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: It must have in 1908 that Jack and Sheila Hannison came to Milltown
" looking for a place to settde ". They created quite a stir ;11 e guiet little lumber
$68RIBASEEB5455T868586 town, where bheme—hed—been no settlers,since the dayg, of the
pioneers. The tide of B#$$$84 immigration -- in full flow in those spaciousAda;EJ;- :
ignored the Atlantic porvinces as if they did not exist, seeking the prairgées and the
fabulous " wide open spaces ! $Hib b et endikddsineds the Golden West of novels and
megazines. dack Hannison was then about twenty three, a slim good-looking fellow with
$683 guep-eyes-end aneat blond moustache. There was a touch of ice about him ,reflected
in his eves, whiehewese grey like the colour of Wie river ice that has been darkened
by ahg‘spring sun . He was f@iressed in what some London outfitter considered the proper
thing for Canada, a quaént garb more suitable to Greenland than the kindly climate of:
sotherh Nova Scotia, and his trunks were packed with other properties equally incongruous.
With his strange clothes, his accent, his impersonal smile and aloof manner he was an
object of Pine County interest in his own right. In combination with Sheila he was 2
sensation. How shall I describe Sheila Hannison ? It is more than twenty B years
since she went away from Eight Mile House for ever, but her loveliness, the rich 1lilt
of her 1aughter; the instinctive grace of her every movement and gesture, her gay
courage that was like a flame wikhin, these are still an ache in the heart. I was in
love with her,— t callow youth in Milltown was not ? -- an&—cne%rén—ﬁhenpee%&o—mooﬁ
that comes-with-puspy—ltove—I-told=h “she“wasziﬁke—aa§%5§§§;$anager, that.lowely -bird
of $h§;§outh which Sometimes. sirays—to=our forest anbﬂ ivens_the sembdpe shadows with a
flash of bright wings and~z—Hide <chirrap-of -gong.

" Squire " #ééfiEdd¢ Barpington took them into his rambling Dutch~-colonial
house on the slo#pe overlooking the river, for therewas no hotel in Milltown in those
days, and tried to talk them out of their magnificent ideas. They wanted " a section
of forest land " where they could " chop out " a farm, with " a bit of a stream % for
preference, and it had to be " well removed " from the settlement. There were good farms
for sale in the northern part of Pine County, ¥#k. Barrington told them. Here in the
southern district the land was rocky with intervals of clay bottom where water settled
and swamps flourished, and 4 weZ covered with a dense growth of pine, hemlock, oak
beech and birch em €he uplands) and black spruce, red maple and hackmatack’ b= the bogs.
It was, he told’ them bIuntly, " the devil's own job to clear, and hell tq cultivate."
He wasted his breath, of course. B4$$88 Hack Hannison's firm mouth grew tighter the
longer Baring argued, and at last, inspired perhaps by %hae remembered talk of geured
misfits returning to England, he accused the ~"Squire" of " not wanténg strangers here."
014 Baring bristled, for hospitality is not more sacred in the Arabian desert than in
Pine County; and the quiet accusation, uttered in an accent which Baring dimly associated
with " dudes ", 1laid a foundation for the Milltown belief that Hannison was " one of
those "who-are-yourdamn-you # Englishmen.”

Sheila melted the old man's $#@8$ uprush of anger with one of her quick smiles,
and Baring leaned back in his great leather morris~chair, starihg out over the houses
clustered about the saw-mills on the river bank, and said, " Strangers are always
welcome here, mister. I'm just tryin' to save you some of the misery that my own
ancestors chose for themselves. They came $6358$45$84$$8 from New England to Nova Scotia
in 1760, not long after the Acadians had been driven out. They might have gone up
Fundy Bay an' teken up some of the rich dyke lands left empty by the Acadians -- they
might have gone 'most anywhere, same as you -- but here they came. They were towns-folk
lookin' for a better way of life somewhere handy to the seaboard, for they didn't
fancy the inland wilderness. They didn't know any more about farmin' than I reckon you
know, and for two generations they broke their hearts and backs tryin' to till this
sour rocky lend of ours. Look at the stone walls they built around these little fields
with the rubble they dragged aside,——f%ur foot thick an' shoulder high, ton upon ton
of it, an' a drop of sweat in every ounce. An' the wpmen -- go down and-Lajee-adeak BU
the old buryin' ground, gister, an' take a look at the dates on the tombstones.

Hardly a woman got past the age of forty -- most of 'em died off in the twenties an'
thirties, workin' 'emselevs to death. That's what I'm comin' at, mister. You're a
man that uses plain talk an' I'll give you a plain answer. If you want to go in these
woods an' break your back tryin' to make a farm out o' land that God meant for growin'
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timber -~ that's your own funeral an' you can do your own mournin'. But your wife -
Hannison was about to say something hot at this point tut Sheila cut in
swiftly with some disarming remark and the upshot of the whole matter was that they
boucht 2 section of timber land " well removed " from Milltown op the old post road
vhitch~ran—-sorosa~the~revinceoto Fort Royal. They built their home near the eight-mile
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ﬁaqztnxthe post road, a crude Roman numeral chiseled in a roadside boulder by pioneers
a

to the northern district. Apparently Hannison had geome money, for he

hired carpenters #H#id#f¢#masons and plasterergs in Milltown and set about building
the place which every traveller came to know as ikt Mile House. It was not a large
house by any means, perhaps thirty feet by twenty five on the ground fldor, rising to
2 half story upstairs, with £$8$88p568$028368586855888 1ittle dormmrs peering from the
steep shingled xpof. Jack Hannison had set his heart on some sort of English cottage,
but the di?kiﬁéié&“bf expressing a brick-and-stone idea in terms of W00l ptmmaibamber] |
and the further difficulty of conveying his notions to the Milltown carpenters, who
were used to the simple colonial architecture, finally persuaded him to fall in with
Sheila and a house in the style of tgchqppprx}LaTbghgg}}§~were hewn from logs of red
pine, cut near the site, but the wh”ft"e“p'izié beam¢’, the hemlock Joists andbeEas,
the birch flooring and the spruce singles were hauled in ox-teams from the saw-mills at
Milltown. With its great central chimney, its white painted clapboards, its windows
flankgpwith ornamental green shutters, its little portico over the front door, ,Eight
Mile House was, to all outward appearance an c¥naey-dwelling such as you giyqéee
anywhere in tde’d158¢ vowns of-the Atiantic serboardfron-New-York—to Newfoundiend.
Inside there wisea differenmes. The dining room , for instance was panelled in natural
pine, a thing unheard of at that time. There was room containing a built-in tin bath,
at which the Milltown workmen marvelled. As far as I know it was the second permanent
bathroom in the Milltown districtﬂ*lt seems absurd to think that only thirgxiyears ago
the hip-bath on the bedroom floor or a wash-tub in the kitchen constituteé;the'sole
batning facilities of urban as well as rural PinesyCounty.3espds The world does move.

There were fireplaces in two bedrooms and, a*huge oak-mantelled cave, in the big
living room. The carpenters told him that the fireplaces would not heat the place in
zero weather, that he would have to install stoves, and then the yawning fireplaces
must be covered to prevent the escape of precious heat. But he wes obdurate, and those
who were privileged afterwards to sit bezggégéﬂgt might ii%iaﬁaggek fire, blazing
with four foot maple and beech logs erd, to admit,that 1 wax a " darned sight
morg cheerful than a Franklin, and = warm as a stove." The kitchen occupied the

: f Eight Mile House, and wison premidedcreat windows facing south and
west, so %hat the room in which Sheila $§§38 spen@ much of her day would get a maximum
of sunshine. It was a pleasant place, even in winter when the sun describing its low
arc in the southern sky filled the room with light and even a sense of warmth. I have
stoad in the kitchen of Eight Mile House gpgggﬂgﬁday in Pebruary when the thermometer
shagnk 8683H under, the zero mark, and felt the afternoon sun on my face as if it were
Spring. But I was 2z then and in love with Sheila Hannison and perhaps it was the
light and glow that she herself diffused. I can see her now, holding fifrth some new
triumph of cookery in a spoon or upona fork for our taste, and watching us with
enormous brown eyes as if her life's happiness depended on the verdict.

The house was about seventy five yards removed from the westerly side of the
post-road, &gy this you mey gauge Jack Hannison's aloofness, for traffic on the
road was limited to the teamsters hauling goods to the nqQrthern district mercahnts
from Millton, a dozen wagons a week perhaps, and in winter the sleds of a\ﬁgy lumbermen.
Later he set out an aga}e orchard between the house and the road, but thatééfter e
breaking-up bee, 'whith—amepa: : AT an-bing.g : > pime convinced
Jack Hannison that the worX of men was still at his door. Thirty years ago the bee was
ct#®% a thriving institution in Pine County, It=exists-ebill,but only in the~remote

Fad#%#49€S.an inheritance from the pioneers. There were various bees. When a
young couple started'on their own’there was a ?ising bee, attended by men women and
children from mides of countryside. The men bréﬁght tools -- every man his own carpenter
ia-t105e™eeys -- and the necessary lumber $8#8 on ox-wagons, and there was a day of
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~furious labour. A small house might be put up #é#d¥ in a single bee, or " raised " %0 a



.~ point where the young husband could finish off according to his fancy. In the evening
there would be singing and dancing -- games only in the Hard-shel]l Baptist sections --
and a great feast of home-made wine and pastry, —And when the young house-holder began
to clear land for crops -or-pasture thére would be 2 breaking-uspjbee, at whigh a small
army of men boys and oxen fell ;pdé the roug@,lgna with axe, say, peayy, s ne-boat and
ggub-hoe and mattock. Legs that might be e0ld to the sawmill were dregced aside and
yarded to await winter and gogd sledding; thé clear hafdwood fves hatled Ao tHe batk of
the hduse, wWisr#l#t for fueiég;nd all the Amall, twisted and rotten wogd was piled in
greatf heaps and burned. Hea teams of oxen were yoked to# the stumps. ' There was keen
riva between groups to see wio could cubt. burn and stump the most trees in a day.
Boulder up to blasting size were dragged aside .

If a man fell sick in spring-time there was $R$8$8$ $ﬁ$‘g ploughin bee or a planting bee;
and in the Fall he would ## awakengg one morning lﬁddéérdwééd bee in full blast outside,
and see a winter's su ply of fuel cut, sawn and piléd in his wood-shed vefore dark.

A few &S after Eight Mile House received its gleaming coat of white paint,

with 2 light and cheerful green on doors, window-frames and shutters, there was a

hubbub on the post-road and the Hannisons beheld a ¥eekingsup bee approaching their

domain. The country folk were 2 bit shy of these exotic strangers but the ancient custom

wasgagzqmg_be set aside [ightly? Jack Hamnison came out on his doorstep as the 32

pulYed up beside the house and asked curtly, " What's this, may I ask 7 "

The clamour subsided.(" Breakin'-~up bee ™-Someone saidWAn the hush

.regarded them with an amazed anger, as if he 8§ found himself in the presence o K7,

s bprglarjsﬂe did not know what to say. They explained; awkwardly, even defensively.

Whe@#ﬁg'understood, Hannison was disposed to order thep off, for he clearly megarded
the ‘whole thing as an impertinence; but as usual it was Sheila whose intuition and

disarming smile melted the rising resentment of both husband and visitors.

% Oh Jack, how kind ! " Her voice had that music in tt. She seized his arm

and swept him down tthe steps amongst them crying, " How nice to find so many friends, so

soon." Shella was a born politicien. She shook hands, memorized names and faces,

patted ehildren, with just the right glow for the women end just the right impersonal

1little smile for the men, .and insisted the women should come in and see every part of

Eight Mile House while thé@en laboured outside.

Jock Hannison took his axe and fell to with the men, working with the
energy of a man pessessed, as if dgtevrIWe®- to show that he was quite capable of taking
cere of himself. He was capable enough physically. When you watched Jack Hannison in
movement you watched an athlete and knew it. But after a time he was glad to take ®
example from the Pine County men, whose unhurried axe-strokes fell so surely and
cleanly, with rhythm of swing and economy of effort. % Squire " Baring was there with
his three sturdy sons and two yoke of oxen. Hannison went over tosdliSen and reminded him
pleasently of his statement about the impossibilty of farming in the Pine County woods.
Baring's kindly smile stirred his broad face. " Sure. We break up land hereabouts for
garden plots an' pastures. Always have. But not for real farmin', son. 'Course, mebbe
we've got the wrong slant on this thing. Mebbe you can show us somethin'. Man's never
too 014 to learn; an' if the lumber business don't pick up soon we'll all be growing
cabbages for a livin'. But right now, gon,I still think Yyou're workin' up grief for
yvourself." He nodded towrads the gleaming paint of Eight Mile House. " You seem to
have a bit o' capital, son, an' it's not too late to change your mind. You've got a nice
lot o' timber here -- some good pine, and a fine stand o' hemlock. Theres a lake not
more than a mile back o' your house, about three miles long an' a mide wide. It flows
to the river through a good deep brook. That's means you've got a 4888558668 first-
rate lay-out for a small lumberman. There's good timber all around the lake. I know
because I've looked it over. If I was you, son, I'd buy up the timber between Eight
Mile an' Ten Mile, an' get options on the rest, all the way round the lake within good
haulin' distance. Cut an' peel your hemlock in summer, pine in the Fall. Soon as snow
comes, hire a few ox-teams an' start sleddin' down %o the lake ice. A winter's work
at that, what with swampin' an' loadin'. Then in spring $45$536488838588 float your
stuff down the brook to the river -- sell it to some feller that's bringin' a drive




_ down to the mills =-- I'11 take it, if you like.After you've got the hang of the thing,
- an' a few good men in your pay, branch out more; cut enough for a decent drive an'
bring it down to Milltown, get it gawn on a share basis an' -- why, son, I've pretty nigh
got you into the lumber business%JZamd7 :
Afterwards, of course, 'we knew that Jack Hannison hsd suunk m§§i=5¥ his
money in Eight Mile House, bitterly resolved that Sheila should have a decent habitation
in th& wildérswe,where. the breaking-up bee. was—now-performing-oredigies—of-labeury
but at the time he sounded very curt and superior.
'Fraid you're off tke mark, Baring. I might cut a2 few logs in winter when there's
nothing else to do, but as I said before, I'm a farmer and I know what I'm doi%g."
The breaking-up bee performed great labours in hhe wilderness. Wasfi/darkness
S there was a decent clearing about the house for a hundred yards, shorn of trees
and undeﬁﬁﬁpwth, the soil well grubbed. But =By Y -
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there was,an appalling d&dsplay of Pine County geology
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» great ¢'of granite and
whinstone 33¢83Rgs8P35%¥E8 Loldly naked in the red glare of burning stumps and slash ,
too big for oxen to remove. They were ominous to EPB experienced eye, tombstones for the
hopes that Jack Hannison wa: to bury there, Still -Wee o Tine pile of $$3¢d884
young hardwood trunks lying beside the back door for fuel, and a swmeeisineg number of
saw-logs aembed et AF the post road ready for hauling to the mill, and there was a
general chorus of satisfaction at the day's work.
A wash~-boiler of tea steamed gently in Sheila's kiichen, and the women
gpened their baskets and began to pass food to the men clustering about the doors.
" Come in,men, do " Sheila said. They peeped at the interfor,‘cur o8£Ty, ami Gne or two
weni—in walking delicately; Wt the ##ffded rest said ther boots were muddy and their
hands mighty dirty  mh'am, and they'd make out all right outside. So they ate squatting
against the house in the @8R spring dusk, while the horses swished and stamped at their
$8888 tethers in the edge of the new clearing and the ox bells rang a discordant .
carillon beside the wagons. After supper somebody produced a fiddle andsa large self-
possessed woman(at Sheila's urging tried to organize a square dance in the big living
room,; but the men would not come in and a few shy girls made an attempt alone without
puaoesein- " getting things started ",Sheila flitted thorugh the crowd like the bright
friendly bird she was, sparkling, cajoling, rallyipg, but the atmosphere was heavy with
constraint. It was Jack gannison's fault. théi1§£§££3;iﬁ§§g7gﬁ%ut him %e 7h./ ot
sugges gen an confronted with ell-meaning boors, He-wes-courtesy itself, .., 2wt
Yﬁﬁ‘fﬁégi WasSSOr ‘pﬁﬁnbendinéug o that he cdﬁld not help, a withdrawn qﬁ;EE:;i
an aloofness bred in his bones. @he party came to a close very soon after the empty
peniebaiweteibieded+ dishes were packed away in the baskets. Men hitched up their horses
and oxen, women and children climbed in the wagons, and the breaking-up bee vanished
% in the darkness towards Milltown with a clop-clop of hooves and the receding jangle of
¢ ox bells. Looking back over thirty mellowing years I wonder if visitors or visited
sighed with the greater relief.
\ 3 The report of the breeaking-up bee was brief and to the point. This fellow
N Hannison was a stiff-neck, they said; but his wife was real nice, and she could play the
2 piano end sing betéer than body in Pine County. Some_of us, sons and daughters of
ther Milltown merchants and, mill-owners, st fell into the pleasant habit of driving out
the post road to Eight Mile House on summer afternoons and evenings, and a fine Sunday

¥ > was sure to see a row of horses hitched to the rail fence and a park of dusty buggies
3 about the house. Sheils Hannison played and sang médhp lizfl liifiﬁisﬂﬁﬁs' most of them
© W Sunknown—to-wus, and we taught her lumberjack songs whéehamﬂggl reesed in chorus. I

I remember an evening when she slipped awgg for a few minutes and came back wearing
é\\w Hannison's working kit, stained denim overalls, mackinaw shirt, high laced boots and
\§§~ a battered felt hat, and struck an attitude, brandishing an axe and singing " The Jam
: on Gerry's Rock " in brilliant parody of the mournful lumber camp troubadours. We Jjoined
¥ in -- Sally Blantyre, Bill Xerr, blond Madge Connor, Harry and Mac Baring, demure little
 Gaby Ross -- a dozen of us, putting on long soulful faces and drawling out the notes
until we all collapsed with ughter.dAll but Jack H%ag: on, who stood at the window
mtgorovghering BTAGHIPSEE88 whe Teflection in the,glass, Our laughter died. Sheila

V. (5

/ studied his disapproving shofilders with a slow sidelong glance and then fled to put



I v
. off the offensive raiment. Later we understood many things , but thAF incident remains svIG
_ $hap-mewowy 8 thing apart;$4d 1 swe¥l never knéw mem what quirk of the past or the
moment 1it that particular fire in Jack Hannison. ;’77,:, wiFE Lprfarans pf}'(ﬁ;«;\/ PP m-,/L,
: v A SCP % | AT
It could not have been a dislike foRsee' E ing, for h,er/;f,é';ftS,@f were
#8856 sems—wae soon enlisted for ##e concerts put on in Milljown far/ varis ”'“)tﬁgg;/
$a$p6488and Jack Hahnison usually played her accompaniments. éﬁ::ﬁﬁi“?i%& s greetled with
a storm of applause and obliged b6 give encore after encore . Paen Bhe offered to dance
for one affair and the offerlxas accepted with alacrity ty all but her husband. Hannisong
small neat face froze into &fe blank mask he-assumed-more-and more -frequently, 84338515
4hefamiliar enough, but for once Sheila seemed not to notice it. She did a spirited
Spanish thing with the fire and grace that was hers alone. It was new to Milltown concerts,
where dancing moved in the shadow of a puritan conscience inher$ited from the pioneers
The younger folk were in raptures; but Aunt Sarah Grindling, the fearsome spinster who
was the bony figurehead ofpublic opinion, pronounmed loudly and acidly, " A bit free with
her laigs, if you ask me ", and Sheila's performance was officially damned. Jack
Hannison, returning unobtrusively from the piano to his seat, over heard Aunt Sarah.
What passed between him and his wife on the long ride home I do not know, but the
Hannisond# apparently accepted Sarah's verdict as excommunication, and from that time
the village hall saw no more of the master and mistress of Eight Mile House. Aunt Sarah
passed to her regard long since. She mus$ wH R R e T IR e ER R s IR G EE e Te 2
nuisance to the other saints.

During the first winter we kept up our visits to Eight Mile House as often as
snowstorms permitted, whipping along $8 behind the horses in little two-seated cutters,
with the harness bells filling the silence of the wepods, and the runners creaking on the
snow and the white road sliding past. And oﬁé@ﬁg;zﬁgfge’there was a sleigh drive of the
old-fashioned kind, the long sled boxes piled with straw and fifteen or twenty youngsters
wedged in with blankets and buffalo robes and two or three pairs of horses in sthe /
harness, whips cracking, bells tinkling&/voiggsd h%pt;ng sleigh songs, and“$ﬁ§%ﬁﬁgﬁtsky

£ frosty with stars flowing overhead/be s asvicwed s of pine and hemloqk(l}\&/gé7\
INVERTEA Tiver imcmmeesyen wsside—dewn. Then the noisy arrival at Eight Mile House, with Jack and

“Sheila framed in the yellow light of the doorwgg, and the invasion# of red cheeks and
flashing teeth; caps, mittens, mackinaws, furs, hurled right and left, over in a
slowly dripping pyremid in the hall; shouts and songs, and Wew the table,with hot dishes
of baked beans -- Sheila cooked them lumber cemp style in great earthenware crocks with
chunks of fat pork and a generous dash of molasses -- end the smell of coffee and ---

but why go on ? I was $$8H88885$888 5 nineteen then, and Fsiolid st g itdwabr ety
Jack Hannison #a&e twenty fourA = w}%tj.}wgnt - six(Sheils oo $H35838888 at—enee the
oldest and youngest of us alll Youth 1e &SEZ like Eight Mile House and the curious idyll
that passed within its walls, and the living hearts are scattered from Halifax to the
Rockies after the fashion of our roving Nova Scotia folk] a#g Bill Kerr and Harry Baring
are quiet under the Norway maples in the shadow of Vigy monument, swé Lance Porter
vanished in & shell explosion under the old ramparts at Ypres, and angelic Harvey
Delhanty who sang in the Milltown choir was killed in a paltry tow with Japanese soldiers
on Kepeck Hill in Viadivostock. The cutters are mouldering and their iron runners rusting
in lofts and corners of Milltown barns, for the post road is a motor highway now, kept
open in winter with tractor-driven ploughs, and the old days are drowned ing the stink
of gasolene. ”# e tll_C>a e e or-deetir—wat e 25 d~5aP PTRErV T~%h tdeals

—of3ife. Time, with its disillusion, its pE&&S memories and empty Démesce, this was the
«peet spectre that hung over us and Eight Mile House. :

In the three years that followed, the Hannisons gradually adquired a
dossier in Milltown's verbal Who's-Who. Some of it was pure guessing; some, I know now,
was accurate enougn, though how the knowledge came to PIfg/0adRE$ Milltown is one of
those mysteries of country towns. Jack Hannison, it said positively, was the younger son
of a well-to-do English family. Sheila was an actress. They had eloped, and Jack's family
had written him off the books. An old story, and simple enough. There were various details.
Some were absurd, and the rest you can fill dn for yourself. One thing was certain.

Jack Hannison regarded his home and femily with a fanatic hatred. He never spoke of




;home. that word which B$#$888 is ever oy the Englishman's lips; and if in the course of

talk there was mention of England or the English he dismissed them tersely with " over
there " and " those people ". The postmaster knew that Sheila sometimes wrote to
England, and that letters came for heer with English postmarks; but Hannison never
sent nor received so much as a postcard.

He persisted doggedly with his " farm ", and E$$38 hired o%d Dixie Willws to
do odd jobs about the place. Dixie was an 0ld broken~down wanderer returned to -Hessigme
roost at last, a Milltown character, full of tales of the sea, and General Robert E. Lee,
and petty tradifg agventures in Mexico and Honduras. People scoffed at Hannison's choice
of a hired man, ¥§£ I fancyed Sheila's warmth in it. Besides, Jack could not afford #e
¥ much in the way of wages, Bt Dixie was grateful for tobacco money and his meals and
a good roof over his head. In the second summer they raised a fair erop, of potatoes and
Indian corn, and at Dixie's urging ¥Mey harvested eczop-ef wild hay-£aom the swamp
meadows near the lake., You will have an idea of Jack Hannison's ignorance 9¢ da when
I tell you ###% he intended raising wheat and Af'f™wet give up_the notiod%anéif he found
with #4688 astonihsment that there was not a flour mill in»4ﬁe~p'oarnce. Wheat -- in the
Nova Scotia woods ! And his blind optimism took your breath away, for wheat is a business
requiring wide acres for success, and there he was at Eight Mile, hewing away at the
wilderness with his puny axe. People laughed at him of course, and then felt dorry for
him, remembering old family tales of struggle under the same A¥Plusion; but as he became
more and more af a recluse the interest dwindled. 0ld Dixie drove the wagon into Milltown
every Saturday afternoon for mail and sunﬁlles. but he was close-mouthed about Eight Mile
affairs, and news was confined to the few of us who still called £er'’ vmaceedco=of Sheila's
smile and endured Hannison's coldness for the sake of it. He knew this and resented it,
I am sure of that. Gradually his frigid courtesy chilled the welcome that had sparkled
so brightly in the first two years, and by the winter of 1911 we had ceased to drive out
the post road altogether. Our old pre~Hannison concerns reeumed their former interest,

: and When we drove it was down the river 66 Rockport, where there ware moving pictures

three nights a week and frequent dances. Teamsters sometimes brought word of seeing
Sheila about the house and yard, but little wal ever seen of Hannison except the smoke of
his clearing-fires in the bush..
Once, in September, a pair of moose-hunters, Indians, came into Milltown g%}? g
a staange tale of a " witch " frolicking in the waters of Eight Mile Lake. Their
was si‘ﬁh%‘ for the witch fled into the woods at sight of them, and for their part,
BE3BASHIONASS5848 55U 8558885638 58Upe8858304S they plied their canoe paddles in the 1{
opposite direction praying Holy Mother Mary(&nd‘f fordgood measure ¢ Glooskap and e
ixﬁﬁﬁgﬁi godé)to see them safely down the brook. Aunt Sarah Grindling cornered wooden-
faced Joe Penaul in Porter's General Store one day and wormed the scant details out of
him. " Witch ! " she said. " It's that stage woman at Eight Mile. Swimmin' in her shirtf
A fine how-d'ye-do, I must say." Probably it was true. I cannot imagine Sheila Hannison
in a pre-war bathing suit. She had too keen a sense of the ridiculous. The lake was hidden
in thick forest a mile from the road and I suppose she had not thought of hunters cmming
up the brook from the river. I can fancy her peeping at them from the security of the
alders, and her glee at their frantic retreat. But the incidetn set the seal of Aunt
Sarsh Grindling's disapproval upon the mistress of Eight Mile House. From that time
Sheila Hannison was an " abandoned woman " in truth, and Aunt Serah did not have to wait
very long to see her verdict sustained in every particilar.
The spring of 1912 was late, but when the warm rains came at last they made a
thorough job of breaking up the winter. The snow and ice disappeared in a flood that
turned the brooks and rivers bank full, and the frost came out of .the dirt roads in one

sustained eruption. For two weeks they were simply channels of botbontess mud, amd When

they were at their worst a small theatrical troupe came to Milltown, advertising "Charlie's
Aunt " in gaudy posters. I always felt sorry for, strolling players who left the beaten
circuit to stege their brave little shows in the lumber and fishing towns. They were
third-rate companies at best, and even in tg%$ far-%ya era and that out-of-the-way

place they faced an audience whose taste was lby the cinematograph. Too, they

_usually chose the spring time in a hope that people bored with long months of winter
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" imprisonment would flock to see their show. The results were frequently disappointing,
~ and the village hall with its great rusty stove in the centre of thefdoor and no heat
at all back-stage was a frigid place in which to face a scanty sudience. The playerSa4Un7/
went through their parts with a certain air of defiance, as much as to sa ,4 The feeling's
mutuzl, we—masure you ", and went away calling loudly for strong drinks.
On the night of " Charlie's Aunt " however the hall was full, and just before
the tattered curtein went up Jack and Sheila Hennison came in. They were spattered with
mud in spite of the buggy's leather dash-board, and they had to take a pair of rickety
chairs well up towards the front. # Charlie's Aunt " found favour. Laughter filled the
hall, and the players taking courage went through the merry farce with unusual verve;yurQi~
The posters announced them W gtraight from Drury Lane ", which wasopen to -serieaedoubt,
but their accents were English enough and I was not surprised,when the curtein came
down on the last act,to see Sheila Hannison mounting the stage by the little side steps
and disappearing behind the rageed daub of Mount Blomidon . Hannison followed her slowly
and with obvioug distaste. I waited in the empty hall, filled with a sudden hunger for #
Wiz ey Sheila'd-smike’ I had not seen her in six months. Intodd—you—howas in love with her.
Rgppx_lovsT*ci_conxse;;butuggzzzag;Eggzrcavz;gizszzzzjf%mas;%%kg?~my#feelingx£0r~5heila
Hagg;snnﬁmltww&s,enii;aiyfinnocengnrasking“ 4 ~the~q‘gﬂé‘of-a‘smilewan&vtﬁb/
aprkle of her wit, but it-was so muchna,pgﬁéﬁgﬁsgﬁgggathto this-day;—-looking at the-ruiss
of Eight Mile House L& the distance of #5, 1l _experience-a tightnese—of the
throat that throbs like~a~pa§n I stood in the emptyafiall for a long time, hearing the
muddled echo of $$$$$$$$$%$$ lively converstaion back stage, and then I was aware of
Jack Hannison staring at me gloomily from the shadow of the wing door. He had followed
her no farpher than that. The great round-bellied stove, cooling for lack of fuelE malle/ /.
Vg

1ittle cracking noises, a chilly s und. I turne 33 colla ﬁ?d vent, out;
Kaltl oL 7 4%/:{4
ZZp /65& o; £

o vl

o or three days after that happp-go lucky troupe venished inte the outer

world it was whispered in Milltown that # the dancing woman " from Eight Mile House had
run away with Charlie's Aunt. ElmesﬁﬂggnhQ;m , that gossipy man-who-should~have-been-
a-woman, told me, and 1 kicked him ge“ﬁ&@%%&y and told him to wash out his mouth with a
good strong brand of soap. But it was true. 0ld Dixie came in for supplies the next
Saturday. Aunt Sarah Grindling tried to get something out of him but had to give up in
disgust, and on his way out of the village Dixié saw me and pulled up the horse quickly.
He lenaed over and spoke from the side of his old slack mouth. " She's gone, " he said,

" and whipped up the horse again,$#8598858688 Jack Hannison made no attempt to follow her.
It would have been hopelessin any case, for it was known that the troupe were heading
for the United States, and a2 third-rate theatrical company was a Vvery small needle
indeed in that haystack of one-night stands.l thought once or twice of driving out to
Eight Mile House to offer my sympath%ﬁ or Eg%?er to share Jack Hannison's misery, but
I shrank from the prospect of his skl stard. In all probability he would have said it
was none of my business, and he would have been quite right.

Two years later (ceme/the war and gu& petty current of local affairs was lost
in ¥@e/tide of great events., Before it was over the boys who had known Eight Mile House
were scattered from Ypres to Siberia. A few who belonged to the militia went overseas in
the Fall of '14 with the first contingent, but there was a general belief that the whole
thing would be over in a few months and there was noégu§h;}9,enlistiuntil the next spring
when the news from Ypres shocked us like cold water. “One alone, /the owner of Eight Mile

House, stayed at home. We were not surpirsed, for we remembared his hatred of England

and the English. Those who saw him wrote that he was a wreck of a man, workinl’biPself

to death in his timber clearing and refusing any contact with the world, and’%ﬁk%élwho

had a word or two with him in the way of business said that he spoke through his teeth,

very qggggﬁgpd to the point, as if he grudged the time and preath involved. Then, abruptly,

in the Fatl of ' 16 he packed up a few belongings and left, telling old Dixie to sell the
furniture and keep the money for his wages. '

¥ What about Eight Mile House ? " old Dixie said, wondering about the taxes.

% The house, " said Hannison, 2 can go to hell, Dixie, for all of me." And that was

the last Pine County kneu;oi-Jaok—Beanésenam»ur17Q¢;n.- :



It was queer how much w lked of'home" when we were overseas and how little
it satisfied ug when we back.” Tp%xe was a restlessness that took several years to
work off, and the country was’ Bl "of men wandering up and down, full of vague talk
about getting/lout,of the old rut and striking out at something with a future. It#was
" summed up in1éfsong thet came from Tin Pan Alley about this time and swept the
country -- " How ya gonna keep 'em down on the farm

Now that they've seen Baree 7 " :

#° aFor my part I had no wish to see Milltown, and when in the streets of Halifax I met
ﬁ”¥$$’{30b Nesh $833$8$ , just out of the Air Force and bursting with enthusiasm about foresyry
{ in British Columbia, I decided on the spot. British Columbia it was. I had to_learn ..

forestry all over again, of course, for trees, rivers, mountains -- everything, were on
\ a scale beyond Atlanticmeasurement, but it was strange and interesting, sometimes
a exciting,and just what I nee%gd. There were transfers and promotions and changes from
\___employer to employer.] Andgthere were girls, tall willowy girls for choice, with humourous
brovn eyes and a knack of jolly little songs. There was a chance &b launch out for
Qg;“jﬁ myself, and théﬁrs;gilems 855888588 that pushed me farther and farthefjﬁ%om the  trees

/"' and depper into an office chair. The years went by., I kept ¥ in touch with Pinblédnnty”
flew@sr 811 thd® time by letter and by a subscription tc the Pine County Coutier, an@ﬂl watched
o the decline and fall of Eight Mile House (across the width of a continenty—— S
17, 014 Dixie held taggfogg'untiigggme time in 1922, selling the furnituredbit
by bit for taxes, and living -en—the—garee 11 Ao GeaaS ional moose or—deexr. Then

one day the strength went out of him and some teamsters found him waving feebly from the
doprway. TnE“housa,ﬂtheymsai&;~wasvbafewandyspotless;HasmiﬁwtheMHanniQbﬁé”ﬁéa’Ief%“it“
_yesterday and teken the furniture with them, but the reef- was—leaking in-several vplaces,
S88563869596p498 9685068 08820002840406$BE4558888. Tois strange how quicklya wooden
s siintegratesThat incredible old man had lived in the barn for six years, kkeeping
the,house spotless for the HennisQns' return. For-Dixie believed-tohis-dyingday that

| ,X/E s Ol ReRe Espec Henn T Sheida—he & Tipped,
S0 | amd io his dying day he belived et they would come back. Mac Baring was_ there the=day

A

they took him away to the GCounty Poor Farm, and saw the old man drive aMey with his
3 personal trinkets in a handkerchief and a little rocking chair that w#@* belonged to

N Sheila Hannison tied on the back of the buggy. He had saved that from the tax sales and
LN would not be parted from it. " The saddest thing, " Mac wrote, " I ever saw in my life."
}g A e ireg. The roof-leaked—in-several
: pleses. Mac Baring and some 6bhers boarded up the doors and windows and fastened a plank
B across the barn door, but they knew it waes labour wasted. No barriers could keep out
the damp and fros tifidddiiviisé### and the rot Chat comes in their wake. There had
S been six unheated winters, and alreedy the hardwood floors had begun to heave, the paper

¥\§ wéf leavedg the walls, and the pine pane }igg.og thegéigiﬁ - room was warped beyond hope.
B P The house was doomed. By 1926, when the Touwmd ”went%"hréﬁg’{the sopwpd form of seizing
\§£§~ it for outstanding taxes, the roof lesked in a dozen places and the floors were like a
k>

ﬁis ‘7i§§§'a relief map of the county complete with hills, valleys, streams and 1akes)x’Hunters
and wamespdmr noboes began to use it for shelter, Bish$68 teaping-dewn the—imwberior .
s wosdnary for- it Kindking tearing boards off the barn for kindling, until the bégn
& D collapsed in an autmun storm. The county authorities send a man out to board up the
N érs again, and he found $§§ sewered windows broken, plaster, lying &n $B$ heaps on the
Co 7£ floory, and a porcup%aﬁggﬁy in the kitchen. $$ the timber at

Eight Mile Lake wa§4%g§§ed ‘yﬁﬂen1‘ e and other gentiles, doors and
window #Hl#d sashesnone°my one s v camps %o it went. There was nothing unusaul

about it after all, An abandoned house in theﬁi%%%&“
In 1928:¥g?‘?nman depredations were in an way. BésB385B44
Poor-house visitorsnﬁold poor Dixie Willis something of the dest ction, and one day the

0ld men got permission to go to Milltown in the supply wagon. He was eighty three, a
ed the driver to take the long way round, past

‘thin dried sticENPf man, but he com i

Eight Mile House He gﬁﬁﬁé&;&ﬁfbugh the ishattered rooms/and-wept, and on the bare white
plaster over the great fireplace he wrote with a stub of lumber-crayon, " The Peple who
distroyd this House will some dap Come to Want "e : ’

Ve
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When I :;;e there lasﬁzg:;ﬁfthe sprawling blue letters were still distinct,aﬂ&‘pﬁtant,
1ike 2 curse in that melancholy place. The economy and power of the words impressed me, like
something out of one of the more vindictive psalms, as if some brooding sp%z%?;of the
house had guided the old man's hand. It had been Potﬁnt!,goqﬂﬁgpggp ergugghgzﬁgz of redent
human dedsmaesion in that damp and silent wreck . yihe hardwood flooring was gong, torn
up and burned, I suppose, and the hemlock boards of the under-floor wesy rotten to the
danger point. The plaster was nearly all down, the laths wrenched off for firewood. There
were no doors, no windows. The gaping frames stared out of the drunken wlls like sightless
eyes. The stairs had collapsed. I could only guess at the ruin upsasirs. Theliving room
fireplace was deep in the ashes left Dy hunters and wanderers, A blackened little peFadietn
billy-can stood on the $4$$$ mantel. The corners were Fadl of drifted leaves femm=other
yexes Soon, when the frosts came, there would be another layer.-A depressing smell of
wood rot hung in the rooms. A \Squirrels skittered over the sagging floor above my hea¢,a”“J
GRBE5355SBE5T8088 56345804888 59838TEAST IR 5658388888 L6888 55585UT59548 @-Titful wind canme
out of the woods and rattled the loose clapboards,like castanets. ‘

It was late September. On the edge of the clearing the maples were a flame in the
sunshine. 5$$388 The apples in Jack Hannison's pitiful orchard were dropping from the
trees. The ground was littered with bruised fruit, and I knew the deer would come out of
the woods at dusk to hold feast. Behind the house, stretching back towyrads the lake hidden
in the pines, the fields were shaggy with ugput grass, and wire birch were springing up,
and thick bunches of alder bushe®. The rail fence mouldering on the ground no longer
separated the sown from the wilderness. In ten more years the forest would ke reclaimest
its own. I walked down past the ruined heap of the barn to look at the well and found
Sheila Hannison gft%ag on the stone curbkv; g%d,a mad thought that I was looking at
her mother. Iﬂi&% M%%u‘é”zé of Sheila gebtdmg old. She had the same straight-backed
figure, a little riper perhaps, but the black cloud of hair was now a/gleaming silver QuN/ZC 1
that rippled in hair-dresser's waves below a smart little three-cornéred hat. She was
wearing a grey costume of some sort with a rich mink cape about her shoulders and the
long shapely ankles were crossed in grey silk. Her hands were quiet in her lap.

She said " Hello, Jeff. This must be visitor's day. " Quietly, just like that. I
had a feeling that she had been watching ne, fSPMgeme=4dme. I said, " Yes, " inanely. 1
could think of nothing to say. It was like talking to a stranger. Her long lips were
thinner than I remembered, perhaps hecause they were compressed, and expressionless.
In the old days her mouth had been a barometer for her emotions; you could read her
mood from the lower lip alone. Her facefséemed to have drawn inwards, leaving a long
faint shadow under the high cheek-bones. The passionate flaring hostiils were the
same, though, and the arched black eyebrows, and her eyes were enormous and very bright,
but there was a & brooding in them where the gaiety had been, and a suggestion of
hardness. There was a hint of rouge, delicately shaded, high on each cheek. She was
a handsome woman. " If we'd been sweethearts, " she said evenly, " this is the point
where I should say, ' At last, my darling, you have come.' " I felt between my shoulder
blades the queer chill that my mother used to call ' somebody walking o2& your grave.'
I said, " It must be, what -- twenty six years ? "

She pulled at the fur cape and examined her gloves. " Yes. I went away to

New York. You knew that, of course." I smiled faintly. " With Charlei's Aunt, wasn't
1" :
" I played in their company for a time, yes. They went broke in a small town in New
Jersey, and I went back to New York. It was like that for several years; getting a
joh in a road show, going broke somewhere, retruning to New York, hunting about the
“agencies again. Then I got a chance in a musical show, and people liked my singing
and dancing. After that, more singing and dancing. Then drama, which was what I really
wanted. It was easy, really." Y, ,
" I never saw your e, " I said. She ruséded the cape with her shoulders.
% I couldn't use name. Jack had that." So that was it. He had cast off the family
name along with thédrest. An absurd thought came into my mouth.
"It'd be quaer, Sheila, if Jack were to come along now." She gave me a long deep look.
There was nc reproach in her eyes, only that touch of hardness.
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" It would be very embarrassing. He's married, quite lapptly I think, and there's a
“family of three boys and two girls, the oldest almost at college age. And# there's the
management of the $8$4$$ family affairs. But you wouldn't know about that."
" I thoughty we all thought= that Jack was some sort of runaway nobleman, " I said.
. She laugheds antly. wondered what Milltown thought.Jack's people were mercahnt
“/ aristocracy, which is very much more respectable. The Nonconformigt Cgnsttence ,bapned
withinsiren likesan-inigestible=dinner. An actress in the famil¥ 7 ¥o no ! So we ran away
to live like the babes in the woods. Jack hated them for the way they treated me, and I
hated them for the way they treated him. It was a jolly fine hate. But Jack and I couldn'T
get along en that alone." She yag silent for a moment, and thensaid very rapidly, " &, you
thought we were madly in love) S6 did we. But you saw how utterly $fdifferent we were.
| It was impossible. $#@ ¥ou thought I left him ina noble spirit of self-sacrifice, didn't
yo1 ? -- eo he could go back to his people and the life he was fitted fort Well, you were
wrong, all of you. I left him because I couldn't stand it any longer. I wanted lights
and music and all the fun of the fair. He wanted to lose himself in s nightmare of
work and loneliness. I felt like the girl in the fairy tale, dragged off into the forest
by an ogre in the shape of a young$ man. Cooped up in thif lonely house ! The long dull
days and the awful nights ! I never wonder now at those prairie tragedies where a man
\ or woman goes mad and slaughters the whole family, preferably with anaxe. It's so utterly
1 logical; like two and two making four."
o

P
I put the guestion that was bmining my tonggg. " And Jagk ? Did you ever-=mecr
what became of him?ig@_memmMm e

" Yes. ¥ kmew-2il along. Humphrey, the older brother, wQs killed in France quite early
in the war. Humphrey was decent. He and Jack were very fond of each other. It was

. Humphrey who risked the parental wrath and scraped up the thousand pounds we brought
Y.y _ to Canada. The news @6t to Jack in some casual way.a—i‘ﬁﬁﬁ“gﬁe after Humphrey died, and
"he went to England and enlisted as a private. In the name of Hannison -- my name. He

|
|
|
|
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;‘- must have been good fighting material. He was a captain when the war finished. He ha

$xq that stubborn ruthless streak and a grudge to work off, a touch of the devil withinyg?7wgﬁ.
9 ©  There was no hate left in him, E=smmmsse, when peace came. He went home to the family

\Q\Eg bosom, the prodigal son and heir. A few years later he got a fivorce. foundd , desertiam,

EN of course. I saw 2 legal advertisement in one of the New York papers, the Times, I

think. " She was smgothing her gloves again.
" You seem, I sadd blunily, " to have followed his career very closely."
" I was interested, of course. And information came to me in rounabout ways."

" Married ? " ’z!','.;, ’,,;’lq;j/'v; ve Ko q
She gave me a quick glance. " o/ Llge been—eusy wisbh-o carcer" -
" Actresses marry, " I said. " Are you sure you're not still in love with Jack -"

" After all these years ? How absurd /f “s£i1Y consider myself his wife. I always shall.
I don't mean thigg sentimental or religious 4 and cer inly no legal foolishness.
w&& &8 5 b

There was after the—#isaszzwo-years: bat. ig thate eme 'd given him everything,
and when it was over I had no more capacity for marriage. l'm no making it ver lear,

I'm afraid. It's like giving awey, no,using up, a part of your After that) men
are just so many talking dummies. They never seem quite human, at least not in an
intimate and personal sense." / .| ...4 :

" Then, " I said brutally, ",what are you doing here ? "

She drew in thbse edpressionless lips amd gazed towards the ruin of the
house. " The murderer and the scene of the crime. I wanted to see it again. After all,
we had some happy times here, all of us, in those first two years. I've thought of them
often. And old Dixie. What ever became of Dixis ? "

" He went to the poor-house after a time. I think he was quite happy there.
When he was dying somebody -- the keeper's wife, I thipk; she was a #illis from
Milltown --mentioned something about burying him in the,Baptist cemetery im=Mi¥¥town,
end Dixie called out iqha 192@; oice that he 'd be damned if he'd be bumied amongst
strangers. So his gaave[Tgbin the poor-house yard, by—reewsst."
" Poor Dixie. " For the first time there was a tremor in her voice. But when I looked
at her_she met my eyes firmly, even coldly. That touch of hardness. -
A 1ong-gé§§E§2& pulled up beside mine on the post-road, and a horn blew a little harmony
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oﬁ/three notes. ItWiAS an expensiV?,,Sfund' Sheil Agtood up settling the cape about her
shoulders, ams (stooped to brush her SKW met mine, o®d She $55888585888
lingered Yi@pe in Tromt of me smiling Taintly ERACIAERFsPRATIH, as If I were something
quite impersonal and rather amusing, a not-very-talkative dummy perhaps; and then I
looged down and saw her out-stretched hand. " Thisg is ;ogdby gegsl. To you and to
Mac and Harry and Bill and Harvey and the rest." I wee bemleé)d‘t-e' say that half #¥és¢
the boys were dead and the girls married and gone, but it did not seem important.

I shook her hand and &opped it woodenly.

: % And Eight Mile House ? I said. . )
fsan THAT She-hﬁma—ami—gase—gh 2 long look. " I said good-bye to Eight Mile House twenty six
years ago, J&f. This is only a ghost & 1 shall always think of it as I knew it ,fimmet!

Without another word she éeft me and yalked past the ruins WEHHEAT deen to her

I

car. She did not turn herﬂm’zg I%“;e' She‘walked stesditly~serenelys—eenfidently, with'

Mcnone of the old animal grace, but a perfect pbise and timing that was beautiful
in its mypem perfection, steady, serene, confident, as if she were making an exit from
a stage, as if she had just played a difficult scene and played it #eather well.

2
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