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TIMBER

when you

You go. . .. And so, stil] speak- ) bro

ing «cneouraging words the mighty | felt
1k

“Lumber Jacking” is not exactly “‘a
delightful pastime”—it is mot, all,
solid enjoyment. It is not a vocation
tempered by balmy zephyrs or scents
of anagnolia—'tleast not in Minnesota
s not a gradiloqient gestyre; |
It is something ordinary and sub-
" | stantial—hardly a fortnightly “flirta-
tion for saviors and idealists.—And,
since the abolition of “lunches,” and
the substitution of Meals 35 cts., it
is even less a paradise and resembles
less the haleyon days of treasured re-
membrance : ‘

1 told Jack to do the talking to the
cook insofar as I felt sorcly depressed
and not able to raise my spirits to
the surface, which he did™and soon
they were exchanging happy recollec-
tions of -the time they both were in
the Minucapolis workhouse and the
cook quite oblivious of what he was
doing carried ‘out 'doughnuts for us
even while we absent mindedly dipped |
coffee ‘for oursclves, A

Just then the “walking boss” eame
in. With a glance we saw that he |t
had never seen the inside of a work- | ¢
house—much as he deserved it—and |+
with a glance we saw he didn't take | ¢
kindly to our presence. ... t

“We're not hiring anybody,” he 1
opens up; “we're full-handed and, |r
(lookjng hard at ws) we don’t feed |«
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anybody.
“I see you .don’t,” injected Jack,
looking nt the doughnuts.
“But you're fillin' up, aint you?"”
snarled the walker. b
“Trying to, trying “to,” corrccted fi
Jack, but I'm not having fuch suc- | g

cess—you tan sce, yourself." o
“Well, there's no use in bucking | w
your luck—git out of this camp . . .|y

and STAY put,” he added. P
“Hold on, hold on,” pleads Jack, | hj
Ywe can't leave until you pay us off— he
for toddy" '
“Today
o'eluck now,” cjuculated the boss. |
“That makes no difference. We're

here in the capacity of_workers, not ‘:;
camp inspectors. We intended to go
to work, and, according to Anmneriean
law, intent to commit work is as bad his
us the actual knack of performing the the
act—we intended to work three days,” alt

luined Juck. i "y
‘Well VI be ‘damned,” says the

walker,“you’ve got three days coming
—that’s the hell of it—you'll still | &
have it coming when you lcave, but— |
don’t be in a hurry—it's getting too | th
late to go any place today, so you |sec
better stay here and rest up—and, | ca
ave, see the cook before [ Wol
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g

wheeled on his heel bent on [ing
¥ the frame of the first fore-| F

man that mey stray into his “swath.” | tior

And John and the cook returned to | Smi

the matter of the Minneapolis work- | tool
house, pici

—T-b. S. |had




