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DADS STORY

db— 'Ai
When 1 came to put last weeks 

harangue in the chaises, as the 
square steel forms are called that 
hold the metal type for printing, 
I found “ Dad's Story” head'ng the 
galleys. Now, that seems just as 
apt a title as I can think of for 
this dissertation. Dad's Story, why 
yes, that is as good as any head.

You see, about everything about 
this shop is somewhat of a fam­
ily affair. The type is set by the 
daughter, the son is the "devil” 
around here, and can he mess things 
up!, and the wife sort of bosses
things, including Dad, around. 
Helps get the paper out, as they 
call it who are connected with the 
printing industry.

1 can rememoer the cabin that 
Father built tnat fail alier re­
turning from the Illinois harvest 
fields with his "Steak’ . in fact 
there my two sisters next older 
than 1 were born, three of them,
in fact, for the one next older 
than 1 was a twin. And 1 was born 
in that same little old log cabin 
though by the time my advent 
happened there had been construc­
ted a lean-to, a sort of audition 
to the log house. No one ever 
thought of calling those buildings
cabins. That was what, lne niggers 
of the South lived in. The build­
ing where 1 was born was a "log 
house” all right but 1 haruly know 
what would have happened had
some misguided person been so in­
discreet as to call it a •cabin". 
But they were cabins, all right, 
if as il enater says, "a small house, 
especially one rudely constructed’ 
is a cabin. Though perhaps if one 
knew the skill it took to hew out 
me planks for the floor, to carve 
out tne wooden hinges for the door, 
to chink up tne cracas, one might 
have too muen respect for the 
work done to think of those resi­
dences as cabins.

Ours faced the south, and stood 
right close to the section line run­
ning east and west between sec­
tions eighteen and nineteen. Along 
this line now a fine rock road runs, 
but when that log house was put 
up there were omy the blazes made 
by the Government surveyor who 
"ran out” the sections. It stood on 
a little raise of ground which got 
higher to the north, just a gentle 
slope, not in any manner a hill.

I don t remember where the fire 
place was located but think it was 
in the east end. Sixteen by twenty 
were the dimensions, and I’ll war­
rant before the shakes were all 
lived out and smoothed off with 
the draw knife, and the floor boards 
smoothed with the draw knife and 
the jack plane, it seemed large e- 
nough for the man building it.

Tne front door, the one we used 
most often, was on the south side, 
about midway, and there was a 
window on each side of it. I hard­
ly think these windows were put 
in when the house was first built 
but tnere they were when I re­
member it. There was one window 
in the east end and two in the 
west when I got big enough to 
notice though I have been told 
that one graced the building when 
first put up and that one cover­
ed with greased paper to keep out 
the wind and rain.

Ten logs high, I believe it was; 
anyway there was a little space 
upstairs between the floor and the 
eaves, two logs if I remember 
rightly. That is where the chil­
dren slept even though there was 
no real floor, just some boards 
laid across the joists. That first 
winter there was nothing to lay 
across the joists and the snow sif­
ted down onto those sleeping on 
the puncheon floor.

Perhaps I have neglected to men­
tion that Father was a great 
hunter. And also a fisherman. That 
was the means of supplying the 
family with meat. Without hi3 ri­
fle and his fishline, there must 
have been many hungry days spent 
in that cabin. But the deer were 
plentiful, especially on section nine­
teen, just why I never knew, but 
it was only the work of an hour 
or two to go out and shoot one 
and bring it in. My family, none 
of us, are crazy about venison, 
probably because we jyere brought 
up on it.

The country contained many little 
lakes, from less than an acre in 
area to the larger ones, like Elk 
lake, seventeen miles long and from 
one to seven or eight miles wide. 
In these lakes were plenty of 
fish and as soon as the settlers 
became accustomed to the topog­
raphy of the country they would 
go to these bodies of Water and 
spear fish. Bass, black and rock 
varieties, pickerel, suckers, and in 
some instances trout and white 
fish, abounded. These pioneers 
would go to the shores of a lake, 
build a raft, make a fire on the 
end of the raft and spear fish by 
the light of the fire. Torch lignts
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CHAPTER X III—Continued

She staggered and almost fell
from the cramp« In her log muscle« 
when she tried to rise. She has­
tened to the canoe and threw the 
duffle ashore. A tent was there, of 
balloon silk, packed In Its hag.

This girl had been In the woods 
enough with her veteran father to 
know something about making 
camp. Swiftly she shook out the 
shelter and set It up over the spot 
where Steve lay. She placed a 
blanket gently over him nfter an­
other Inspection of the bandage, 
pausing only an instant to look iuto 
his white, still face.

She ran Into the timber, gathered 
fuel, and heaped It In three piles , 
along the beach, fifty paces aimrt. | 
and. with matches found In Franz'* 
pack. Ignited her fires.

Three smokes, three shots; these 
are to the woodsman what the S O S  
is to the mariner.

The fires, however must bum 
continually, they must be fed and 
with green wood, which would , 
throw out dense smoke, but as she 
hurried back toward the canoe for 
a hand ax she saw one of Steve's 
knees double and straighteu again 
in a spasmodic movement.

She prayed again when she saw- 
blood oozing from the wound. She 
watched the ruin bent out her tires 
and d: I not dare leave off the task 
of holding that bandage tight. Site 
Just sat there and pressed her 
hands down. When the hard driven 
canoe passed her Island, though it 
was within easy rifie shot, she had 
no Indication of the nearness of - 
friends.

The hours dragged on. For an
Interminable Interval Kate Flynn 
sat holding the bandage firmly ' 
against Drake's side and then, as 
the mists gave way to a steady [ 

rain, he commenced to mutter and , 
stir again.

A mumble came from his lips, her 
own name, spoken so clearly and 
sharply that the girl started.

"Yes. I'm here. It’s Kate, here 
with you!”

His eyes opened and stared at > 
her blankly.

“ It’s all right.”  she said. “The 
bleeding has stopped. Please lie still 
so it won't start again. Do you 
understand that?"

Ilia lids fluttered closed but he 
lay still. Whether he had under­
stood or not she could not know.

She had the tent up before the 
rain became more than scattered 
drops and with a piece of driftwood 
•craped a shallow trench about It 
In case the day produced a down 
pour. Then more blankets were 
fetched and the pack tucked be 
neatb Steve's head for a pillow.

Soon thereafter she left him for 
a few moments, taking the hand- 
ax and hunting feverishly through 
the timber for dry wood. She found 
a dead cedar stub and a dry tam­
arack standing, hacked at them 
and carried the silvers back to the 
tent She cut green poles and man­
aged to get the fly up to give their 
shelter added protection and to 
make a place to keep her fuel dry. 
Fortunately the rain had come with 
little wind.

But before she had gathered suffl 
clent fuel to keep a Are going 
through the night. Drake was stir- | 
ring and muttering again. When 
she sat down by his side and put a 
hand on his clammy forehead and 
spoke gently he locked his fingers 
about her small wrist and would not 
let go. After a time she tried to 1 
disengage bis clasp so she might ,

start the Ore going, but he clang
the tighter and murmured thickly, 
tloldtug her ao appeared to give 
him ponce and so she sat there.
shivering now and then, drawing 
the corner of a blanket about her 
shoulders, and It was not until near­
ly dusk that she could unlock his 
Angers and slip uway without rous­
ing him.

She dragged driftwood from the 
beach and made a pile of It behind 
the fire which served the double 
purpose of throw ing heat Into the 
open front of the tent and drying 
fuel for the night houra Then she 
resumed her vigil beside the uncon­
scious figure, determined to fight 
sleep with ud the resources at her 
command.

So It was that Mary Wolf, pad 
dling her light canoe through the 
steady rain, saw a point of warm 
light shining through the dark
ness.

This might he Franz, come to look 
for her despite Young Jltu'a com 
mand that he let her alone.

She went on. proceeding with ut­
most caution. Hut she wanted to 
know who was there. If It were 
Franz, she would not be forced to 
keep a watch for him afterward.

She thought sin* heard a sound, 
an odd noise which she could not 
identify. She arrested all movement j 
That wns strange. Another woman j 
crying here lu a camp. . . .

So Hie Indian girl came upon Kate 
Flynn kneeling ut Steve's side, hog | 
ging him to speak to make some 
sign that he was aware of her be 
Ing there.

Her worda covered the small i 
sounds of Mary's approach through 
the rushes and it was not until the 
now- arrival’s shadow fell across 
Steve's figure that Kate started up. I 
alarm and relief mingled in her1 
heurt.

"O h!”  she cried. “Oh. you've 
come! . . . took ! This man Is
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“ Look! This Man It Terribly Hurt!”

terribly hurt 1 He was stabbed and 
has bled most of his life out!”

Mary appeared to give no heed. 
She stood bent over, hands crossed 
on her breast, eyes fast on Drake’s 
drawn face.

Her own countenance was In 
shadow and Kate, distracted as she 
was, did not observe her garments, 
did not recognize her as an Indian 
until she turned and asked:

“ He bleed now?”
“ No. . . . Oh. you’re . . . You 

should know what to dot Your peo­
ple know how to treat wounds; oh, 
can't we do aomething?”

She was almost hysterical la bar 
relief at having aid In carrying this 
great burden of leaponalbillty.

“ Whore he hart?" Mary asked, and 
Kata drew bark the blanketa to re­
veal the ugly patch ou Drake's 
bared body.

"See? It doesn't bleed any more. 
I held It tight for houra until It 
stopped. Oh, what else rau be
doner

The Indian girl then did a strange 
thing. She knelt quickly ami took 
one of Drake's hands In both hers.

“ Yo'lig Jim!” sho called softly. 
“ Yo'ng Jim!“ Her voice hanked. 
"Yo'lig Jim, you all right?”

She held her breath for answer 
but none came, no Indleatlng move­
ment or change of expression, even. 
She turned a tragic face to tho 
white girl who swayed away from 
her with aomething like shock as 
Frans's lying words came hack to 
her. A squaw man. he had aald 
this man was. and here wns a 
young squaw, a stricken expression 
In her eyes. . . . The thought thst 
this man. who had worked for her. 
perhaps was now dying for her and 
who. only a few hours ago. had 
kissed her. might tie the lover of 
this dusky girl wrenched it" I tugged 
at something deep In her heart.

“ He say no thing," Macs whis­
pered. “ lie won’t say nothing!" 
She bent her body low. chr, k dose 
to Drnke's fare and Kme started 
to turn her head away hut when 
she saw that the movement vvs- not 
In caress but In query she cbc. Lett 
the gesture of nverslon. " lie  breath­
ing." Mary said " lie  not hot May 
be . . . You got whisky?’ almost 
sharply

“ No; there's no whisky. You . . 
must go for help, now; right away; 
we can't wnlt!’’

“ No." Mary's word was adamant. 
"Me vile, may he. I go a-v iv. You 
do some thing by him. Me, I do 
some-thlng too.”

She turned to the scattered packs 
beyond the Art*, dumping their con 
tents to the ground, opened a grub 
sack exploring Its contents.

"Yes," she muttered and poured 
coffee Into a kettle, running Into 
the reeds for dean water.

l»eftly she raked Hie coals from 
the fire and put the kettle on to boll, 
Tlieu. without a word of explana­
tion. disappeared Into the timber. In 
a few moments she returned w.th a 
wad of pitch on a curl of birch bark. 
This she put to heat on a pan cover 
went to her own cunoe and returned 
with a bundle from which she ex 
traded a piece of white cloth tor­
tile cloth Into ribbons and then, 
testing the consistency of the sort»:i 
Ing pitch with great core. hro..»’i: 
her materials Into the tent r t .  I 
drawing back the blankets s-( l> 
work lo hind the clotted gauze ,1,in­
ly Into place.

She smeared the pitch on tec 
flesh, pressing an end of cloth !.i: , 
It. carried the cloth over the b*u 
dage and pitched It down on t o 
other side, fiver and over fi-wt this 
way. then that, she drew tfs  s'-.h 
Ing cloth fragments until the c hr-,, 
of breaking the clot by m>,, • mer.r 
was slight

By then the coffee hnd b*d'»d :*> -  
fetched the kettle within m j » 
spoonful at a time, dropped the l,»q 
fluid Into Drake's mouth. petv,-t:i.< 
until he hnd swallowed s c .ir « ' 
times.

“Coffee. No whisky.”  she «»' | 
briefly and sh i bark on one hip • 
not bleed now. Oo.Tee mnk- l-i-u 
strong."

“ But he must have help. •m* <* 
one who knows about Injured ii».-.>te 
must be brought here or bu uwr 
die.”

Mary nodded.
"And I can't go !”  Kats •*

couldn't get back to hi*«','t"i 
I couldn’t carry a can's* in n *- • ,t 
trail. You can, can't ««■,'! foe  ;* 
for help.”
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wounded. The does sprang off at 
the sound of the shut. Father 
tried to get hia disabled firearm 
together to take aim at a fleeing 
doe, but they were out of sight 
over a hill before he could bring 
h|s crippled weapon to bear upon 
either of the speeding animals.

The horns of that buck were a- 
mong the largest the writer has 
ever seen, only five points, but 
they measures more than three 
feet acroaa and stood out from 
the head almost two feet. Verita­
ble monster» they were, and must 
have caused that buck many a head 
ache.

Father dressed this one and a 
gain started for home. It was ausk 
when he arrived. The girls were 
peering from the winuows and a 
solemn hush pervaded the atmos­
phere of that cabin for Mother, 
from out the vale of shadows had 
returned with a son, the only boy 
in that family of eight Six of 
the girls grew up and married. 
The boy is now perpetrating thia 
infliction upon a defenceless com­
munity. That day's hunt, the brok­
en gun, the big antlers, the re­
turn at dusk, the depth of the 
snow, the change of Ihc weather 
have been told and retold to me 
until they are indelibly stamped on 
my memory. The horns are still 
in existence for I saw them last 
fall on my trip back east. They 
were hanging in the living room 
of the home of my Uncle, who is 
holding them in trust for me or 
my descendants. ¿1 c was living at 
Father'a at the time, though away 
for the day- They hung In my room 
in the old home, “ the New House” 
that was built after I was about 
four years old.

Many a time while trudging a- 
long with Father in the woods he 
has told of killing deer, but he 
never pointed out the spot where 
he got that buck with the big 
horns. “ Right over there on that 
knoll Is where I shot that one that 
had the velvet horns,”  “That time 
that buck was going to fight me. 
I was standing right here when I 
shot him first and I hung him up 
to that tree, just a staddle it wa* 
then,” and many, many others, 
but he never showed me whete the 
one with the big horns came Trom. 
When I inquired, he would nay. 
“ Oh, it was over on nineteen. I’ll 
show you if we ever pas« the spot.” 
Ferhaps we never got to the spot, 
for we never hunted much on nine­
teen for it was cleared up before 
I got to hunting deer very much

The boy’s advent into that fam­
ily was of course hailed with joy

But Mother waa a atern parent 
and I never thought I got much 
of the spoiling that usually come* 
to the only son. However, my sis­
ters are very certain that there 
never was a lad more spoiled than 
I.

"I f you young ones don’t atop 
that squalling, I’ll give you some­
thing to aquall for,” was the us­
ual manner In which our little 
troubles were met. I'oor, dear, 
beautiful Mother, when 1 reflect on 
the life she was forced by cucuin- 
stances to endure, I wonder how 
sho survived the toll, the trouble, 
the privation, the hardship« of 
those pioneer days, and the work 
she did, the sick »he nursed, the 
visiting the sick, the sitting up 
with the dead, the going visiting, 
and the thousand and one tasks 
that fell to her lot It seems a 
shame that young folks are not giv­
en an insight into the realities of 
mother love until they become par­
ents.

Going about her work, often with 
a song on her lips, a smile in her 
eye», her hands always doing for 
her young brood, Mother like many 
of her generation gave her lit« to 
make the world a Iwtter place for 
her children to live in. She milked 
cowi and sewed, »he made butter 
and dug potatoes, she brought in 
wood and cooked, and what » cook! 
Perhaps Father'» most sincere com­
pliment to the wife who stayed 
with him through more than half 
a century of hardship and toil wa» 
that from *‘a basket of chip», ami 
a little to go with them, she could 
Cook a meal good enough for any­
one.” Often enough there was lit­
tle enough to go with the chip*, but 
her cooking always was of the 
best. Fried cakes, cookie», pia, ap­
ple dumpling, blackberry pickles, 
strawlierry preserves, wild plum 
preserves, um-m-m-m. No such 
cookery ia taught in the domestic 
science classes of our fducatlunal 
institutions!

LOCAL NEWS
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Allan Spriggle spent the week 
end with hia aunt and uncle, Mr. 
and Mrs. Wm. Grant In Portland.

Mr. and Mrs -R- B. Brown were 
callers at tha home of Mr. and 
Mrs. S. B- Lawrence, Friday eve­
ning.

Monty Ward and Miss Faye 
Scheible wilt give a valuable gift 
free, to everyone visiting at the 
Richey Hardware A Furniture store 
Wednesday afternoon, between two 
and six o’clock.
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they called their fires.
On the first day of December, 

1876, father took his rifle and 
went out to replenish the supply 
of meat. The snow was about knee 
deep and the deer would soon be 
bunched up and hard to find. A 
warm wind sprang up, and it star­
ted to rain. The snow became 
slush, slippery, and made travel­
ling difficult. Along about noon he 
struck a track and after following 
it for some time he shot a year­
ling buck. Having dressed it, that 
is, removed the entrails, he hung 
it up and started for home, wet 
and tired.

Hardly had he got his course 
straightened out than in climbing 
over a log he slipped and fell a-

croas a log in such a manner that 
hig gun was broken, the stock se­
vered from the barrels. It was of 
a peculiar make and the stock did 
not extend along the barrfels as is 
the fashion with muzzle-loading 
guns, the sort the pioneers used. 
There were two barrels fastened 
to the stock in such a manner 
that by revolving one hammer
fired both barrels. Not a strong 
arrangement but handy at times 
aa the under barrel seldom got wet 
while carried on the shoulder. The 
gun stayed in the family for years 
and I carried it myself even aftei 
I was married.

But that day the thing Droke 
apart and it seemed of no use.

However, suddenly right *n the 
path of the hunter there appeared 
a big buck and two does. They 
did not notice the man or if they 
did, they gave no heed. Father had 
the two pieces of his gun, one 
piece in either hand. He stopped, 
wishing for a gun for here were 
three deer, and had he hia doub­
le-barreled rifle he could probably 
get two of them, one at any rate 
with any sort of luck. He took a 
few steps nearer. The deer did not 

| notice. He crept »till nearer. Then 
| holding the stock in his right hand, 
and the barrels with his left, bring­
ing the broken parts as closely 
togeter as he could, he took aim 
and fired. The buck fell, mortally
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AFTER THE HONEYMOON By Geoff Hayeg
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