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DEDICATION

To my mother and father, first,
 and to all the family who derive their beginnings
 from the house that Jacob built. After that,
 to such as helped us build the old house again—

Merle Brown as boss, and then Horace Hildreth, John O’Connell, Mr. Fitzpatrick and Mr. Prout, Hubert A. Bowie, Ross Cook and Mr. Gunderson, Joe Miller, Joe Katula, Edward J. Dunn, Arthur Russell, Cleve and Theo Bickford, George Coombs and Harry Edgecomb, Wilbur Taylor, Brice Booker, Owen Gilman, Jess Goud, Harry Reid, George Dugas, Gaulin & Goff, Adrien Kinney, a man named Deland, Vance Harmon, Harry Parady, John Brownell, Jr., Kenneth Harriman, Dennis Polk, Fred Richard, Henry Morrison, Albert Dionne, Fernande Lavoie, John Pelkey, Charles Miller and Earl Pressy, Roland Leblanc, Richard Rines, Guy Morrill, Mike Borcsak, George Gamrat, John Hric, Herbert Hun-newell, Eugene Karkos, John Kushnir, John Ross, Leon Leblond, Richard Poulin, Paige Rand, Stanley Parker, Arthur Burt, Francis Soucie, Peter Sachin, Alwin Emerson and Sylvio Desjardins, Charles Cushman, Ralph Gould of Cape Elizabeth, Twaddle 8c Mitchell, Robert Hyde, Russell Stevens, John Janosco and Richard Kochis, Harry Wile and George Wile, Harold Littlefield, Douglas Brown, Mikey Woitko, Fred Rand and the Town of Lisbon for a cement mixer, John G. Hardy and Alexander G. Clapper, Ben and Ridie Wells, Jim Brown, and Dick and Polly Saunders, all well skilled in the arts and architecture. And Jacob Gould himself, who gave us a brick and a footscraper, and drew the designs on his trestle-board, and taught us that save the Lord build the house, they labor in vain that build it.

J. G.

Lisbon Falls, Maine

1947
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OUR laddie was born in March, the night the house burned down. We have never felt this was an ideal combination. Around midnight my wife poked me and said it was time to take her to the hospital, so we headed out into a late spring snowstorm to become parents. We didn’t waken Uncle Timothy, but we should have. Things went all right, and I was just starting back to the farm to wake him with the glad tidings when he came walking into the hospital with his nightshirt tucked into his pants.

“You’re a new uncle!” I called at him, and he said, “We just lost our house.”

About two o’clock somebody pounded outside his window with a board and got him out. The sheds and the back end of the house were already gone. These old Maine farmhouses go off like a box of matches when they start. Uncle tried to call us, but the fire had spread so he had time only to jump out the window. He grabbed all the clothes in one closet and heaved them out the window, grabbed a strongbox off his table with some money and papers, and began to climb out on top of the clothes. Then he remembered the way people do during a fire, and turned to catch up two important treasures.

One was the Passenger Pigeon feather bed he slept on. Passenger Pigeons flew in clouds to darken the sun when this farm was first cleared, and we had this old feather-tick made from their breast plumage. Uncle Timothy never could sleep on anything else, and used to fluff it up every morning by himself. So he grabbed it off the bed and tossed it out on top of the clothes. Then he couldn’t remember what the other treasure was, and he grabbed up instead an old Edison phonograph with a big horn on it and hove that out on top of the feather bed. With flames licking his Cal Coolidge nightshirt, he then jumped out on the phonograph and smashed it all to pieces.

That was all he saved.

He didn’t worry about my wife and me when he saw the automobile was gone. I was parking it near the mailbox so we wouldn’t get snowed in, and its absence meant just one thing. He got Mattie Mason to drive him down to the hospital, and we pooled our respective joys and sorrows. The fact is that Uncle Tim was so glad to have a new nephew he forgot all about the fire. The old farm needed a boy, he had reminded us ever since we came home married, and he worked almost every type of casual conversation around neatly to the subject of male progeny. We didn’t dare to have a girl. Uncle had a boy’s room all fixed up for him, with toys enough to last him ten years. He went around most of the time saving up things to tell the boy about.

So Uncle acted as if the loss of a set of buildings was the merest trifle in a lifetime of top-notch joy. It was graying off in the east when we got back to the farm, and the firemen were loading up their hose. A reporter from the Journal was there, and he asked about insurance and if we were going to rebuild.

“Give us two weeks,” Uncle Timothy said, “and we’ll have a roof over the baby’s head.”

It was more than two weeks, of course, and we had rather a miserable time of it for a while. But that was going on six years ago, and it doesn’t look so bad from here. But we did lay up a log cabin in a very short time, without sparing the horses. A cabin is an easy and quick way to get walls up, and a couple of thousand feet of boards will go a long ways. It was a one-room affair, and was only a makeshift to bridge the gap between houses. The gap grew to five years.

Uncle Timothy left us during that time. He decided he needed a vacation, he said, and he packed all the new clothes he bought into a new suitcase we had given him, and he went off on a prolonged visit to all his nieces, nephews, cousins, and other relations we hadn’t heard about. The lad grew to school age without the old fellow to guide him, and while it may have been just as well, it was too bad all the same.

It was about the middle of May when we had the cabin ready to live in, with probably as excellent a set of household properties as ever graced a log cabin. None of this back-to-nature business with us, we had class. Into the one-room cabin we crowded an electric refrigerator, washing machine, sewing machine, radio, vacuum, rotary ironer, and all the other conveniences we could stuff. We had the beds built overhead in one end, to allow use of the space beneath. For five years the thing we wanted next was always under something else.

The plans for our new home-to-be began to take shape that summer, and we planned to start logging the next winter and get the boards stuck in the front field so the drying spring winds would season them. A year hence, barring the unforseen, we’d be in a house again. We sent out orders for plumbing, bought the windows, and then descended the clouds of war. It was five years before we stuck an ax in the second-growth pine of our far woodlot.


 

IF you put a Maine woman in a log cabin for five or six years, she gets delusions of grandeur—and the size of the house she wants taxes the whole township beyond all reason. It was so two hundred years ago when pioneer farmers got around to framing a dwelling. It was so in 1946 when World War II came to what was commonly considered an end. My great-grandfather built a house in 1780; I built one in 1946. It is, to all intents and purposes, the same house. I know what he went through.

Great-grandmother dwelt in a log cabin, a one-room affair laid up from old-growth pine. She had two children, and after a few seasons she began to promote something a little more suited to her needs. I can tell you just what she said, and just what he did. My wife had her log cabin and two children just like Great-grandmother. Then, just like Great-grandmother, she began to promote a dwelling more suited to her needs.

Washington Irving called such a house a “Yankee Farmer’s Shingle Palace.” Here in Maine we call them “Woman Killers.” You lay out about fourteen rooms on a sheet of builder’s paper, and plan accordingly. In 1780 my Great-grandfather had untouched stands of virgin pine and spruce. In 1946 I had twenty-five acres of second-growth lumber almost as good as his. In 1780 he was burdened by the scarcity of pioneer days—he made his own bricks, nails, doors. He built the house with more sweat than wit. In 1946 I had all the lumber sawed and ready. But I also had a perverted kind of United States government to contend with—a government which no doubt had its supporters, but which had long ago forgotten the pioneer qualities that sired it, and which felt extremely little sentiment toward an old Jacob Gould of the Bowdoin Grant in the Androscoggin River Valley, and cared less that he once built the finest home in town. So I had to build my house with more wit than sweat, and began construction under the helpful regulation that no man can nail his own boards together unless he has complied with all political amenities in a book as thick as the butt log of a century-old oak.

Once, back before the fire destroyed it, I stood in the old house Great-grandfather built and admired his spirit, effort, accomplishment and success. Now, standing in the front hall of my own new home, I think I see the admiring shade of old Jacob bowing at me with respect, and lifting his hat in a gesture of submission. “Son,” he is saying, “I was a piker.”

He really wasn’t, of course, but he probably would admire accomplishment himself, and it is true that his old “bee-hive” house, once burned, stands again on the old foundation, and his great-great-grandchildren are wiping their muddy bare feet on the same foot-scraper he once set in a block of granite by the back door. Whatever pioneer lessons he gave to our beginnings have been renewed, symbolically, and the sun that once shone in his wide kitchen windows to warm a spot on the pine floor for the stub-tailed cat is again shining through wide windows, and another stub-tailed cat lies there asleep after lapping the froth from new-poured milk.

Dimensionally, the old house had certain measurements that the family could remember to the inch. We had two good photographs of it. It was nothing to draw the reproduction plans. But an old Maine farmhouse is not wholly a thing of dimensions, and carpenters can only build so far. When they finished we had a house. Some like it and some don’t. But when we moved in we took with us certain effects the carpenters never thought about—we took with us the legends and traditions since 1780 and earlier, we moved in with a dose of make-believe that wasn’t as far fetched as some might think.

Dimensionally, Great-grandfather built his house thirty-five feet square, this being the most economical shape for the maximum of interior floor and wall space. He added an ell that eventually reached out some seventy-five feet and ended in a rural convenience that was almost too far away to take seriously. Great-grandfather’s house was predicated on the utility of a chamber vessel, and he had quantities of them at vantage points. Such utensils were not socially taboo then as they are now, and were not taken lightly as a subject of laughter. There was one old china combinet in the spare chamber that, taboo or not, was a favorite with all, and I wish we had it today.

What we do have today, of course, is a fine bathroom on the second floor, with a lesser one off the summer kitchen, and our ell is that much shorter. Our ell is really fifty feet long, with its cellar scientifically constructed as a vegetable and apple storage space. Under the house itself, still thirty-five feet square, we have a cemented basement that is much larger than we need. Great-grandfather’s was never big enough on account of his chimney. The chimney he built was twelve feet square at the base, and gave him room for eight fireplace flues, including a double chimney for the big kitchen fireplace and the dutch oven. Each fireplace had its own flue, and by the time the chimney reached the rooftree it was cunningly brought together compactly. He burned the bricks himself, digging the clay from the brook just below us. One of his old bricks, saved when the house burned, is set into our new living room heato-later fireplace conforming to the tradition that something old should be built into each new home. It is a better brick than those we bought.

The inside of our home is modern. We have air conditioning, aluminum windows, indirect lighting, insulation, and all the other triumphs of construction. But when you drive up the hill past our lower orchard, the house you see is just like the one that burned. It has “six-over-six” windows, red paint, square central chimney, and the identical sunburst over the wide batten door. Great-grandfather, if he could walk up by the Northern Spy tree, would think sure it was his house. We like to think it is, too, and we aren’t displeased with it because modern architecture belittles its lines.

Incidentally, the stub-tailed cat is a tradition. Uncle Timothy cussed cats with long tails because it took them so long to go through a door. In a Maine winter, we like a cat that gets in or out quick.


 

UNCLE Timothy never got to see the new house. He was no hand to write letters, but he got hopping mad if we didn’t send him regular reports on the construction. His staying away from the old farm after the fire was sheer love, and his own idea. He felt he’d be in the way, and was more help absent. It did no good to write that we wanted him home.

He did have a hand in the work, even more than the dimensions he remembered for us. We built the house so Uncle Timothy would have his place in it. In time to come somebody may notice that the stairs are easy for an old body to climb. That the back stairway lets you out to do chores without waking everybody in the place. That the shop is laid out for puttering of the sort Uncle did, and that the furnace doesn’t heat it. The shop has a ramdown stove, the kind Uncle Timothy would require. A stove you can spit in, he would have said. Not that he made too much of this freedom, but people do sometimes, and the principle is sturdy. A family with an Uncle Timothy wouldn’t build a house he didn’t agree with.

He was eighty-seven years old, and not a thing the matter with him. He said there wasn’t, and so I know. A great many people in our family have died without ever having anything the matter with them. They get along in the prime of life, crowding ninety, and one morning they just don’t wake up. Great-grandfather stayed until he was ninety-four, mostly because he was so busy he couldn’t stop. He was hoeing corn one morning, and he came up to dinner saying the sun seemed to bother him more than common, and he thought he’d lie down and wait for the afternoon to cool a bit before he went back. His weary old body gratefully took repose on the kitchen couch, and all at once the family realized he was done with farming. It wasn’t any great surprise, they simply became aware that the old man had slept off into the eternity awaiting him.

The passing of the old folks in a family like ours is always anticipated, particularly by the old folks. As a boy, it worried me to hear Grandfather tell about, “after I’m gone.” He had no worries about it that I could see, he was just planning ahead so everything would be in good order when he got through. Our old folks had good lives, rich with their own doings—they lived seriously in their own sweat and by their own devices. It is good for a family to have old folks like that. Hardly any of ours ever had a last lingering illness. Most of them died on full stomachs. There was one old fellow, a half-brother to somebody away back, who ate six hard-boiled eggs just before he went to bed, and nobody felt the repast occasioned the demise. There was a lot of belief that “his time had come,” as no doubt it had. It could be comforting that one’s life was important enough to merit individual treatment in the celestial scoring.

Uncle Timothy was a lot like that. He was our last link with our ancient past, and having him at home with us was like having roots in the living water. It was our good luck that he was liberal, and didn’t hang to the old things just because he got brought up that way. He was loyal to the old things that were good and abiding, but not hidebound. He was overjoyed when I drove home our first tractor, and he set out at once to sell the team. There was no remorse at the parting, save the crocodile tears he shed before prospective customers to show his grief at parting with such a fine pair. He did, though, keep a light horse to ride behind, and he detested automobiles. “Goes too fast,” he’d say. “Makes you miss out on things to see. Nobody’s in that much hurry.”

He was never in a hurry. He couldn’t stand people who were “right out straight,” or “all heifered up.” I never knew him to squabble with anybody, except for the legitimate differences arising from trade. “Life’s too short.” And he never played, as people think of playing. He took his enjoyment from doing things, and he liked all kinds of work. He used to say, “I hoe when I rest.” The change of pace refreshed him, and he never felt the need of turning from work to take up some purely relaxing play.

The enjoyment he took from things he did was a kind of play, of course, and while he got it from the generations before, I’m glad we had him to pass the lessons along to us. Uncle Timothy’s store of natural information was largely my source. I remember one spring he told of a partridge drumming, and a year later when I had forgotten about it he took me up in the woods to show me one in action. It is easily one of the finest sights in nature, and he had gone to hunt one up just for me. He showed me how to find a Bob-o-link nest. “The bird runs about ten feet before he flies up—look where he flies from, and then walk the circle and you’ll find it. He first showed me a squirrel coming down a maple to drink from a sap spile, and showed how the squirrels sometimes chew a maple limb so they can have a sweet drink.

He read a lot, but didn’t have any “taste.” One thing was the same as another, except that he held fast what was good. He could talk about anything so folks would listen. His entire schooling was nine lovely months. He started when he was three; his sister was going, so why shouldn’t he? He trotted behind her up to the Ridge School and stayed most of September. Then he stopped going until the next September, and every year after that he put in his Septembers attending school. At twelve he was accused of making advances at the teacher, which was just one of his stories, and was expelled. We know, however, that he learned more than some of the boys who got promoted, and after that he worked around the farm until he married Aunt Sarah.

Uncle Timothy never directed any of his talents in directions the great world applauds. His knowledge of human nature might have made him a great statesman. With his ability to dicker anybody could have been a great international banker. He was away ahead of his time in knowledge of farming, and the scientific agronomists who write books today merely make me think of Uncle Tim, who said the same things more understandably a generation ago. When I was a lad he harrowed in buckwheat and rye and explained it to the neighbors so he had most of them doing it.

Uncle Timothy needed children, but he never had any. Our boy was his life’s biggest moment, and he had felt so sure of a boy that he started a bank account under the right name, “So’s’t he can go to college.” Even the college was a settled detail, because Great-grandfather had bought his land from Governor James Bowdoin, and you don’t just up and ignore a connection like that.

After Aunt Sarah died—they always told me she was puny and ailing but the world’s greatest stoic—Uncle Tim struck out and wandered around. He went most everywhere and tried a number of things. He made some money, but he said nobody knew how to bake beans and what with one thing and another he wanted to come home all the time. He’d stay around and then wander again, but after I got old enough to be company he came back for good.

After the fire he’d come back to visit us now and then for a few days, sleeping on a couch. The loss of the old home was a great hurt on his soul, and I think he felt he’d never live here again. He knew the dimensions of every room to the inch and figured how many stringers we’d need, and how long. He talked about coming back, but during those years things were too much in the future. He didn’t get to know the lad too well, either—his visits were too infrequent and the boy was at that age. The last time he was home, the spring before we started building, he walked the lad up along by the pond and cut him a willow whistle. Uncle Timothy’s eyes were red and swollen when he came back leading the lad by the hand. He said he blew so hard on the thing his eyes popped, but everybody knows there are tears to cutting a boy his first willow whistle and it’s nothing to be ashamed of.

After the house started we wrote him every week— long letters that named each board and counted all the nails. We drew sketches, and sent sticks with samples of paint on them. It was approaching home-coming time, and we had just sent a splotch of the red ochre and oil for the clapboards. The Shining Light Club had already held its shower and sent my wife home with a big basket of pretty things for the bathroom.

Uncle Timothy simply went to bed that night and never got up in the morning. They shipped him home to us, and the family gathered again in the little Free Will church and we went through the formalities. Perhaps there was a plan to it, and the older generations gave us only the stories and traditions to live with us in the new house. We don’t even know which room would have been Uncle Tim’s, because we were going to let him pick his own. He lies up under the maples and pines on top of the hill—a spot he chose for himself long ago, and one that I like myself as well as any.


 

MOST people Oh and Ah when they hear we built our house from lumber we cut on our own farm. What’s wonderful about this, I don’t know— it strikes me it is the best way to do it, and a lot of people are going houseless just because they didn’t acquire a woodlot when we did. As far as I know the only lumber ever bought and brought onto this farm is whatever clapboards the place has needed. And I guess we didn’t really buy them, because you can always swap pine boards for clapboards. But nobody around here has ever had a clapboard mill, and it was handier to buy them all made from away. We bought the clapboards on the new house back before the war when we were getting ready, and had them laid away in the barn before we started cutting timber.

The Eastern White Pine native with us is one of the nicest woods to work, but in late years it has taken a back seat to the lumbers from the west. It is legend here that in the colonial days the tallest of our pines were marked with the broad arrow of the King, whatever that meant, and were thus saved for masts for the Royal Navy. I imagine Great-grandfather didn’t care much whether the King had a sail on his boats or not, and soon after he came up here he began whacking pines down as if they were weeds. He wanted fields to plow, and clearing land was hard work. To make it easier he burned most of the wood off, and in that way untold thousands of feet of beautiful board timber went up in smoke. Those old pines, which were called punkin pines, had aged a-standing until the wood was mellow and cheesy, and anybody who has ever whittled into a punkin to make a Halloween lantern will know why they were called punkin pines. It is no story that men could jump a yoke of oxen onto the stumps of those old trees, and turn them in a circle without their stepping off.

What they did was cut the trees down, and twitch the logs into piles. The piles were burned, the fires lasting for weeks, and after that they went along in the embers and poked seeds down with sticks. The pre-heated land was rich and crops were abundant. A few stumps had to be burned and pulled, and a year later they would plow. Burning a stump is quite a job, but can be done if you know how. Having a fire around it won’t work —you have to build a fire on top, and then lay a pole across the blaze. Anybody with a fireplace knows that one stick will go out, but two will burn. So they kept a pole on top of the stump and this eventually burned a slot down into the ground, thus leaving the stump divided. It was easier to yank it out then.

Another trick of Great-grandfather’s was to let the wind blow his trees down. He would cut nearly through a tree, but spare the exertion of going all the way. Then he would cut nearly through the next, and so on down the side of the hill. One day when the wind was right he would fell the first tree all the way, and it would start an avalanche. A good wind would sometimes take down the whole side hill, just as the first domino will tip over a whole row. It took a wind to do it right, but we always had plenty of wind.

Great-grandfather’s logging took care of our original set of buildings and cleared what he needed for a farm. When Grandfather came along he cleared a couple more fields, and then specialized in cordwood until the old barn burned back after the Civil War. He had to get out lumber then for a new one, and he cleaned up all the old-growth stuff we had. Since that time we have been using what is known as second-growth—pine that runs from seventy-five to one hundred twenty-five years old, some a little older. It isn’t as mellow a wood as the first-growth, but it runs fairly clear, and gives us what modern folks like best of all—knotty pine. In the old days carpenters around here would throw a board away if it had a knot in it, and some of the old time carpenters still turn their noses up a bit if you show them knotty wood. But since knots came into style our second-growth lumber has gone up in value, although I still like to work with clear wood and sell the knots.

When Grandfather was in his eighties, the last time he logged our woods, he didn’t join in the work much because of his age, but he bossed the job and did his part by sharpening tools and seeing that the limb wood was cleaned up. He did drive the first load to the sawmill, and gave the whole village a thrill. He had picked up a pair of heavy horses for hauling the logs and was all set to take advantage of the first snow. The afternoon it started storming he rolled on ten or fifteen nice board logs and had everything ready for the moming. But during the night it rained, and by morning everything was a glare of ice. The wind shifted northerly and it turned cold at sun-up.

Grandfather would never put a team anywhere he wouldn’t go himself, and as he never saw any place he wouldn’t go, he soon had the horses hitched in and was on his way to mill with the first load.

The horses were fresh-calked; so they dug in gingerly as they started down off the Ridge, but shortly the load crowded them and they trotted a bit to keep ahead until they got down on level going. Grandfather, with the lines lengthened out to the last hole, sat on top the topmost log about seventeen feet in the air and snuggled inside his buffalo coat. The wind was bitter after the storm, but it was warm in where he was, and being as he was Grandfather and able to take his ease where he found it, he dropped off to sleep before he came to the village.

He was still asleep when he got there and remained asleep while he passed through it. The storekeepers were all out in the early morning chipping ice off their steps and putting salt on the sidewalks. They all had creepers on, and now and then a joyous shout would go up as this one or that one forgot himself for a minute and had to crawl indoors where he could find a purchase for standing up again.

At about this time Grandfather, unknowingly, had arrived at the slight down-grade that runs by the stores on Main street at the Falls, and the horses, feeling the coasting weight on their breechings, realized it was time to trot again or be run down. So they broke into a carefree canter and presently galloped by Fred Crosman’s furniture store. Fred looked up and saw all the white pine logs in Maine sliding on the bias into his front window of dining-room pieces and crockery, and hid his face in his arms. But just then the tugs caught up and the team felt the collars tighten on their shoulders, and the load of logs was twitched back into line and off toward Roberts’s.

Mr. Roberts, stabbing at ice on his stoop, retreated inside and suggested the clerks take to the rigging, after which he left the premises by a back window and waited for the building to collapse. But the tugs tightened again, and Grandfather snoozed on as the team straightened the load out and alternately threatened the shopkeepers the whole length of the street. They trotted on into the woolen mill yard without touching a thing, negotiated a sharp turn, and brought up at a walk on the bridge over the Androscoggin. The hollow noise of the bridge awakened Grandfather and he was pleased to find himself agreeably refreshed by his nap. He soon had the logs on the mill brow, and was dickering for a better saw price on account of the quantity of work he was to have done.

Some of the storekeepers, when I’m around, tell me about that morning even yet. They relate that they sat in their stores all day quaking with the thought of what missed them, and it was so slippery around town that nobody ventured in to trade all day.

There’s a good story about Grandfather’s logs, because he didn’t get them sawed right away. He noticed the mill wasn’t running that morning he came in, and then he found out they didn’t have any saw. The man seemed reluctant to go into details, but the truth was he’d be shut down some little time for repairs, and Grandfather came home without finding out just why.

Well, the night before the storm, a big crowd had gone across the river to serenade a young couple that had been married. They don’t do that much here now, but in the old days no wedding was over until the serenades had come and gone and the happy couple had been privileged to feed them. This couple had a house over at Crosman’s Corner, next the school, and the party formed at the Falls and walked over there to take place. It was a brisk winter evening with the fulling moon much in evidence, and they came to the foot of Kezarville Hill. This hill today is as much of a hill as it was then, although some of our roads have been widened and straightened to impress the tourists. The hill starts down by the river and twists back and forth on itself until it gets to the flat land above the river valley, and then the road runs straight to Crosman’s Corner. The hill is maybe two hundred yards lengthwise, but it takes more time than that because of the curves, and it seems a mile when you walk up it.

Particularly on a winter night before the days of sanding the roads. Kezarville Hill was a glare of ice. The party struggled up, the boys helping the girls, and more than one slipped and fell. Horace Hodgdon had a worse time than anyone else, because he was carrying the big circular saw from the lumber mill. Everybody else had pans to beat and horns to blow and bells to ring, but Horace had brought the saw and a machinist’s hammer. When the serenade started he anticipated a lot of fun. A circular saw has tonic qualities the jive orchestra business has neglected. When you whack one a good clip it will respond wonderfully, and people ten miles away will curse the day you were born. It will ring for weeks. In lumber camps they sometimes hang one up for a dinner gong, and when the cook pounds it with a long-handled blacksmith’s maul it seldom causes any confusion among the lumberjacks as to whether or not they heard it. Horace is remembered around here as not being wholly bright, but this time he certainly had a gem of an idea, and he was correct in thinking this addition to the serenade would be worth the extra effort it took to bring it.

When it was time to go they all started back for the Falls with Horace on behind and the saw on a stick over his shoulder. Having served in the serenade, it must now be taken back to the mill for use on the morrow.

At the top of Kezarville Hill the party stopped and the girls tittered and waited for somebody else to start off on the slippery descent. Somebody said it was too bad they didn’t have Davey Brackett’s bob-sled and they could all ride down. This gave Horace an idea. He laid the saw down, sat on it, and hunched himself forward into a start.

The saw and Horace went about thirty feet in graceful and enjoyable style. Horace waved back gaily. The folks at the top of the hill cheered and laughed, and then the saw coasted around the corner and Horace was gone behind the firs by the roadside.

On the next turn he came into sight again, but he was going much faster and the saw was about ten feet off the ground. He turned the corner again and was gone, but when he came into sight again sometimes the saw was ahead and sometimes Horace was, and Horace was displeased either way and said so. The rest of the slide was in plain sight all the way, and although Horace ran on ahead for a short space the saw was under him when it hit a
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