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ASON BROCK came out of the bush 
with the easy stride of the born 
woodsman and looked down upon a 

choppers’ camp where the pleasant sounds 
of ax and crosscut saw rang upon the 
afternoon. Ranks of pulp wood stretched 

away into the forest. Smoke from a cluster 
of log buildings curled against a cobalt sky. 
Brock’s rugged face lighted, and he 
straightened shoulders broad enough to 
carry any burden of the North. He went 
straight to the largest of the buildings, 
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kicked off his snowshoes, and pushed open 
the door. His shoepacs made no sound, and 
he was able to step inside and close the 
door softly behind him without being heard 
by either of the two men in the room; men 
who glared silently at each other, in the 
grip of hatred so intense that it was 
hypnotic. 
 Behind a counter where supplies 
were sold to the choppers stood a lean, 
middle-aged man who carried his shoulders 
in a soldierly fashion. One empty sleeve of 
his flannel shirt was neatly folded and 
pinned. Up to the eyes his face had a 
peculiar, waxen immobility. But the eyes 
blazed, and drops stood out on his creased 
forehead. The fingers of his one hand 
tightened on the haft of a knife at his belt. 
 The tall man on the opposite side of 
the counter was gay in a white blanket coat 
with a broad blue stripe. He would have 
been handsome but for the anger that drew 
his mouth corners down and half closed his 
eyes. The knuckles of his big hands, resting 
on the battered wood in front of him, were 
white. His body tensed for movement. 
 “Think once more, Girard!” he 
growled. “Unless you change your mind, 
you’re going to be sorry!” 
 Girard’s hand came away from his 
knife. He whirled to face a slate that hung 
on the wall, and with the chalk that dangled 
at the end of a string wrote one word. 
“No!” 
 
THE younger man reached for Girard. 
Brock saw the flash of a knife, but before 
he could take a step forward Girard’s arm 
was bent down against the edge of the 
counter. His face became ghastly. The 
bones of his forearm broke with a muffled 
snap. He crumpled over and lay like one 
dead. 
 “You did not need to break his 
arm!” said Brock, quietly. 

 Rage, astonishment and then 
caution took possession of the young man’s 
face as he spun around. He searched 
Brock’s rough hewn features, measured the 
breadth of his shoulders and the thickness 
of his neck. 
 “Is this your quarrel?” he 
demanded, thickly. 
 “In a way,” answered Brock. “If 
this is the chantier Bellemare, then I am the 
new owner here. I bought it in Quebec, and 
unless it is below specifications the bargain 
will stand.” 
 The young man changed like April 
weather. His face cleared. He laughed, and 
held out the hand that had broken Girard’s 
arm. 
 “I am Rodrigue Delisle,” he said. 
“Your camp manager, unless you have 
another man for the place.” 
 Brock shook hands slowly, trying to 
appraise Delisle. A moment before he 
would have sworn that Delisle had more 
than a flavor of the devil in him; now it 
appeared that he suffered from nothing 
more than a quick temper. 
 “We’d better do something for this 
man,” said Brock, nodding toward Girard. 
“Who is he?” 
 “Louis Girard, the bookkeeper.” 
Delisle shrugged. “He’s a war veteran and 
a little crazy, I think. He gives me much 
trouble.” 
 “We’ll have to take him out of the 
bush to a doctor—” 
 “No need,” interrupted Delisle. 
“Auguste Patenaude, the cook, is a barber 
and a bone setter. He patches up the men 
when there is a fight.” 
 Girard still lay motionless across 
the counter, with his forearm hanging 
limply over the edge. Brock, reserving 
judgment in the affair, bent to lift him. The 
big hands of the manager held him back. 
 “Wait!” whispered Delisle, with his 
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head turned toward the rear of the building. 
 Brock straightened up. A balcony 
ran across the big room at the height of the 
second story. Down the stairs with a slow 
step came the most remarkable girl Jason 
Brock had ever seen. He had known girls 
more beautiful, but never one in whose face 
dwelt such serenity of spirit, such a glow of 
kindliness. 
 She walked down the room and 
halted, looking at Girard. Brock saw 
infinite pity in the depths of her blue eyes. 
She raised them at last and asked Delisle a 
silent question. 
 “Thérèse!” he exploded. “He 
attacked me! See the knife there on the 
floor where he dropped it! I brought his 
arm down a little too hard against the edge 
of the counter and it may be that it is 
broken.” 
 “What did you quarrel about?” she 
asked. 
 “Why—” stammered Delisle. “It 
was about the books. I objected to his 
method—it didn’t seem accurate—” 
 “I think you are a liar, Rodrigue,” 
said the girl, without a change of tone, 
without losing her faint smile. She looked 
at Brock. “You have forgotten to introduce 
monsieur to me.” 
 Red to the hair, with the devil again 
smoldering in his eyes, Delisle presented 
the new owner. 
 “If he believes you, Thérèse, he will 
have a bad opinion of me!” 
 “Monsieur Brock,” she said, 
ignoring the manager, “may I ask you to 
have one of the men take my brother Louis 
to our rooms?” 
 Brock lifted Girard in his arms 
carefully and mounted the stairs, with 
Thérèse Girard behind him and Rodrigue 
Delisle watching them from the floor 
below. He put Louis Girard’s thin body 
down on a bed of wonderful neatness and 

turned to the girl. Her eyes were like night 
skies. 
 “Why do you think that Delisle 
lied?” he asked. 
 “Because, monsieur, I know the 
quality of my brother! He does not fight 
about trifles!” 
 
A FIST beat sharply on the door behind 
Brock. Outside stood a small, brisk man 
who held himself so straight that he seemed 
in danger of tipping over backward. He 
wore a flannel shirt of vivid red. Honest 
eyes regarded Brock from above a fiercely 
pointed grey mustache. 
 “Monsieur le patron!” he 
exclaimed, bowing from the waist. “I am 
Auguste, at your service! Mademoiselle, 
Monsieur Delisle has told me that your 
brother has suffered an unfortunate fall!” 
 He stepped in quickly with a kind 
of nervous haste and closed the door. Then 
his eyes darted to Jason Brock and took 
account of him from head to heels. 
 “Monsieur!” he hissed, 
dramatically. “The men are coming in from 
the bush!” 
 “But why?” demanded Brock. “I 
have not sent for them!” 
 Auguste Patenaude shrugged, laid a 
finger to his lips, raised his eyebrows, and 
suddenly spilled splints and bandages on 
the bed. From the big room below came a 
muffled tramp of feet and a growing 
rumble of voices. Brock opened the door 
and stepped out onto the balcony. 
 The long room was half filled with 
bushmen. Some carried their axes. 
 They milled around the big box 
stove. The outer door stood open while 
more men came in by twos and threes. A 
haze of rank tobacco smoke hung in the air. 
 One of the men saw Brock and 
pointed, and gradually silence took 
possession of the room. He could tell 
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nothing from the faces, most of them 
whiskered by a week or a winter’s growth, 
but there was something in the feeling of 
the silence that warned him of trouble. 
 At the soft pad of moccasined feet, 
Brock turned and saw Delisle beside him. 
Either the man had come up by a rear 
stairway or he had been in one of the 
rooms. His teeth flashed in a smile that 
seemed mechanical. From below a murmur 
rose, with here and there a staccato oath. 
 “Is this a demonstration of 
welcome?” asked Brock, slowly. “If it is 
anything else, who ordered it?” 
 “The men have been grumbling for 
some time,” said Delisle, in a low voice. 
“You see, it was difficult to get cash from 
the former owner. I think they want to 
know how they stand with you!” 
 “I thought it was customary for the 
choppers to draw supplies from the 
bookkeeper, cash when they wanted it, and 
settle at the end of the season?” 
 Delisle spread out his hands. 
 “So it is! But if money has been 
sent here from Quebec for the men, I have 
not received it! There’s no cash on hand!” 
 As Brock began to descend the 
stairs slowly, a man of gigantic stature 
shouldered through the crowd and came to 
meet him. This chopper rose more than a 
head above his fellows; his great arms 
swung belligerently. 
 “That is Zoël Marcile,” Delisle 
called in a rasping whisper. “The camp 
boss!” 
 Marcile came as far as the foot of 
the stairs and halted. His big hands rose 
and set themselves on his hips; a stubby 
mustache lifted above yellow teeth. He 
stared upward, and while there was 
insolence in his swaggering posture, there 
was actual menace in his eyes. 
 Brock stopped on the bottom step 
and looked coldly from face to face at the 

men who fronted him. He could hear them 
breathe. His glance came back to the camp 
boss. 
 “What do you want?” he asked. 
 “Money!” Marcile made an 
eloquent gesture with thumb and 
forefinger. “It is bad enough to be cheated 
by men of our own blood, but we don’t 
take that sort of thing from a Yankee! We 
want our pay!” 
 This was an unusual demand. It 
could have the effect of breaking a chantier 
owner who had no capital. But, 
theoretically, a man was entitled to draw 
his pay at any time. If they all wanted their 
pay at once, it was Jason Brock’s bad luck. 
 “I have not brought money enough 
with me to pay off,” he said, raising his 
voice. “Today I will look at the books and 
send for enough money to pay off every 
man in the camp! It will take a messenger 
four days to go to the nearest branch of the 
Banque Nationale and return. That is all! 
Go back to work if you want to draw full 
time for this day!” 
 Grunts and exclamations spotted 
the room. The men started to move toward 
the door. All but Zoël Marcile. He stood 
his ground and held up a mighty paw for 
the others to see and give heed. 
 “Monsieur will allow us to pick the 
messenger who goes for the money!” he 
stated, rather than asked. “We want to be 
very sure of that money!” 
 
JASON BROCK saw them hesitate and 
knew that this moment was to determine 
whether he or the camp boss ruled the 
chantier Bellemare. He threw his weight 
onto his left foot and struck a blow that 
rose from the hip with all his strength 
behind it. The cartilage of Marcile’s nose 
crunched under his knuckles. The boss fell 
like something slapped down by a great 
wind. His head cracked against the floor 
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and he did not move. 
 “Would anyone else like to tell me 
what I am to do?” asked Brock. 
 No man spoke. Two of the choppers 
lifted Marcile by the shoulders and dragged 
him away. Brock turned. Delisle stood two 
steps behind him, white and rigid. He 
shook himself as though he were throwing 
off a nightmare, and smiled. 
 “That was a terrible blow, 
monsieur!” 
 “It had to be,” replied Brock, 
without smiling. “Marcile is much too big 
for me to fight at close quarters. Be at the 
desk in five minutes. I want to look at the 
books.” 
 “You will want a messenger—” 
began the manager. 
 “I will attend to that!” answered 
Brock, and went into the room where he 
had taken Louis Girard. 
 The door stood ajar now, and Brock 
knew by their expressions that Thérèse and 
the cook had seen the clash below stairs. 
 “My congratulations!” exclaimed 
Patenaude. “Monsieur has the right touch 
in these affairs!” 
 Brock drew a deep breath, and 
made a swift decision. From the faces he 
had seen, he believed he could trust two 
persons in the camp. They were the girl and 
the cook. 
 “Patenaude,” he said, “get ready 
immediately to go to Point des Monts for 
me. You will get a sum of money from the 
Banque Nationale and bring it here.” 
 The eyes of Auguste Patenaude 
gleamed. He twisted his spiked mustache. 
 “Monsieur, I will go with pleasure! 
As for the rest, it will be in the hands of le 
bon Dieu!” 
 Patenaude went out. Brock looked 
at Thérèse Girard. Now, with color flaming 
up her cheeks and her eyes profoundly dark 
with excitement, she was truly glorious. 

 “Mademoiselle,” he said, “what is 
the cause of the trouble I am having?” 
 With a gesture she indicated the 
narrow bed where her brother lay. He 
stared unseeingly at Brock, touched by 
fever. 
 “If anyone knows it is Louis, and he 
cannot tell!” 
 “He will be better tomorrow, and 
then—” 
 “Monsieur, with a broken arm he 
cannot write! He has no tongue! Look at 
his face! It is something that they made in 
the hospital! He will be able to hear you, 
but he will not be able to answer until the 
bones of his arm heal!” 
 Brock gazed respectfully at the 
injured man. No more than half conscious 
that he did so, he raised his hand in salute. 
And instantly, at that gesture, the eyes of 
the girl softened. They held something akin 
to a benediction for Jason Brock. 
 “There is certainly some quarrel 
between your brother and Delisle,” he said, 
after a moment. 
 “There might be another cause for 
that,” she told him. “Rodrigue wants to 
marry me.” 
 Brock felt as though ice had formed 
around his heart. 
 “And you, if I may ask, 
mademoiselle?” 
 “Monsieur,” she said, frankly, “I 
have not yet found my man.” 
 
THE bright ax blades fell in a jagged 
tempo; the snarl and whine of the crosscut 
saws wavered and lagged this afternoon of 
the fourth day since Auguste Patenaude 
had left for Point des Monts. All the world 
knew that he had gone, and why, and all 
the world knew that the hour approached 
for him to return. 
 At no time had Jason Brock been 
able to break through the invisible barrier 
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that the men had thrown up against him. He 
was an outlander, and they had somehow 
become filled with the belief that he 
intended to rob them. Zoël Marcile, with 
his nose swollen to a red mound, had 
breathed hatred through the camp for the 
past four days. 
 Brock watched the trail to the south, 
where it broke from the bush, and hoped. 
Since noon he had looked that way at little 
intervals; and he was standing with his face 
turned toward the forest wall, a greenish 
black band between heaven and earth, 
when Delisle came up to him. 
 “Monsieur Brock,” said the 
manager, “have you seen Marcile today?” 
 “No,” answered Brock. “I suppose I 
missed him when I made the round of the 
different gangs.” 
 “Every man I’ve asked says that he 
has just gone to the stables, or to the 
office!” Delisle shrugged. “I think they are 
all lying!” 
 He turned away abruptly, and 
Brock went on toward the main building. It 
was strange about the boss chopper but his 
disappearance seemed, at the moment, to 
be pointless. Brock climbed the stairs from 
the office and knocked upon the Girards’ 
door. He assured himself that he was there 
only to visit the bookkeeper, as he had 
done every day. But still he was uncertain. 
 The bed where Louis Girard had 
lain was empty. Thérèse sat empty handed 
in a chair, with the look of one who has 
received a stunning blow. She gazed up at 
Brock with a blank blue stare. 
 “Your brother?” 
 “Monsieur, he has gone! Yesterday 
he was dressed, as you know. When I came 
out of my room to make up the fire this 
morning, his bed was empty. His 
snowshoes are not here. Nor his heavy 
coat. I sent a boy to find him and he is not 
in the camp!” 

 Jason Brock was astonished, and 
troubled even more for her sake than he 
was for his own. 
 “I’ll send out a search party,” he 
said. 
 “And I will go!” she cried, 
springing to her feet. “I was about to go 
alone!” 
 “You must not kill yourself with 
devotion—” 
 “And why not? Is life a great 
matter? Ah, monsieur, he is of the rare ones 
of earth! Not because he has the right to 
wear the Croix de Guerre, the Médaille 
Militaire, but because he has endured 
through all these years without the power 
of speech, with one arm, with a face that 
cannot smile. His shoulders have never 
bowed. He holds life like a plaything. My 
brother is one of those who walk the high 
places of the spirit!” 
 Into the stillness that followed came 
a muffled shout from the camp. Brock went 
down the stairs three steps at a time. From 
the outside doorway he saw that every man 
in the clearing had stopped work to stand 
staring at the grey line where the trail left 
the woods. 
 At first it seemed that some 
enormous, misshapen monster had come 
out of the bush and was plodding heavily 
toward the camp. Then Brock saw that it 
was a giant of a man with a burden across 
his shoulders. Another moment and he 
knew that Zoël Marcile had come back. 
 The choppers flowed like gathering 
waters behind Marcile as he drew near to 
the main building. The arms and legs 
which dangled from his broad shoulders 
belonged to Auguste Patenaude. The man’s 
jacket had fallen open, and his vivid shirt 
identified him even before they came near 
enough so that his grey face could be seen. 
 
IT was not until Marcile stood in the room, 
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with the men stepping tensely behind him, 
that Brock saw that the red of Auguste’s 
shirt glistened with a stain of the same 
color. It gleamed wet; and as the camp boss 
lowered him to the floor, drops of red 
spattered on the worn planks. Patenaude 
moved as his body settled to rest. His eyes 
opened. 
 “I tried—” he whispered. “Le bon 
Dieu knows I tried—” 
 Consciousness flickered out again. 
Zoël Marcile straightened up and his eyes 
were terrible as they rested upon Jason 
Brock. He swept the room with a glance. 
 “My friends,” he said, “I found 
Auguste in the camp he made last night—
like this! There was no money in his 
pockets or his pack. Someone went to meet 
him last night—someone who wanted to 
rob us! What man would that be?” 
 His gaze came back to Brock, and 
the accusation was as plain as though it had 
been spoken. 
 “Why should I steal my own 
money?” asked Brock. 
 “To save our wages, and sell the 
wood, and leave for the States!” bellowed 
Marcile. “That is what you’ve been 
planning! We know all about it! It is what 
they call a Yankee trick! But we are not 
imbécile!” 
 Bodies drew together, rubbed 
elbows. The men advanced slowly, with 
little movements of their feet, each waiting 
for another to draw a knife, to strike the 
first blow. The camp boss stood over the 
body of Patenaude, his great fists clenched, 
standing aloof that he might better enjoy 
what was to come. 
 Brock crouched and launched 
himself straight at the stairway. The top of 
his head met a stomach. The man went 
down and carried another with him. Brock 
felt a knife rip over his shoulder, through 
jacket and shirt. The sting of the point 

drove his fist with greater power as it 
crashed into a face. He whirled away from 
clutching hands and was at the stairs. With 
a leap he caught the rail and swung himself 
into the air. His feet met the stairs half a 
dozen steps from the bottom. 
 He turned with leg drawn back to 
kick, but for a few seconds there was no 
movement to follow him. Every face 
looked up at him. And every face, under 
worn fur cap or knitted tuque, was stamped 
with the lust to kill. From above, a stifled 
cry told him that Therese had come out 
upon the balcony. Then Zoël Marcile began 
to move forward, pushing men out of the 
way before him. 
 Into that moment of silence, so 
profound that it lay like a great weight 
upon the room, came a crash as though a 
stone had been sent through new ice. Brock 
and every other man there, even Zoël 
Marcile, turned and stared at the corner that 
held the little stock of trade goods. 
 Louis Girard stood on the counter, 
still face set toward the mob, his burning 
eyes reaching out to take hold of it. His 
arm, a thing of splints and bandages, was 
held aloft. With it, by a supreme effort of 
will, he had swept one of the shelves clear 
of a row of lamps. 
 While the choppers looked at him, 
in the instant when he had their attention, 
he leaped down into crunching glass and 
bobbed his head low before the slate that 
hung on the wall. He gripped the chalk 
firmly between his teeth. With a glance 
over his shoulder to make sure that the men 
still looked at him, he set his face close to 
the slate and began to write. 
 By some alchemy of mind Girard 
held those blood maddened men while he 
wrote a word. A shouted, searing oath 
came from a chopper who had leaned 
across the counter. He swung an arm, 
beckoning. Others crowded up to him. A 
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murmur ran through the room. Marcile 
hesitated, turned, and made his way back 
toward the corner where the book-keeper 
moved his head slowly and awkwardly 
before the slate. 
 From the distance at which he 
stood, Brock could see nothing of the 
record that Girard was leaving upon the 
slate. But the men saw and read, and the 
two score of them drew into a tight knot 
before the counter. Then, while Girard still 
struggled to write and the men, with gusty 
breathings and growled oaths, waited for 
the end, a cry bit through the room. 
 Brock, with Thérèse behind him, 
had moved down to the foot of the 
stairway. At the cry he turned and looked 
up. Rodrigue Delisle stood on the balcony, 
leaning against the rail. His glistening eyes 
were fixed upon Girard. He held a rifle in 
his hands. Slowly it rose. He took aim. And 
now he spoke coherently. 
 “Girard, stop or I’ll shoot!” 
 Girard executed a half turn with 
military precision and raised his 
expressionless face to the balcony. While 
one could count a dozen watch ticks, the 
two men remained like that, staring at each 
other. Then the shoulders of Louis Girard 
lifted in a shrug. He wheeled deliberately 
and set chalk to slate. So still was the room 
that the soft scratching came to Jason 
Brock. Thérèse choked back a sob. 
 “Now we know!” she said. 
“Rodrigue broke his arm to keep him 
silent!” 
 Zoël Marcile and the choppers were 
as motionless as Brock and the girl, held 
both by the drama of what they saw and 
their own helplessness. For no man could 
get to Rodrigue Delisle to stop him before 
he could press finger to trigger. His cheek 
lay against the stock of the rifle. A little 
spurt of flame left the muzzle. The report 
whipped back and forth between the log 

walls. A groan came softly from many 
throats. 
 The cap of Louis Girard had been 
whisked away as by an invisible hand. The 
contents of a tin on a shelf beside his head 
dripped slowly through a bullet hole. 
Girard moved faster, as though to defeat 
the moment of death. The slate rattled and 
banged against the wall. Another bullet had 
splintered the frame and nicked the slate 
itself. 
 THE arm of Zoël Marcile rose with 
a lightning movement. Steel flashed toward 
the balcony and a knife quivered in the 
shoulder of Delisle. His rifle dropped to the 
floor below. He reeled, clutching his 
shoulder, and stumbled. There was a 
moment when his body hung perilously 
across the balcony rail. His clutching hands 
found nothing, and he fell, sprawling 
through the air. 
 Brock, already nearly to the top of 
the stairway, turned and flung himself 
down again to the bottom. The choppers 
had surged away from the counter with a 
great shout. Marcile stood with the slate in 
his hand, waving it and roaring for silence. 
 “Listen to what Monsieur Girard 
has written!” he shouted.  “‘Auguste 
was shot and robbed by Delisle!’ Search 
him!” 
 A half dozen men had dashed 
across the room to the motionless form of 
Rodrigue Delisle. One of them sprang up 
and waved a package in the air. 
 “Here’s money!” he cried. “Much 
money, fresh and crisp from the bank!” 
 “Hang him!” yelled a voice. 
 The choppers raged down the room 
like a torrent, with Marcile leading them. 
Now they had a definite and certain object 
for their wrath; and all the pent fury of 
many days past drove them toward the 
helpless man on the floor. 
 “That is the end of Delisle!” 
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whispered Brock. 
 “Is it?” asked Thérèse at his 
shoulder. There was a question in her eyes, 
and she waited for an answer. Drawn and 
white and pitiful, her face was lifted to his. 
 The question was inexorable, and 
he understood it. What was he going to do? 
Only this moment was his. In that little 
fragment of time Therese and Louis Girard 
were revealed to him. They walked their 
paths triumphant, indifferent to life and 
death. On what highway did Jason Brock 
belong. 
 He sprang away from the stairs with 
the feeling that he was more than a man. 
His body no longer mattered. Head down, 
he used himself as a battering ram. He was 
trampling on the legs of Rodrigue Delisle 
before he knew that he had gone through 
the mob. The choppers swung back from 
him for an instant and he faced them. 
Knives had found him. Blood ran into his 
mouth. The crowding faces rocked before 

his gaze. The snarled threats and curses 
came like an angry wind to his ears. Zoël 
Marcile stepped in with a knife in his hand. 
 As though by some magic, Thérèse 
stood beside Brock. The sleeve fell back 
from her white arm as she flung it up 
before Marcile. 
 “Are you all wolves?” she cried. “Is 
there no man here but this one beside me?” 
 Marcile hesitated; his knife point 
drooped. 
 “Why does the American fight for 
his enemy?” he rumbled. “Is he mad?” 
 “But yes!” The voice of Thérèse 
rang out clear and unafraid. “He is one of 
God’s madmen, like my brother who has 
saved your money!” 
 Marcile drew back, and the crest of 
that wave of death was broken. In the face 
of the girl Brock saw a radiance that was 
for him, and he knew that he was to walk 
with her upon the hidden battlements to a 
different victory. 

 


