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AFE CONNELL was sealed upon 
his camp-bed in the little three-
room shanty which served as 

temporary headquarters for the N.Y. and 
N.E. Lumber Company when Jean-Marie 
Baptiste, scaler and timekeeper, entered. It 
was growing dark and snow was 
beginning to fall again. 
 Lafe had not lit his stove, though if 
there had been a thermometer outside it 
would have registered considerably less 
than zero. 
 The little timekeeper looked at 
Lafe silently; then he went forward with 
his characteristic springy gait, sat down 
beside him, and placed his arm about 
Lafe’s shoulder. “It ain’t so bad.” he said. 
 Lafe did not budge a muscle. Jean-
Marie Baptiste saw that he must use the 
medicine of flattery to restore his friend’s 
self-respect. 
 “You see, Lafe, Jean Bigot ees 
strong,” he explained. “Strong arm, strong 
leg, always chopping wood since he is a 
leel boy. And you work with the arm—
yes, but you also work with the head. If 
you fight Jean Bigot with the head, you 
beat him. But if you fight with the fists, he 
beat you. See? It does not matter. It ain’t 

so bad.” 
 Lafe Connell, the middle-aged 
representative of the Adamson Pulp and 
Paper Company upon the seigniory whose 
timber rights the N. Y. and N.E. Company 
had acquired, raised his face. It was still 
light enough to see the faint discoloration 
that still remained from a couple of black 
eyes in the fight two weeks before. 
 “Shut up, Baptiste!” said Council. 
“You mean it all right, I know. You listen 
to me. “I’m an American and it hurts to be 
whipped in a fair fight with a French 
Canuck from the backwoods of Quebec 
Province, even if he is a bigger man. He 
said he’d whip me if I went snooping over 
that jobbing land he’s got to see what sort 
of wood he was cutting, and he kept his 
word. But that isn’t what hurts. 
 “I’m forty-five, Baptiste, and I 
guess my fighting days was over when I 
settled down ten years ago. I don’t want to 
fight now. It’s lost its appeal to me. When 
I was twenty-five, like Jean Bigot is, I 
could have downed him—maybe not at his 
age now—but if he was forty-five. That’s 
all I got to say about that. That ain’t what 
hurts me, Baptiste. It’s this: 
 “These folks up this way don’t take 
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to me, and maybe it’s my fault for not 
having taken to them. I don’t like French 
way’s. I don’t like every half-baked kid in 
St. Jean and every baby in pinafores 
yelling after me about Jean Bigot having 
beat me. 
 “I don’t like to see the clerks in the 
store winking when I go in to buy 
supplies. That does hurt: but I’m no 
quitter. I could stand for that. 
 “What I can’t stand for is the way 
the men take it. I didn’t guess how many 
enemies a man can have till I got knocked 
out by Bigot. I can’t handle them no more, 
Baptiste, and it ain’t fair to the company. 
 “That’s why I’m going to give 
notice first of February. And jobs are 
mighty scarce in the United States just 
now, and there’s the mortgage to meet on 
my house in Binghamton, and my wife 
and the kids to feed and dress. That’s what 
hurts most, Baptiste, because I haven’t the 
right to stick it out as I’d like to.” 
 Jean-Marie Baptiste did not know 
what to do, so he struck a match and lit the 
stove. The little foreman turned to his 
friend. 
 “It ain’t so bad,” he said; but there 
was no conviction in his voice. 
 The old Kennedy seigniory had 
sold its timber rights to the N.Y. and N.E. 
people, who shipped to the mills at 
Cornwall. Lafe, as representative of the 
paper manufacturers, was attached to the 
company to keep tab on them and see that 
they lived up to their contract. 
 Every cord of wood that floated, 
log by log, down the Rocky River on its 
way to the slicing and rossing mill was 
inspected by him; black spruce-went as 
black spruce, white spruce as white; black 
and white pine were realities and not 
fanciful appellations. The company liked 
Lafe no better than the men, though its 
reasons were different. 

 Jean Bigot was one of the three 
dozen odd jobbers who leased small 
sections from the company and employed 
hands to cut the timber and snake the logs 
to the Rocky River. 
 Jean Bigot was anxious to make 
money fast. His lot was at the northeast 
extremity of the seigniory, adjoining 
government land. Lafe had suspected that 
he was cutting outside his boundaries. He 
also drew a necessary distinction between 
spruce and balsam. 
 “I cut where I cut!” shouted Jean 
Bigot, red with wrath, as Baptiste, seated 
beside Lafe in the sleigh, translated Lafe’s 
remarks. 
 “Tell him if there’s any more fir-
balsam mixed up with the spruce I’ll have 
to turn down the load,” said Lafe to 
Baptiste. “Likewise we can’t stand for no 
cutting on government land. He’s got his 
own section and it’s got some good trees 
on it.” 
 Jean Bigot allowed Baptiste to 
finish only the first part of his translation. 
 “I work for the company, not for 
the paper mill!” he shouted. “Ask him if 
he wants to fight. He knows me; you know 
what I do to that Three Rivers fellow, 
Baptiste!” 
 “Shucks!” answered Lafe. “It ain’t 
no use getting mad about it. That balsam 
game has got to stop. See?” he continued, 
looking straight at the irate habitant. 
“Come along, Baptiste; we’ll go on to the 
next section.” 
 Bigot muttered angrily as they 
drove away. When they were out of 
hearing Baptiste said: 
 “He say if you go there again he 
thrash you, Lafe! He’s mad all through. 
Too much brandy; too strong. Strong legs, 
strong arms, body like a bull. No use 
making him mad, Lafe.” 
 Exactly a week later Lafe, who 
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hardly remembered the incident, appeared 
in front of Bigot’s shack. 
 Bigot had not forgotten his threat. 
He had been drinking, and he had heard 
that Lafe was on his way through the 
limits. Bigot stepped to the side of the 
sleigh and shook his fist in Lafe’s face, 
calling him a name which was, and had to 
be, an invitation to fight. 
 In a moment the jobber’s men, who 
had been tipped off, were in a ring round 
them. Baptiste wanted to laugh the 
incident away. But Lafe knew a situation 
when he was up against it. 
 He had not fought for a dozen 
years, but he got down and began 
stiffening his rather flabby biceps. As he 
did so Bigot came rushing at him like a 
bull. 
 It was a reflex action that sent 
Lafe’s fist into the Frenchman’s lip, 
splitting it open. It might have shopped an 
ordinary man. It failed to stop Jean Bigot. 
 He went at Lafe hammer and 
tongs, bearing him back by sheer force 
until Lafe stumbled over a root and went 
down, his adversary on top of him. 
 There is no chivalry in woods 
fighting. Lafe called the fight “fair” 
afterward, and considered it so. In a neat 
ring, with seconds and sawdust, Lafe 
might have won in the end. 
 But all he saw was the mocking, 
jeering faces and cursing lips of the 
Canadians; Jean’s fists drove right and left 
into his face, and he never had a chance to 
get his reach after he managed to rise. The 
men fought for five minutes. 
 Then Lafe collapsed. Bigot began 
kicking him. But some of the men who 
had been drinking less pulled him away, 
Baptiste took Lafe home. That was two 
weeks before. 
 “It ain’t so bad, Lafe,” said the 
timekeeper again. “Maybe they’ll forget 

all about it, and you won’t give no notice 
on February 1. You go slow. Good night; I 
got to bring in a load first thing to-
morrow.” 
 Lafe rose from the camp-bed after 
Baptiste had gone, he was alone in the 
little shanty; Baptiste had gone to his 
shack, and Carson, the company manager, 
who shared the place and used it for an 
office, was not expected from Quebec for 
some days. Lafe was glad; he did not want 
to resign if he could help it. 
 By the light of the stove he looked 
at a photograph which he had taken from 
the table. It was of his wife, Clarice, and 
his two daughters, seated on the stoop of 
the three-thousand-dollar house which he 
had been buying in Binghamton. 
 “I’d like to get that mortgage paid, 
but I guess they’ll foreclose on me,” he 
muttered as he turned in. 
 
 Lafe’s entry into St. Jean the 
following day was the signal for the usual 
amusement. 
 As his rig passed slowly up-hill 
between the lines of cottages he saw 
furtive glances interchanged between the 
women. An old man, seated on a barrel 
outside his shanty, waved his pipe to him 
and shouted something incomprehensible, 
but obviously not complimentary. 
 The clerk who served him had a 
grin across his face which did not seem to 
have been evoked by the sale of a sack of 
self-raising flour, twelve pounds of bacon, 
and an assortment of hardware. 
 The little boy who came out from 
between the legs of Lafe’s horse yelled at 
him and bolted round the corner of the 
store. 
 A little girl in a pinafore, who had 
been staring at Lafe, her finger in her 
mouth, was stricken with panic, tried to 
run, and fell face down in the sand. She 
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lay there, howling and kicking her legs. 
When Lafe picked her up she screamed 
and called him something which he didn’t 
understand. 
 “Them kids don’t seem to take to 
you, Mr. Connell,” said the clerk, who had 
followed him to the door. He was a 
Frenchman, but had worked in the cotton-
mills at Lowell and spoke English with 
easy fluency. “They’re Jean Bigot’s kids, 
you know. Did you hear what Marie called 
you?” 
 “I didn’t quite get it,” said Lafe. 
 “She said— Oh, never mind what 
she said. I guess she didn’t know what it 
meant. And little Jean said you were the 
man his father licked. Guess you’re 
stronger on head work than on fist work, 
Mr. Connell, ain’t you?” 
 One of the loafers in the store 
doubled his arm and felt his biceps in 
ruminative fashion, as if he thought he 
could lick Lafe. The others laughed. 
 A stout but comely woman came 
quickly out of one of the near-by shanties 
and drew the little girl roughly toward her. 
She spoke to her brother angrily, ordering 
him indoors. She approached Lafe and 
shook her fist at him, muttering invective. 
 “It’s Jean’s wife—she don’t like 
you,” the clerk explained, and then 
translated for the benefit of the loafers, 
who laughed again. 
 Lafe got into the sleigh, and the 
horse moved slowly across the shaky 
bridge that spans the gorge of Rocky 
River. 
 He was bewildered by the 
universal hostility; he did not know that 
with a thousand gestures he had wounded 
the sensibilities of St. Jean. 
 Nevertheless, he was going to do 
his duty to the end, and he meant to go 
over to Bigot’s land again in a few days 
and see what sort of wood he was cutting. 

 He felt physically as well as 
mentally sick that night. In Carson’s 
absence the men did not pull together 
“well; they needed daily directions, which 
nobody was competent to give. The pulp 
company was calling for a hundred 
thousand cords as soon as navigation 
opened, and it looked as if they would 
have to go on half time or find another 
source of supply. 
 If Carson had been there he would 
have kept things going lively; Lafe had 
been urging him for weeks to start cutting 
along the western boundaries; but Carson, 
fertile with promises, had gone his own 
way. Lafe knew that he was planning to 
put him in bad odor with the pulp people. 
 “I’ll tell him I’m going when he 
comes back,” said Lafe to himself. 
 He mooned about the seigniory 
during the next two or three days. Baptiste 
began to look at him narrowly in the 
evenings. 
 “You ain’t feeling well, Lafe, eh?” 
he inquired anxiously on the fourth day. 
 “Got a bad cold with a touch of 
fever, I think,” said Lafe. 
 “Oh, it ain’t so bad!” said the little 
timekeeper. “Say, Lafe. Jean Bigot’s been 
on a toot for nearly a week now. His boys 
got in a keg of brandy after Tom Carson 
went to Quebec. I think he won’t keep up 
with his contract this winter. You wasn’t 
thinking of going there again, was you?” 
 “I’m going to see if he’s cutting 
any more of that fir-balsam,” answered 
Lafe doggedly. “That’ll be about my last 
job here, I reckon. I’m going to give 
Carson notice when he comes back.” 
 “He ain’t cutting fir-balsam, Lafe,” 
answered Baptiste. “Jean Bigot, he ain’t 
cutting no wood at all. They’re all drunk 
up in his section. You don’t want to go up 
that way, Lafe. Maybe Mr. Carson will put 
him out when he gets back. Anyway, you 
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ain’t a well man, you know, Lafe; yon got 
to take care of yourself.” 
 He went unostentatiously out of the 
hut and squeezed his eyelids hard together. 
Two tears ran down his cheeks. 
 “Ah, Mon Dieu.” said the little 
timekeeper, “if Lafe goes up there while 
Jean’s drinking he’ll kill him for sure! I 
know!” 
 But, knowing Lafe, he had kept 
this knowledge to himself. 
 
 Lafe certainly felt sick that 
afternoon when Carson was to return. He 
had arranged to meet the manager with his 
sleigh, since the postman, who was to 
bring Carson as far as the company store, 
could not leave his route to drive him the 
four miles into the woods. 
 Lafe’s head was aching badly 
when he harnessed the mare and started 
along the trail, and the jangling bells 
became a torture. It had been bitterly cold 
the past few days, but now the temperature 
had risen to around the zero-point, and the 
fine, powdery snow that an increasing gale 
blew into his face stung like hail. 
 Baptiste had offered to drive down 
to Rocky River, but Lafe had refused. 
 He did not know how ill he was 
until the sleigh was skimming over the 
trail. The wind was strong in the woods, 
but it was almost a hurricane in the village. 
The whirling snow filled the whole air; 
Lafe could hardly discern the road a yard 
in front of him. 
 As he crossed the bridge he saw 
the postman’s sleigh approaching by the 
shore road. M. Tessier sat hooped up 
behind the water-proof front, but Lafe 
could see that the sleigh contained no 
passenger. Evidently Carson had not 
arrived. 
 The sleigh went whirling up to the 
store, and the two men met there. Tessier 

confirmed Lafe’s view. 
 Lafe turned toward the door to face 
the uphill drive again. The clerk came 
forward. 
 “My, Mr. Connell, you’re sick, 
ain’t yon?” he asked. 
 “I’ve a bit of a headache,” 
answered Lafe. 
 “I guess it’s more than a headache. 
Have you seen your face lately? They 
comes out sudden. Take a look in the 
glass.” 
 Lafe turned to the glass and saw 
that his face was covered with flecks of 
red. He looked at the clerk in amazement. 
 “It’s all right,” said the clerk. “It 
ain’t nothing serious, only a man wants to 
rest up awhile. There’s lots of it in St. 
Jean. It’s measles.” 
 “La Rougeole, Hein?” said M. 
Tessier, coming closer. 
 “That’s it,” said the store clerk. 
“Little Marie Migot’s pretty sick with it. 
She got it yesterday. The curé thinks she’s 
going to die. She must have give it to you 
that day you picked her out of the mud.” 
 Lafe looked at the clerk in horror 
and went slowly out of the store. The clerk 
and the postman were talking together. 
They did not seem greatly concerned. 
Evidently the clerk had not grasped the 
significance of his own remark. 
 If Little Marie Bigot could have 
given Lafe the measles, Lafe might 
equally have given it to her. 
 He stood beside his sleigh 
irresolutely, and at that moment a child’s 
wail came out of the shanty near by. 
 “Papa!” she cried. “Papa!” 
 Father Sebastien, the curé, 
emerged from the door and strode toward 
Lafe. 
 The priest was the only physician 
in St. Jean, and his knowledge was 
limited. 
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 “Ah, it is M. Connell!” exclaimed 
the cure. “Will you come here? You are 
not afraid of measles?” 
 “No! I’ve got them,” said Lafe. But 
the curé was already striding ahead and 
had not heard. 
 Inside the shack were two rooms: 
one, the kitchen and dining-room, the 
other the bedroom. Upon a cot lay little 
Marie Bigot, tossing restlessly in fever. 
Her face was flushed and she was gripping 
at the bed-quilt. Between her cot and the 
larger bed kneeled Mme. Bigot, in prayer. 
 “Papa!” wailed the girl, opening 
her eyes and fixing them on Lafe’s without 
seeing him. 
 The curé turned to Lafe. 
 “You see, monsieur,” he said. “She 
cries like that all the time. Her father is in 
the woods, and there is nobody to go for 
him. All the horses are in the woods. If he 
comes, perhaps she will live. If he doesn’t 
come, she may die by morning. I have 
seen such cases.” 
 “I’ll go,” said Lafe. 
 The curé spoke in French to the 
woman at the bedside. She looked up, saw 
Lafe, and recognized him. She scowled 
and muttered something. The curé silenced 
her. 
 “I’ll go,” said Lafe. “I know Jean 
Bigot.” 
 “Bring him at once,” said M. 
Sebastien. “I will wait here. You should be 
back by ten o’clock, and I think the wind 
is going to die down.” 
 Lafe strode back toward his sleigh. 
 As he approached it the little boy 
darted out from between the legs of the 
horse. He grasped a handful of snow in his 
little hand, made a ball, and flung it at 
Lafe with all his force. It broke at Lafe’s 
feet, and the child stamped in rage and 
shrieked at the man. 
 As Lafe drove off another ball 

struck his horse’s withers and sent it 
galloping across the rocking bridge that 
spans the river. 
 Jean Bigot had reached the climax-
of his libations and, having ascended to 
the Olympian heights, was beginning to 
slide down-hill into the melancholy stage 
when he heard Lafe’s sleigh coming along 
the trail. 
 A week of steady drinking had left 
marked effects upon the man. He was 
unshaven and dirty, and just now filled 
with a vast love for his home and cursing 
the fate that brought him into the woods in 
midwinter. 
 Aroused by the jingling of the 
bells, he walked unsteadily to the door and 
peered out into the blizzard. 
 He knew that he was not 
presentable, even for St. Jean. When he 
saw Lafe quietly get out of the sleigh his 
heart was filled with blinding rage. 
 “Listen, Bigot!” began Lafe, 
surveying the habitant kindly. “I’ve come 
on a serious matter—” 
 Bigot did not understand a word. 
He hurled himself upon Lafe, whom he 
had sworn to kill, and thus their second 
fight began. 
 The first blow split Lafe’s lip, 
which had hardly healed, and the blood 
drenched him. At first he tried to stop 
Bigot, parrying his blows, to reason with 
him; but he might as well have tried to 
stop a mountain. 
 Lafe felt the giant’s arms about 
him, and the two men wrestled in the 
snow. Now Lafe was down, and Bigot was 
pounding his face, driving home his blows 
from the elbow. 
 Lafe twisted himself away and 
gained his distance, he fought then with all 
the old-time cunning of unredeemed 
youth. 
 He dodged and parried, he drove at 
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the giant’s face, he pounded the big, short-
winded body until Jean gasped, all the 
while evading the hammer-blows, any of 
which would have put him to sleep under 
the pines. This time there were no 
bystanders to pluck Bigot away. 
 If Bigot won, he killed. 
 But Lafe was fighting for more 
than himself this time. He saw a vision of 
a little girl, lying with face fever-flushed 
and calling; and, oddly enough, it was not 
Bigot’s child, but his own, the younger 
one, in Binghamton. 
 Lafe ran in and put all his strength 
into a body blow. It struck the giant over 
the heart and sent him reeling. Next 
moment Jean had locked his arms about 
him again. This time he was hugging to 
kill. 
 He had once caught a man so, and 
pressed his arms about him till the ribs 
snapped. 
 Lafe felt his senses leaving him. 
His free hands struck unavailingly at 
Bigot’s face. They waved in the air, 
impotent. The snowy trees were rocking, 
and a black-mist was settling over his 
eyes. 
 Then the memory of an old 
woodsman’s trick came back to Lafe, 
dimly down the vistas of memory. He 
placed one hand upon Bigot’s chin and 
threw the head back. The other 
compressed the throat, and with the thumb 
he dug hard into the carotid, shutting off 
the supply of blood, he clung thus with all 
his strength, though he had almost ceased 
to know where he was clinging. 
 Slowly the pressure about his ribs 
relaxed. Lafe drew in a deep chestful of 
air. The snowy trees swung into his sight 
again. The mist was parting, and through it 
he saw the giant reeling drunkenly. All 
Lafe’s strength, all his personality seemed 
in his fingers. 

 Suddenly Jean Bigot tottered and 
pitched forward. He lay face down in the 
snow, breathing stertorously. One of the 
hands, who had been sober enough to be 
awakened by the sound of the fight, came 
out of his hut and recognized Lafe. He saw 
the prostrate figure. 
 “Ah, Mon Dien, he has killed Jean 
Bigot!” he screamed, and darted back and 
bolted the door. 
 Bigot’s eyes opened, and all the 
drunkenness was gone out of him. He 
staggered to his feet and stood staring 
incredulously at his conqueror. 
 “Where am I?” he muttered 
thickly. “I thought I had killed you.” 
 Then he fell to trembling, and 
raised his arm to shield his face from the 
expected blow, retreating toward his door. 
 Lafe took him by the arm. “You 
are wanted at St. Jean.” he said. 
 The giant caught the last word 
only. He dropped his arm and watched 
Lafe warily, wondering whether this was a 
ruse. 
 “St. Jean. Allez!” said Lafe. “Votre 
femme. Votre fille!” Which comprehended 
the larger part of Lafe’s French 
vocabulary. 
 “We’ll get there in the sleigh in no 
time,” he continued. 
 Then, glancing back, he became 
aware for the first time that the sleigh was 
no longer there. The horse, knowing his 
home, had bolted in the direction of the 
company stables, three miles away, and far 
off the St. Jean trail. 
 “We’ll walk,” said Lafe. “I’ll get 
your mackinaw for you.” 
He could hardly see Bigot when he came 
back, so thick was the snow. When he 
found him at last the Frenchman was 
leaning against a tree, crying. Lafe put the 
mackinaw on him. They started along the 
trail together. 
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 M. Sebastien had said that ten 
o’clock would see Lafe’s return, but he 
had not arrived by midnight. 
 The storm was then at its 
maximum. The shuddering habitants in the 
frame shacks clustered about the store 
heard the trees falling in the woods. The 
howling wind raged over the Gulf, and the 
snow-whirls had blotted out the moon, 
though overhead was clear weather. 
 At first Jean and Lafe had stridden 
side by side; then Jean’s brandy-sodden 
body had begun to feel the numbing cold, 
in spite of his mackinaw, and he had 
begun to lag. The stinging snow-clouds 
enveloped them; they groped for the trail 
and lost it, found it again, and forced 
themselves into the storm. The wind was a 
whip of steel; they sank waist-deep in 
drifts, and extricated themselves, and 
struggled on. 
 Long before the distant lights of St. 
Jean became visible, at the crest of the 
hills. Jean Bigot was stumbling and sliding 
wearily in the cindery snow, and Lafe was 
supporting him. 
 “Voltre femme! Voltre Fille!” said 
Lafe, urging him on. 
 “Ah, oui!” Jean would utter, and 
go a little farther and half collapse. 
 The wind was subsiding, and the 
bitter cold seemed to eat through their 
flesh. Lafe felt his hands and feet grow 
numb. A deadly weariness was stealing 
over him. 
 The will that directed him was all 
that held up his body, and he continued 
like an automaton, scarcely conscious of 
his surroundings; and every few paces he 
had to pull Bigot from the ground. 
 “Leave me! I want to sleep!” Bigot 
gasped as his head drooped down and his 
eyes closed. 
 “Votre fille!” said Lafe. 
 He would pull him to his feet, and 

the interminable journey would begin once 
more. So, half dragging, half carrying 
Jean. Lafe made the descent of Eagle 
Mountain. 
 Beneath him the lights of St. Jean 
went out, one by one. The twinkling line 
became only isolated points of light, 
except at the river mouth, where a large 
star seemed to shine from the clustered 
cottages. It seemed to Lafe that so long as 
the star burned he could find strength to 
journey on. 
 Jean had become a half-animate 
thing that slid with him down the 
mountain. So long as they descended upon 
the slippery snow they made fair progress; 
but at the bottom the forest began again, 
and Jean could not lift his feet along the 
trail. Lafe set him down, and immediately 
he was asleep. 
 Slowly he felt the chill diffused 
through his own limbs creep upward, he 
sat down for a moment at Jean’s side to 
recover strength. At once a crowd of 
images thronged his brain, so real that they 
seemed objectified. 
 They were fighting again, and 
Bigot had him down, and was blinding 
him with his blows. 
 They were a long way back upon 
the mountain, and could never reach their 
destination. Was it worth while to try, 
when his job would end so soon? 
 It was hard on Clarice and the 
girls, but that was the lot of life. 
 He had hoped to pay off the 
mortgage on their home; but still there was 
a little money in the bank, and Clarice 
need not starve. He thought of the days 
when he had courted her. 
 He had been a lumberman then, a 
drinker and fighter; he had promised 
Clarice that he would make a man of 
himself, and he had kept his promise. He 
must go to her and remind her of that 
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when he had rested. 
 Somebody was shouting in his ear. 
He heard his name called again and again: 
 “Lafe! Lafe!” 
 He muttered drowsily and let his 
eyes close. But the voice would not be 
denied. It sounded at first like Clarice’s 
voice; and again it sounded like a child’s 
voice; and again it was both, blended, and 
urging him to awaken. He had never been 
a quitter, and it would not be time to quit 
until he had seen Carson. 
 He sat up. It was only the wind 
moaning through the pine groves. He tried 
to rise, but his legs bent under him, and he 
seemed to be staggering on stilts. 
 Beneath him, not very far away, a 
single eye was winking. It was the light 
from Mme. Bigot’s house. As long as it 
burned he knew that he must continue on 
his journey. 
 He saw a body beside him in the 
snow. It was Bigot. Now Lafe 
remembered all, and with a desperate 
effort he threw off the benumbing 
drowsiness, he kneeled, raised the giant’s 
body in his arms, and placed it astride of 
his back, dripping the limp arms, he 
stumbled onward. 
 At last he was on the St. Boniface 
Road, passing between the lines of dark 
houses. Now he was on the bridge, above 
the roaring torrent. He saw the light before 
him; he staggered toward the door. 
 As he approached he heard the 
bells of a sleigh, which approached and 
pulled in. A little man sat hunched up 
behind the waterproof. It was Tessier, the 

postman, returning from his route. 
 M. Tessier looked at the two 
unconscious bodies lying in the snow 
before the door. 
 “Sainte Vierge!” he muttered. “It is 
the man with the measles!” 
 
----------------------- 
 “And he carried him,” he explained 
volubly to the clerk in the store, next day, 
while the lumbermen gathered about him 
to hear his story. “Miles he must have 
carried him through the woods because 
little Marie called for him. And now 
Monsieur le Curé says she will get well. 
You never saw such a spectacle, monsieur, 
for their faces were bruised and covered 
with dry blood, and all night M. Sebastien 
rubbed their limbs with snow, for they 
were frozen as stiff as corpses, while 
Mme. Bigot prayed for them. Assuredly he 
has the strength of a dozen men to have 
carried Jean Bigot.” 
 “And to have thrashed him,” said 
the store clerk in awe. 
 Little Baptiste kneeled at Lafe’s 
side within the cottage. 
 “So you see, Lafe, you must stay,” 
he said. “The men say that you got to be 
their boss or else they quit work; and the 
pulp company run short of lumber. You 
stay, hein?” 
 “I guess I’ll try it a while longer if 
they feel that way,” said Lafe. 
 “Oh, sure! They won’t give you no 
more trouble now, Lafe. I told you it ain’t 
so bad.” 

 


