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looked at him from a height of superior soft-eyed 
tendemess as a woman might look at a child. " Y ou 
must not. It is not right." 

Then he kissed the fingers very gently befor~ they 
were withdrawn, and she said nothing at all m re
buke, but looked straight before her with troubled 

eyes. . th . . b" 
The voices of evening began to ra1se eir JU 1-

lant notes. From a tree near by the olive thrush 
sang like clockwork; over beyond carolled eagerly a 
black-throat, a myrtle warbler, a dozen song spar
rows, and a hundred vireos and creepers. Dow~ 
deep in the blackness of the ancient "'.'oods a hen:rut 
thrush uttered his solemn bell-note, l1ke the tollmg 
of the spirit of peace. And in Thorpe's heart a 
thousand tumultuous voices that had suddenl_y 
roused to clamor, died into nothingness at the mus1c 
of her softly protesting voice. 

CHAPTER FORTY-TWO 

THORPE returned to Camp One shortly after 
dark. He found there Scotty Parsons, who 

had ~orne up to take charge of the crew engaged in 
clearing French Creek. The man brought him a 
number of letters sent on by Collins, among which 
was one from Wallace Carpenter. 

After commending the camping party to his com
panion's care, and giving minute directions as to 
how and where to meet it, the young fellow went on 
to say that affairs were going badly on the Board. 

"Sorne interest that I haven't been able to make 
out yet has been hammering our stocks clown day 
after day," he wrote. "I don't understand it, for 
the stocks are good-they rest on a solicl founclation 
of value--and intrinsically are worth more than is 
bid for them right now. Sorne powerful concern is 
beating them clown for a purpose of its own. 
Sooner or later they will let up, and then we'll get 
things back in good shape. I am amply protected 
now, thanks to you, and am not at all afraid of 
losing my holdings. The only difficulty is that I 
am unable to preclict exactly when the other fellows 
will decide that they have accomplished whatever 
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they are about, and !et up. It may not be before 
next year. In that case I couldn't help you out on 
those notes when they come due. So put in your 
best licks, old man. You may have to pony up for 
a little while, though, of course, sooner or later I 
can put it al! back. Then, you bet your life, I keep 
out of it. Lumbering's good\enough for yours truly. 

"By the way, you might shine up to Hilda Far
rand and join the rest of the fortune-hunters. She's 
got it to throw to the birds, and in her own right. 
Seriously, old fellow, don't put yourself into a false 
position through ignorance. Not that there is any 
danger to a hardened old woodsman like you." 

Thorpe went to the group of pines by the pole 
trail the following afternoon because he had said he 
would, but with a new attitude of mind. He had 
come into contact with the artificiality of conven
tional relations, and it stiffened him. No wonder 
she had made him keep silence the afternoon before ! 
She had done it gently and nicely, to be sure, but 
that was part of her good-breeding. Hilda found 
him formal, reserved, polite; and marvelled at it. 
In her was no coquetry. She was as straightforward 
and sincere as the look of her eyes. 

They sat down on a log. Hilda turned to him 
with her graceful air of confidence. 

" N ow talk to me," said she. 
"Certainly," replied Thorpe in a practica! tone 

of voice, "what do you want me to talk about?" 
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She shot a swift, troubled glance at him, con
cluded herself mistaken, and said: 

"Tell me about what you do up here--your life 
-ali about it." 

"Well-" replied Thorpe formally, "we haven't 
much to interest a girl like you. It is a question of 
saw logs ~ith us "-and he went on in his dryest, 
most techmcal manner to detail the process of man
ufacture. It might as well have been bricks. 

The girl did not unders¡;and. She was hurt. As 
surely as the sun tangled in the distant pine frond 
she had seen in his eyes a great passion. Now it wa~ 
coldly withdrawn. 

" What has happened to you? " she asked finally, 
out of her great sincerity. 

"Me? Nothing," replied Thorpe. 
A forced silence fell upori him. Hilda seemed 

gradually to lose herself in reverie. After a time 
she said softly: 

"Don't you !ove this woods?" 
"It's an excellent bunch of pine," replied Thor¡ie 

bluntly. " It'll cut three million at least." 
" Oh! " she cried drawing back, her hands pressed 

against the log either side of her, her eyes wide. 
After a moment she caught her breath convul

sively, and Thorpe became conscious that she was 
studying him furtively with a quickening doubt. 

After that, by the merey of God, there was no 
more talk between them. She was too hurt and 
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shocked and disillusioned to make the necessary ef. 
fort to go away. He was too proud to put an end 
to the position. They sat there apparently absorb_ed 
in thought, while al! about them the accustomed hfe 
of the woods drew nearer and nearer to them, as the 
splash of their entrance into it died away. 

A red squirrel poised thirty feet above them, 
Jeaped, and clung swaying to a sapling-top. a dozen 
yards from the tree he had quitted. Two ch1ckadees, 
upside down, uttering liquid ~ndertones, se~rche~ 
busily far insects next the1r heads. W tlson s 
warblers, pine creepers, black-throats; myrtle. and 
magnolia warblers, oven birds, pee"':1~, blue-¡ays, 
purple finches, passed silently or no1S1ly, each ac
cording to his kind. Once a lone spruce ?e~ dus:ed 
herself in a stray patch of sunlight unt1l 1t s~un
mered on a tree trunk, raised upward, and d1sap
peared, to give place to long leve! dusty shatts that 
shot here and there through the pines laymg the 
spell of sunset on the noisy w~ds brawler~ .. 

Unconsciously the first stram of oppos1t10n and 
of hurt surprise had relaxed. Each thought vaguely 
his thoughts. Then in the depths of the farest, per
haps near at hand, perhaps far away, a single hermit 
thrush began to sing. His song was o_f three sole_mn 
deep liquid notes; fallowed by a shght ~hetoncal 
pause as of contemplation; and then, dehberat~ly, 
three notes more on a different key-and so on w1th
out haste and without pause. lt is the most digni-
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fied, the most spiritual, the holiest of woods utter
ances. Combined with the evening shadows and the 
warm soft air, it offered to the heart an almost irre
sistible appeal. The man's artificial antagonism 
modified; the woman's disenchantment began to 
seem unreal. 

Then subtly over and through the bird-song an
other sound became audible. At first it merely re
peated the three notes faintly, like an echo, but with 
a rich, sad undertone that brought tears. Then, 
timidly and still softly, it elaborated the theme, 
weaving in and out through the original three the 
glitter. and shinuner of a splendid web of sound, 
spreadmg befare the awakened imagination a broad 
river of woods-imagery that reflected on its surface 
ali the subtler moods of the farest. The pine shad
ows, the calls of the wild creatures, the flow of the 
brook, the splashes of sunlight through the trees, the 
sigh of the wind, the shout of the rapid-all these 
were there, distinctly to be felt in their most ethereal 
and beautiful farms. And yet it was ali slight and 
tenuous as though the crack of a twig would break 
it through-so that over it continually like a grand 
foil organ-tone repeated the notes of the bird itself. 

With the first sigh of the wonder-music the girl 
had started and caught her breath in the exquisite 
pleasure of it. As it went on they both fargot 
everything but the harmony and each other. 

"Ah, beautiful ! " she murmured. 
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"What is it'?" he whispered marvelling. 
"A violin-played by a master." 
The bird suddenly hushed, and at once the strain 

abandoned the woods-note and took another motif. 
At first it played softly in the higher notes, a tink
ling lightsome little melody that stirred a kindly 
surface-smile over a ful! heart. Then suddenly, 
without transition, it dropped to the lower register, 
and began to sob and wail in the ful! vibrating 
power of a great passion. 

And the theme it treated was !ove. I t spoke 
solemnly, fearfully of the greatness of_ it, the glory. 
These as abstractions it amplified m fine full
breathed chords that swept the spirit up and up as 
on the waves of a mighty organ. Then one by one 
the voices of other things were heard-the tinkling 
of Jaughter, the roar of a city, the sob of a grief, a 
cry of pain suddenly shooting across t?e sound, the 
clank 1of a machine, the tumult of a nver, the puff 
of a steamboat, the murmuring of a vast crowd
and one by one, without seeming in_ the least to 
change their character, they merged 1mpercept1bly 
into and were part of the grand-breathed chords, so 
thar' at Jast all the fames and ambitions and passions 
oí the world carne, in their apotheosis, to be only 
parts of the master-passion of them ali. . 

And while the echoes of the greater glory st1ll 
swept beneath their uplifted souls like ~bbing_ waves, 
so that they still sat rigid and starmg w1th the 

382 

THORPE'S DREAM GIRL 

majesty of it, the violin softly began to whisper. 
Beaut1ful 1t was as a spirit, beautiful beyond words 
beautiful beyond thought. Its beauty struck shar~ 
at the heart. And they two sat there hand in hand 
dreaming-drearning-drearning--

At_ last th~ poignant ecstasy seemed slowly, slowly 
to die. _Famter and fainter ebbed the music. 
Through 1t as through a mist the solernn aloof forest 
began to show to the consciousness of the two. They 
sought each other's eyes gently smiling. The music 
was very_ soft and dim and sad. They leaned to each 
other w1th a sob. Their lips met. The music 
ceased. 

Alone in the forest side by side they looked out 
together for a moment into that eternal vision which 
lovers only are permitted to see. The shadows fell. 
About them brooded the inscrutable pines stretching 
a canopy over them enthroned. A single last shaft 
?f the sun st~uck ful] upan them, a single light-spot 
m the gathermg gloom. They were beautiful. 

And over behind the trees, out of the light and 
the lave and the bea~ty, !ittle Phi! huddled, his great 
s~~gy head bo:ved m h1s arms. Beside him lay his 
v10lm, and bes1de that his bow, broken. He had 
snapped it across his knee. That <lay he had heard 
at last the Heart Song of the Violín, and uttering it, 
had bestowed love. But in accordance with his 
prophecy he had that <lay lost what he cared for 
most in all the world, his friend. 
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CHAPTER FORTY-THREE 

THAT was the moon of delight. The days 
passed through the hazy forest like stately fig

ures from an old masque. In the pine grove on the 
knoll the man and the woman had erected a temple 
to !ove, and !ove showed them o~e to the other. 

In Hilda Farrand was no gmle, no coquetry, no 
deceit. So perfect was her naturalism tha~ often by 
those who knew her least she was cons1dered af
fected. Her trust in whomever she found he:self 
with attained so directly its reward; her unconsc_1ous
ness of pose was so rhythmically graceful; ~er 1gno
rance and innocence so triumphantly effective, that 
the mind with difficulty rid itself of the belief that 
it was all carefully studied. This was not ~rue. 
She honestly did not know t~at she was_ beaut1ful; 
was unaware of her grace; d1d not reahze the po• 
tency of her wealth. . 

This absolute lack of self-consc10usness was most 
potent in overcoming Thorpe's natural reticence. 
He expanded to her. She carne to idol_ize him in .ª 
manner at once inspiring and touching m so beaut1· 
ful a creature. In him she saw refiected al! the lofty 
attractions of character which she herself possessed, 

384 

THORPE'S DREAM GIRL 

b~t of which she was entirely unaware. Through 
h1s words she saw to an ideal. His most trivial 
actions were ascribed to motives of a dignity which 
would have been ridiculous, if it had not been a 
li_ttle pa~etic. The woods-life, the striving of the 
p10neer kmdled her imagination. She seized upon 
the great facts of them and fitted those facts with 
reasons of her own. Her insight perceived the ad
venturous spirit, the battle-courage, the indomitable 
steadfastness which always in reality lie back of 
these men of the frontier to urge them into the life; 
and of them constructed conscious motives of con
duct. To her fancy the lumbermen, of whom Thorpe 
was one, were self-conscious agents of advance. 
They chose hardship, loneliness, the strenuous life 
because they wished to clear the way for a higher 
civilization. To her it seemed a great and noble 
sacrifice. She <lid not perceive that while all this is 
true, it is under the surface, the real spur is a desire 
to get on, and a hope of making money. For, 
strangely enough, she differentiated sharply the life 
and the reasons for it. An existence in subduing the 
forest was to her ideal; the making of a fortune 
through a lumbering firm she did not consider in the 
least important. That this distinction was most 
potent, the seque! will show. 

In al! of it she was absolutely sincere, and not at 
al~ stupid. She had always had al! she could spend, 
w1thout question. Money meant nothing to her, one 
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way or the other. If need was, she might have ex
perienced sorne difficulty in learning how to econo
mize but none at all in adjusting herself to the 
nece;sity of it. The material had become, in_ all 
sincerity, a basis for the spiritual. She recogmzed 
but two sorts of motives; of which the ideal, com· 
prising the poetic, the daring, the beautiful, were 
good; and the material, meaning the sord1d ~d 
selfish, were bad. With her the mere money-gettmg 
would have to be allied with sorne great and poetic 

excuse. 
That is the only sort of aristocracy, in the popular 

sense of the word, which is real; the only scorn of 
money which can be respected. 

There are sorne faces which symbolize to the be
holder many subtleties of soul-beauty which by _no 
other method could gain expression. Those subtle
ties may not, probably do not, exist in the posses~or 
of the face. The power of such a countenance hes 
not so much in what it actually represents, as in the 
suggestion it holds out to another. S~ often it is 
with a beautiful character. Analyze it carefully, 
and you will reduce it generally to absolute sim
plicity and absolute purity-two_ elements comm_on 
enough in adulteration; but place 1t ~aceto_ fac~ w1~h 
a more complex personality, and mmor:hke tt w1ll 
take on a hundred delicate shades of eth1cal beauo/, 
while at the same time preserving its own lofty sp1r· 

ituality. 

• 

THORPE'S DREA.M GIRL 

Thus. Hilda Farrand reflected Thorpe. In the 
clear mirror of her heart his image rested trans
figured. It was as though the glass were magic so 
tha_t the gross and material was absorbed and I~st 
wh1le the more spiritua] qualities reflected back. & 
the image was retained in its entirety, but ethereal-
1zed, refined. It is necessary to attempt, even thus 
famtly an_d inadequately, a sketch of Hilda's !ove, 
for a part1al understanding of it is necessary to the 
comprehension of what followed the moon of de
light. 

That moon saw a variety of changes. 
The bed of French Creek was cleared. Three of 

the roads were finished, and the last begun. So 
much for the work of it. 

~orton and Cary shot four deer between them, 
:,vh1ch was unpardonably against the law, caught fish 
m plenty, smoked two and a half pounds of tobacco 
and read half of one novel. Mrs. Cary and Mis; 
Carpenter walked a total of over a hundred miles 
bough~ twelve pounds of Indian work of ali sorts'. 
embro1dered the circle of two embroidery frames 
learned to paddle a birch-bark canoe, picked fiftee~ 
quarts of berries, and gained six pounds in weight. 
All the ~arty together accomplished five picnics, four 
explorat1ons, and thirty excellent camp-fires in the 
evemng. So much for the fon of it. 

. Littl~ Phi! disappeared utterly, taking with him 
h1s v10lm, but leaving his broken bow. Thorpe has 
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it even to this day. The lumbennan caused search 
and inquiry on all sides. The cripple was never 
heard of again. He had lived his. brief hour, taken 
his subtle artist's vengeance of m1splayed notes on 
the crude appreciation of men too co~rse-fibred t~ 
recognize it, brought together by the m1ght of sa~n
fice and consummate genius two hearts on the bnnk 
of misunderstanding;-now there was no further 
need for him, he had gone. So much for the tragedy 

of it. 
" 1 saw you long ago," said Hilda to T?orpe. 

"Long, long ago, when I ~as quite a young g1rl. I 
had been visiting in Detro1t, and was on my way all 
alone to catch an early train. y ou stood o~ the 
comer thinking, tall and straight and brown, w1th a 
weather-beaten old hat and a weather-beaten old 
coat and weather-beaten old moccasins, and such a 
proud, clear, undaunte? l~~ on your face. I have 
remembered you ever smce. 

And then he told her of the race to_ the La~d 
Office, while her eyes grew brighter and bngh~er w1th 
the epic splendor of the story. She told h1m_ that 
he had loved him from that moment-and believed 

~er telling; while he, the unsentimental leader of 
men, persuaded himself and her tha~ he had a~ways 
in sorne mysterious manner carned her image 
prophetically in his heart. So much for the love 

of it. 1· h Th In the last days of the month of de ig t orpe 
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received a second letter from his partner, which to 
sorne extent awakened him to the realities. 

"M d H ,,. "Ih d y ear arry, 1t ran. ave ma e a start-
ling discovery. The other fellow is Morrison. I 
have been a hlind, stupid dolt, and am caught nicely. 
Y ou can't call me any more names than I have al
ready called myself. Morrison has been in it from 
the start. By an accident I learned he was behind 
the fellow who induced me to invest, and it is he 
who has been hammering the stock down ever since. 
They couldn't lick you at your game, so they tackled 
me at mine. I'm not the man you are, Harry, and 
l've made a mess of it. Of course their scheme is 
?lain enough on the face of it. They're going to 
mvolve me so deeply that I will drag the finn clown 
with me. 

"If you can fix it to meet those notes, they can't 
d~ it. I have ample margin to cover any more de
clines they may he ahle to bring about. Don't fret 
about that. Just as sure as you can pay that sixty 
th?us~nd, just so sure we'll he ahead of the game at 
th1s time next year. For God's sake get a move on 
you, old man. If you don't-good Lord! The 
firm'll hust because she can't pay; I'II bust because 
I'II have to let my stock go on margins-it'll be an 
awful smash. But you'll get there, so we needn't 
worry. l've heen an awful fool, and !'ve no right 
to do the getting into trouble and leave you to 
the hard work of getting out again. But as part-
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ner I'm going to insist on your having a salary
etc." 

The news aroused all Thorpe's martial spirit. 
N ow at last the mystery surrounding Morrison & 
Daly's unnatural complaisance was riven. It had 
come to grapples again. He was glad of it. Meet 
those notes'? W el! I guess so! He' d show them 
what sort of a proposition they had tackled. Sneak
ing, underhanded scoundrels ! taking advantage of a 
mere boy. Meet those notes'? You bet he would; 
and then he' d go down there and boost those stocks 
until M. & D. looked like a last year's bird's nest. 
He thrust the letter in his pocket and walked buoy
antly to the pines. 

The two lovers sat there all the afternoon drink
ing in half sadly the joy of the forest and of being 
near each other, for the moon of delight was almost 
done. In a week the camping party would be break
ing up, and Hilda must return to the city. It was 
uncertain when they would be able to see each other 
again, though there was talk of getting up a winter 
party to visit Camp One in January. The affair 
would be unique. 

Suddenly the girl broke off and put her fingers to 
her lips. For sorne time, dimly, an intermittent and 
faint sound had been felt, rather than actually 
heard, Jike the irregular muffied beating of a heart. 
Gradually it had insisted on the attention. Now at 
last it broke through the film of consciousness. 
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"What is it '?" she asked. 
T~orpe listened. Then his face lit mightil with 

the JºY of battle. Y 
"M y axe-men," he cried. "They are cutting the 

road." 

A faint call echoed. Then without warning 
nearer at hand the sharp ring of an axe sounded 
through the forest. 
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