, and the old man brought him his rifle and pur ¥
bands—but Wht didn'e feel any interest in if, and | %

At the end of another four days that rook twice” |
week, he could walk abour pretty well. It jarred hit’
if he came down on his heels, and it hurt him to +~
this was 0, and they loaded him down with
that sloshed about in him and put no serength
wanted wild meat—whether he could chew °
liver, he wanted Or even honest fried pork—p
streaks of lean i ir—he woulda't have to d
way Melissa would cook it, it would melein ™"
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Hetold them next morning that he'd got to go home,
Tiey put up quite an argument, and the old woman threat-
q gu
1 g0 get the doctor again, .
Bt Whit fele so good just ar the prospect of leaving that he
‘All right, you go get him. I'll take him along.”
She was truly distressed, though. And thar made him feel bad.
the knew now that she never would touch him again. Sdill,
3 ;_'ouldn't give in—and it was the old man brought hus things
" him,
Whit put them on, They felt heavy, of course, but they felt
good, his powderhorns and his bag. He was missing his
and his knife, but he said nothing of that,
She tried to get him to wait while she ﬁxed' binT some soup
uke with hun But Whit wouldn't have waited fot anyching
v, 1f he could get only a hatf a rile from the house—and then
Jdown by the road—be would be on his way home,
e thanked them both, and he meant ir—he meant every
<& And when he told the womanhis thanks, he spoke straighe
her face . and he knew while he spoke he was grateful, and
hoped she knew 1t, 100 .
Sth cut hum short, though She just nodded her head and wenr
ut of the room.
The old man went Wt
He said, “1 wish't you ™

B d 1 got £ get homen
oM ick up on the 102 X
Noefo an et conwn<ed e S werely qodded—s
uch as to say there was 80 “;i_ nm'{m‘g urther, Then he v
enly lifted his bead, and sa¥ 0 at Whje, “Wsi
el lified b e back 10 1€ BOWE He gy g ale!
—" an —I' N .
v Whir, "You 57 ""J.’fi:"fg t;:: i zighe bac)
1 te, h is wous !
Ve sood by 2 0 o iog e
ack ‘alg'.un. He n ti J
inard \Vh“’and acsoss that < _w“nu:d hand -

¢h him a hetle piece U the road.
culde’t §0. YO sin' jn v pind of
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fingers curved up, there lay a slender, sharp-pointed knife, Wh
stared at it—and knew it that was Joe Felipe's knife. 5
< “Where'd you get that?” é
“That captain,” the man said, “time he come t' see you. li
left it then for you—and then I forgot. I meant ¢’ clean her v
100, for you—but I guess you c'n do that. You got a whetsted
1 seen, in your bag. That there's quite a knife. Kind a nart
pethaps, but 1t's awful good steel. Blonged to a friend o' yout
he said. He didn't say who.” .
“All ught,” said Whit. “Thank you.” He picked up the km!

and slid 1 into his sheath. He looked up at the man. “Welk ;

good-by. I thank you—and her—like I said before.” 1
“You're more’n welcome. Good-by to you. If you get 3 50"&
chance to, let us hear you got home.” . 3?

Whit said, “Ayuh, T will” :
“Good luck to you"—and he saw that he'd got to be the of
10 turn away first—and he nodded and smiled—and he e
away. He started off up the Manchester road.
~ The old man called after him, “I hope you find that J!
«man is well!” B
# Whit wished he'd Jet go. He turned and waved back "
called, "I guess I will"—and that hurt his head. Then he £
t0 the road again—keeping his eyes on a bend up abead: 1t i
could get round that bend, he would feel safe. ?1
Although he got round the bend all right, he then had a str0%8
wish to look back over his shoulder—just so as to kaow that ebey
weren't on hus track. But he knew this would be foalish, 304 _
he held on. He'd got to keep his head now, He had 2 Jong ¥

0 go.

After a little, the road crossed a stream. They had puc s g&’
teavy bridge over 1t, and a stout railing, to boot. They. had e
sticks of ash for the railings, some of the bark was's'nﬂ on. -
set down his nfle, and leaning his elbows on thc‘m!mg o 365%
he Jooked up the stream, watching the slow-turing cdg‘;d»l} ”
- Slowly, he reached his hand found to his sheath—a s

" .out Joe Felipe's knife. He took hold of the point between B

'
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: b and forefinger, raised it over his shoulder, and flipped it
up the strearn,

fea e picked up his rifle, and stated again up the road. He
on his way home.

’ . SEVENTEEN DAYS, by road, river, and pach . .. and be
¢ in the evening to Jonas Moore's house.

ete was no one about—not even the dog.

it went into the house. The fire was low, but it hadn’t
1 banked, and Jonas' gua was up on its pegs. They'd be back
fore long. He stood bis gun 1o the cornet, and went acgoss to

fireplace to put on 3 stick. It was gerting cold cut. The pot

been swung aside from the fire, and he looked down into
¢. andit appeased to have some kind of stew in it. That
\ an interesung thing- It looked to be venison stew . . . and he
t 10 hys finges and surred st about . . there was venison init,
b ioht!—and other chings, 00 . .-
er‘:g::remy unutes or less, be Was seretched out by the fire,
d full of a warm and rich veRIson SEY Ir had had an herb in
 he'd never tasted before And he dida’t koow nO% what it

L )
Sleep was coming fast toward im—and he let 1€ come ..
¢d surely wake up at B¢ sound of Jonass vo;\tg‘.i.}; m
Fufteea miles today That %22 ¢he best day he'd had. .. . He
1 He had precty near Wom.....
4s pretty near home A0W -

moIrov- L
¥:,:°0:“i,b::n;:in}iemvvould fre with Melissa beside him. All
}m%:e of the suchs settled down in :hemﬁ:f;sﬂneomevda:;epz:
+ in. The! 3
Eg:s;'a ;mc:;}::dwc;: ?:n:s’sghﬂous: that \v:nsf all amuni l}$ !(he
. ﬂm;s(h:: he lay on the walls, and the roof it
and friendly -+
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Tomotrow night, home,

Tt was gray daylight when he wakened next morning after
long, solid sleep——:md outside there was rain ... “ell h: wul
go on today in spite of the rain,

Ms. Moore was moving about at the other end of the’ roat\
Jonas, most likely was out in the barn. L

Whit said to her, “Mornin’ "—and threw back the fof ¢
ering that one of them had put over him sometime while h
slept. It was getting cold now, they were into the fall. The "
mer had gone—and he'd not seen it go. 4

“Mornte’,” Ida Moore answered. "Well, you slept Pf“"
good ”

“Reason 1 slept good,” getting up onto his feet, “was Id :
most of your supper. Set so good on my smummick, my <%
science slcpr, t00. Jonas cut in the barn, is he?”

"Ayuh,”

3
yu ¥
Whit drew his belt tight. “When *d you last hear of Ml fissa?s
. "Theard three days ago they was all right. Most of your h’"
in”
“You're sure about that, are you’ 1 mean—about them?” 7}
9 “Twas Fred Mason told me.”

“Her and the boys?” | "2
“Yes—and the oxen. He didn’t mention the dog.” kd
"Ob, she woulda’t come to no harm. She's a good able das{

She might miss me, I s'pose—but that would be all.”
- “Jen would, you mean.”
] ain’t got any other.”
*Til go call Jonas." She stepped to the door.
Whit would be glad to see Jonzs coming in through the doot
way. But be wouldn't like telling him that he was going stra

on. back i

ghﬁ

st Moore called, and he heard Jonas answer. She came
inside.
" he”
- onas, she s1id, “wanted to wake you last nigl . .
J ren Jonas ame in. "What a man you be! Eat anmll';rk n:’;;‘:
SUPP“ *n Lay by his fire—" He stopped. "Hell, you e
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 tinnez 'n you did hayin' down. You dida’t ger hurt,
Jonas kepe after him uneil he found out what had hap-
 Fimally he asked, “Pain you at al?”
0t sow—not a mite.”
otks just as good, 1 suppose, as 1t €VEr did?”

Don'e tell mel”
d: Moore jnterrupted. “Jonas,
to eat, are you?”
“How could he be hungry?

you leave him be' Whit, you

d 2 slow grin of happiness came over Jonas's face. ...

hen Jonas said, “Tell you. you come out 'n wash up, 'n she ll
ou your breakfast, ‘n then you 'n me ¢'n get on I'm gotn’
h you.”

»

tle more than halfway, but then he

onas stayed with hum a lit
had to se€

bped in the path and said he'd goc o mrn off—he
vell, whose house was near by. That was the reason he'd coﬂ;:
‘id, Chances were, be'd get over to Whi's place .

i £ the
vning He sard he guessed Whit could make 5t the resc o
: ewell

7. noped J
And Whit said he guessed so He sud ‘;’f‘, Jonas should
1dn’t be too surprised to see ]om,—xhu

o &5 along, no%

him at home.
"I got an errand,” Jonas assused BT ogrow You tell her
i : o be 07 7 Aad he put hus besd
ou got six-seven mmile Yot 1 be Jroic And he pt

at, witl you?—when you ger oY
owa acid took hss path 12 G =it 1 0 go—he km::g

e
| Whic knew all right PO, f:fm " enough strengeh w2
ep of ir, And Fe ehought 0 ping left over. It woulds™
make jr——and €Y° Il fours: - .
staw] up to the 49 on 4% gan. The wind dida*
| He was movif8 ™

i
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greatly—mose of the Jeaves were still on—and it dldn'tsecmi
be blowing as'hard as it had been at first. It was the wetnéss
he{ted. His leather shirr and his breeches were soft and gré
with water, they were heavy and cluag to him. While he i
moving, he didn't feel cold. But he knew he'd got to keep mi
1ng; he couldn’t stand still, .
When he got home he would sit with his face to the fife
chen he'd turn round and feef the hear on his back. i
He saw lietle around hym: enough of the path as it lay in 0
of his feet so that he could pick out his footing; and he savg!_ﬁ
famuliar, wet woods as, without knowing he did it, he gld
ahead and about him against any susprise. Nothing was wart
ing~not 50 much as a squirre] He went alone in thewoodsf'l
the rain, -
He thoughe of all pleasant things: his mind wandered aol
them, turning to this one and that as though he were a}:‘“‘«
home . ... and he picked up young Jonas, and knelt with bis s
around Gowan, feeling the good, rugged heft of them. Thet
two were his sons. They were glad he was back, but they'd “A
arnied about him. They would tell him of something thst
. Nz to them that had happened this motning of yes:e:dzﬁ
He would go out to the oxen—and they would ur their b
at his coming, and he would hear the sofc rush in their nosmg
as he reached out his hand. These would be the things of h
homecoming. They were not far ahead. e
Her presence was with him. He went forward 1o her. l 7
Stil, anything could have happened in theee days 3nd 2 hali
he was no more sure naw that she was afl right than het ¥ »
way back there in Bennington when he had lain sick. m;
There were chree miles to go yet; he knew every stcpC th )
Beatcamp River, he noted, as he came out on the south bﬁ;‘
of it, was perhaps a litele bit higher than he might have thoﬂq%';
“The wind was much less now, and more out of the north. TR
storm woulda't Jast fong.
- Crossing the pine plain, he found he couldn’t
doing all tight, though. He could haodle it now.

go fase. He w5
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ind the rain had stopped altogether before he came t© the

lk‘fom starting the uphill, he looked again at the sky- He
it sure but what it was geeting ready to clear . . . and he
- and gazed o ir longer than there was any real need to be-
¢ it pave him a chance to gather tus strengeh. He knew he
s scraping the corn. into a pretry small pile on the bare boards
e bin. Thete was just about 2 good handful tefe of it now.
fl,he'd seedic empty before,and had fuved o fill 1t again. And
guessed he would this time. Once 2t the top of the ridge, it
uld be easy from there. The sky looked much as it had that
10 the satumn when he'd first seen his ‘place—when he'd
b the mountain come out, just the top of it—thar had been
ef 4 rain, this same time of the year. Well—
_.and he tackled the ridge. Srubboraly, slowly, be made his
y up Thirty feer at a time—and then stand to rest.
He got to the OP of 1t. Bur as be stood chere, his knees
ckled suddealy, and he had © grab hold of a tree and hang
', his cheek up agaunst tt and hs arms halfway round, Anyone
ould have laughed who had come on him then But he didn’t
b» down' And when the dizziness passed, he grinned and was
roud of himself. He stood back from the tree trunk, bue with
thas suppor gone, he bad 10 ready humself by holding the path
bich eyes . . . but it would be only a moment and then he could
on He waited the (mpulse 1© £ forward agat. .- -
1 the sodden, brown ::dck, between
-1 through the woods, the same
« neas tree crunks, aod o dﬁ“dnkncwngonc: before. He turned
trange, growing ght that he ha e, and the fight w
e oy to s lefe 104, © hus night, and the Hght was
s head slowly, 5 5 the wer, blackened trees. There
now growing stoRE* among

ger th
's: fight fived in the a1 .
wc; oo Shad.o“s:; t:;; ,lfuunmin from here—and oot fol'.hxs life
e couldn’t ood in the path, facing the

cree. He st
could he have 80° “Pz:d he knew that the mountain biad come
ic rode now

way he would 80 -2 i
l °“ty of t:: clouds. As b€ had seen it before,

There came 1nto being Ov€
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sky. The top of the mountain lay clean to the sun. Sranding h}
in the path, down in under the trees, he could not see the sus
he'd not seen 1t, for that matter, that time before. What he i,
seen was the mountain s it stood forth from the clouds, and
had had the sun on it. That was what he saw now—though®,
Jooked down the path. "
His thun lips were parted in a kind of smile, he swayed j
Tittle, and he went ahead on the path . ., as it tuzned o
through the woods, down the side of the ridge. ;
1

i
'The sky pretty well cleared while he was still in the woods |
the wind high overhead coming out of the west—and s |
came over the wall a the edge of his field, the late afrerncé,
shadows stretched toward hum from the shocks. There ¥,
smoke from the chimney—but he saw no one about. 3
Behind and above the house was the mountain. It Jooked }'i\
the same—the blue sky in back of the high granite peak. §
He wondered who had got in all his Indian corn. The M“”ij
+ he guessed—the stubble was low, and the shocks very peat- 3’
But over his house and his barns, over all of his place he < 'h“
e, there was the fook of September, and thar didn't seem l"li ‘_
~—though every other place he had passed for the last cup o
weeks had had that same look 1o it. Still, he had expected ‘hi
his own place would look the same as it bad when he'd Iei!‘
... back in August, that was. Hel
Halfway through the field, he could stand it no fonget- 12
leaned on his nifle and stood very still—and he called vo U B
house. He gave a sure, even call. : kg!
—and after he'd waited, he called again . . . but his VoS i
didn’t work so well this time. |« i
She came out of the doorwaj—stood—and she s h’ill “j
and she picked up her skirts, and she came down thar hid 8 |
though she were a girl running.
~—the boys must be all right, or she wou
He let bis tifle fall from his hand—and
meet her, holding his arms out—

:
1dn'e run that wf—
he went forwasd 07

o
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i‘ﬁt\)&ld there a time with his face bent to her head—and
- h(ew her head back and looked up at him.
ey had that instant together.

i :h:J:!W‘; boys came pelting down the hill from the barn—
s Ido_g ovef(ook .rhem, and got to hum first Jen didn't
e old it against him that he'd left her behind whea he
Hay—hor did Jonas and Gowan. He'd been right about
N nybody could see there was nothing the macter with

step at a time—while young Jonas told them about & grea
> . . «

detmck he'd almost hit with a rock—they went up mf hill

e house.

bohic missed his sifle as soon as he was inside the house.

ere now,” he said, “that wan't very bright. i
 down 10 the field” ry brighs 1 lefe my sie
felissa sud, “Jonas, you g0
o Wht, “That's all sight for ham, AIn t it
[Yes, 1 don't know why not. Yon be careful now, Jonas.”

Gowan went, 100
*f don't know why 1 done that
: “T'm all finushed fighun'—or 1 hope | am—but  ¢'n hunt all
e same, 1 didn’t figuze ¢ throw it away " He srarted peeling his

a shirt off It was dark gray and wet and cluog tight to his

down there 'n get it.”” And turn-
N

» Yhie took bis leather shire

Melissa ed bis body was thinner than
'd ever seen. She ¢ a new shiff- .

“Where'd that come from’ 4

“I made it for you while you
at this one’s the best YO want
"No, 1 amn't cold. This 2 awful
1, How'd you know while you W3
castin® 2

‘ ?f;azﬁz‘:;;n;:ﬁgde jt Tdidnt know. 1 made some breeches,

d
1 made you rwo others

<o rub yourself any?
brave shift. Well—Tll put her
s makin® it you wouldn't be

00. B
f *You must o kePt busy-
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*I had plenty of time.”

“Short of rwo months. That ain’t 2 long time”
“Maybe it didn’t seem long to you.”

“Seemed fong enough to me!”

“Whit, you been poorly.”

“Well—travelin’ ‘n 2ll.”

“Tell me, Whit, tell me. I got t' know.” !
“Yes, I d' know bur you have, Well, I was kind of ot
there a while back.” B ‘h‘
“A sickness?” i

“No. I'm all right. I—well, I got a blow on the head. Bul
all mended now.” 3

“I wish you'd tell me 'fore Jonas comes back. Thars ¥
sent him down after your gun.”

“Yes Well, all nght—" and he told her abour it—eoo"
anyhow, He left out 2bout Joe.

“This woman took care of you—"" Melissa inquired.

Whit sar down on the bench with his back to the fre
kno;v 1 cunk maybe I'll try them new breeches—if you 5%
handy * .

She broughe him hus breeches, They were a beautiful pair, 2
he said 5o Whle he was pulling them on, he saidy well
you asked about her She was a beauty. Black hait 'n sed cheel
‘n a livtle shm, narrer waise. . . . I want € eelfyoul” E

*You need somethin’ ¢ ear,” said Melissa. “You're light io t{}
head.” She went to get down his bowl from its place 08 the she!

Whit found the crousers were too big in the waist. 5

Melissa sud over her shoulder, “How are they? Too big?

“No, not 2 mite—they won't be—in 2 week” I

He turned round and sat down again, this time facing the
He guessed now mighr be the time to tell her about Joe-

*Td oughe to tell you,” he said, “about Joe.”

There 5’:& no sov}nd from Melissa. \V{xir dida' loo?_cl;"“:i
T mean Joe Felipe,” he said . . , and then e went 0. :sgc"
‘these, too—along with Lord and the rest. Well, what 1 %38 £
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:“Y about Joe: when 1 went down—

s Joe that stood over me. I guess he kep' 'em off. Someone

anghow, ot else they thonght I ¥

+down I got the blow on ¢

one Jugged me off t' ' side o
He went back to the fightia’ s0o0 s

10l me about it He said Joe W

fred gt all. A cannonball done 1€ Lord give me

ome I pieched it int’ ' bed of a strear 1t seemed

'y way h
‘ean place fos it—there in the sand Though 1 hope
s on it, You understand, G yous 1 want you £© kRO, 1
ilda’s be here with you 0% if ic wasa'e for Joe That 1s all 1
 do for hum, ts just celt you that”
Whit beard her g0 across to the doorway, and he koew that she
1 there fos some time 1ooking out. -«

shoulde[—:md as she

at down to hit,
L\:er eyes and that thete were tears on
re parted and trembling 3s <he bent swiftly © hus,
+ ams up and round the back of ber head .
When that was Oveh: and smiled

‘Melissa s(migb(ened up Hio
sen at him—and laughed—and went 1o get do¥? his
¢ was still up on the shelf:
ed hess

" She filled his bow! while he wasch and she

1 the table at his £€; far place .

" But Whit s(ayedg\:hexs e was: He ﬂldh","ﬁ;{‘ff i‘gzk '.::
Miog at her, “Tm ghad Lt wwvay, ShOUER L come. Still 1

nat 1 bept any Indians of Jou ey d S ed d oughe 0

feel bereer than £ X hadare gone <18 rdfige

even though 1 waS wrong: -

s ot o q“kdy;d_x yaderstand”

' He stood up 804 1 red to talk, he Jooked 80

: hat he want .\ ke

And though ih“‘fﬂds::l.x“"’*”".‘.‘ beteer €at, *

thin and tif
I "Yes, in? qute. eSO me 0

set it doVB

round:
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“1 had plenty of time.”
“Short of two months, That ain't a long time.”
“Maybe it didn’t seem Jong to you."
“Seemed long enough to me!”
“Whit, you been poorly.”
“Well—travelin’ 'n all”
“Tell me, Whit, tell me. I got ¢’ know.”
“Yes, I d know but you have. Well, I was }'
there a while back.” 1
“A sickness?” -
“No. I'm all right, I—well, I got a blow on the hea{
all mended now.”
“I wish you'd tell me ‘fore Jonas comes back. Th
sent him down after your gun.” L1
“Yes Well, all right—" and he told her about it
anyhow, He left out about Joe. L
“This woman took care of you—" Melissa inqu’ 4

Whit sar down on the bench with his back to the "

handy *

She brought ham his breeches. They were a beautifuly
he said so While he was pulling them on, he said, “Weér
yau asked about her. She was a beauty. Black hait 'n red
'n 3 lirle shm, narrer wasse, . . . I wanr t-tell you!” )

"You need somethin’ ¢’ eat,” said Melissa. “You'se light
head.” She wen to get down his bowl from its place on

Whir found che trousers were too big in the waist.

Melissa said over her shoulder, “How are they? Too

"No, not a mite—they won't be—in 2 week.”

He tuened round and sat down again, this time fzcing the
He guessed now mighe be the time to rell her about Joe. ~

“I'd ought to tell you,” he said, “about Joe.”

There was no sound from Melissa, Whit dida't IocEH "
“I mean Joe Felipe,” he said . , . and then he went mxl v:'g(
there, too—along with Lord and the sest. Welf, whac I ¥

N
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