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“Wooden S8poil” is the story of
the Canadian woods. He falla heir
and a lumbering business.
aiso Inherited trouble.

do with his decision.
Love, |ealousy, loyalty, treache
red-blooded people—figure In this

-

BUSINESS AND. ROMANCE

Upon taking possession he finds that he has
Being young and two.fisted, he welcomes the
trouble, objects to being run out of the country and goes to work.
Doubtiess the Selgneur's altogether adorable daughter has something to

fighting, hardahips—action crowds every chapter.
A manly hero, a lovabls heroine, a real .ove and a happy ending—
it's a good story from start to finish,

an American’s lively adventures In
to a hundred square miles of forest

ry—all the passions of a primitive,
stirring tale, Strikes, adventure,

—
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CHAPTER 1.

— e

The Rosny White Elephant.

The office In Quebee which Georges
Lamartine, the notary, occupled was
located Inconspleuocusly In o small
bullding In an old part of the Lower
Town. Small, wiry, black-halred,
with an alr of unconvincing plnusibil-
ity sbout him, Monsleur Luamartine
‘was seated at his desk, drumming his
fingers, starlng out of the window, and
turning agaln to look at & letter slgned
Hilary Askew, when his boy brought
bim & card with the same name upon
it. Mopsieur Lamartine frowned,

“Tell Monsleur Askew thut I am
busy with an fmportant court case”
he sald. “Ask him to call at this time
tomorrow.,"

“Mr, Askew says he's busy, too, and
he'll wait,” announced the boy, return-
ing.

The notary conslderad. “Well, tell
bim I'll see bim In & few minutes,” he
answered.

When the boy was gone he took
down the telephone recelver and guve
& number.

“Is that you, Brousseau?' he adked,
“Monsienr Hilary Askew has turned
‘p-u

There was a sputtering at the other
end of the line which made the notary
amile,

“1 can’t say. I haven't seen him
yel," sald Monsleur Lamartine, in an-
awer. “But If I can't send hlm home
with a smile on his lUps and a check
in his pocket I shall try to keep him
in Quebec until I have seen you. And
you'd better try to get Morrie by long
distance and warn him. Good-by."

He hung up the recelver, rang for
the boy and told him to admit Mr.
Askew. Then he rose to receive his
visltor,

He looked at Hilary keenly as he
shook hands with him. The young man
was different from what he had ex-
pected. He was about as blg, and he
bhad the same alr of Amerlean energy :
but he appeared more determined, he
looked like one of those uncomfortable
men who have the knnck of disentan-

llng themselves from sophistries.

owever, Hilary looked good-natured.

And he was certainly Inexperlenced.

onsleur Lamartine gave him a chalr
looked very plausible indeed.

“Your viglt has followed very close
upon your letter, Mr, Askew," he sald.
“Perhaps you did not get mine, advis-
ing you to walt before coming to Que-
bec?”

“No," sald Hilary, “but I would have
come anyway. I want to get this mat-
war sottled.”

“The American haste,” sald the no-
tary, looking almost Ingenuous, “But
the law 1§ not to be taken by storm,
least of all In Quebec. It 1s only a
month since your uncle dled. Perhaps
it will be months before we can turn
over the property to you. I under-
atand that you were not in close touch
with your uncle during his latter
years?"'

“I hadn't seen him since 1 was a boy,
That was what made the legacy a sur-
prising one. He had not shown any
ioterest fn me. I had a hard fight to
got through my forestry course, So
when I heard that I had become the
owner of a tract of A hundred sguare
miles It seemed ke an intervention of
Providence. That Is almost n kiog-
dom, sir."

“Ten miles by ten? inguired the
potary, smiling, “Well, 1 suppose It
doos scem a large territory to you, al-
though the Rosny selgnlory was one of
the smnllest of the old feudnl grants.
It I8 slmost the last on the north shore
of the St. Lawrence that remains In
the hands of the original family,”

“Four bhundred thousand dollars
seems & big sum for my uncle to have
pald for it,” sald Hllary,

“Your unele,” sald Monsleur Lomar
tine, begloning to drum softly, “made
this luvestment aguinst the advice of
a good many people. The Rosny tim-
ber rights are practically valueless, be
cause the wood » princlpally balsam
fir Instead of plne and spruce,”

He noted that Hilary only watched
him Instead of answering, und he be
gan to feel that he would not be dis
posed of an enslly as he had antlel-
pated,

“The property has never begun to
pay Its way," continued Monsleur La-
wartine, “Your uncle paid three hun-
dred and fifty thousand for the cutting
rights alone, He found himself up
apuinst the law which places a limit
on the slze of trees, Beven Inches for
black, or swamp spruce, 1 belleve;
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twelve for white spruce: twelve or
thirteen for pine. And nenrly all the
trees on the Rosny limits that aren't
fir are under the legnl slze. Your un-
cle snnk half his fortune In It He
was—excuse me—eccentrie. This s
the case: the timber ecannot be ecut
excopt nt a loss, on nccount of ita
sparseness and the high costeof trans-
portation. The balsaim fir Is too gum-
my to make any but inferlor paper, be-
low the standard even of the newspa-
pers. It occuples the greater portlon
of the tract, together with second
growth bireh, which 18, of course, of
use only for firewood. The expenses
nre very conslderable. In short, Mr.
Askew, I cannot advise you to consid-
ér your uncle's legacy serlously.”

“I'm sorry to hearethat,” answered
Hilary, “But I suppose something chn
bie done with the wood. There are
uses besides pulp-wood to which the
timber ean be put

Monsteur Lamartine drummed
Angers for quite a while before
swerlng.

“A company with a lurge capital
might find it commerclally profitable
to develop your tract,” he eald pres-
ently. “But no man withont an ample
fortune and a thorough knowledge of
lumber conditlons In this provinee
could dream of pulling out even.”
Hilary leaned forward in his chair.
“Monslear Lamartine,” he sald, “I'll
tell you how I view this matter. I
didn’t bulld any extravagant hopes
upon my uncle's legney. I'm not con-
structed that way. What I want prin-
clpally I8 to settle somewhere among
trees and do something with them, I'm
tired of what I've been dolng these
past flve years.

“I'm tired of hunting a job here and
a job there to tend somebody else's
trees. I'm tired of other people's trees,
I want my own trees, | want to see
them grow up, and thin them out, and
have a real forest in bearing.

“So I've decided to take hold of that
St. Boniface tract and see what I ean
make of It. I'm golng to show my un-
¢le, Monsieur Lamartine, that he sized
me up wrong."

Monsleur Lamartine smiled at his
caller's frankness,

“1 understand how you feel, Mr. As
kew,” he sald, “What you want I8 a
nice little tract of a few hundred
ncres, not far from Quebec, A place
with a lttle trout lake on It, to bulld
your camp beside, ten acres freehold
und the rest leased. You'll enjoy that,
and"—he paused and scrutinized him
with his fox look—*I think I may be
able to dispose of the Rosny white ele-
phant for you."

Hllary returned no answer, and
Monsleur Lamartine could not declde
whether It was a slgn of strength or

his
an-

Monsieur Lamartine Could Not De-
clde Whether It Was a Sign of
Strength or Weakness.

of wenkness, Still he was sure that o
man who loved trees apart from thelr
commercinl value was a dresmer and
unpractical.

"They would pay forty-five thousand
dollars, cash" sald the potary. “And
thut wonld enable you to reslize your
own nspleations. You are fond of fiah-
Ing, Mr, Askew? Think It over. Spend
n weerk hore—two weeks, Look about
you. luspect our fine old city. Do you
konow we are the only walled clty on
this contlnent?”

He stopped ; perhaps he saw Hilary
rodden, perhaps hls lostinet warned
hiw to do so.

“What I want,” said Hilary, “is the
Rogny tract”

“The offer Is too small? I doubt—"

“T will discuss that after I have seen
the conecession.”

The notary sighed. “Well, at loast
think the muatter over for o while,” he
suld.  “Mr. Morrls, the manager, is
auwny on business, He should be In
Queboe tomorrow, and perhaps he can
arrange to tuke yon up there"

“I am thinking of going st a very
early date,” sald Hlilary, “In fact, by
the boat tomorrow*

“Mr. Askew, I assure you, you hail
better wait for Mr, Morris. He 8 o
mun of export judgment. You cannot
have a hetter adviser, and he hasg abso-
lutely no personal interest one way or
another. There are so many things to
consider; and then—you don't speak
French, do you?”

“A lttle.”

“It would not help you, anyway,
The dialect up at 8t. Boniface 18 seven-
teenth century. They are n wild lot
up there, a very bhad lot of people;
smugglers and poachers, Mr, Askew."

Hilary, who had alfendy sensed La-
martine’s objection to his going to St
Boniface, awakened to susplelon at
last, "I ghall leave on tomorrow morn-
Ing's bont,” he sald. “When I have
mude my declsion T ghall let you know,
I think 1 shall refuse vour company's
offer. Wil you let me have the pa-
pers, Monsieur Loamartine, neluding
the last half-yearly statement and the
map of the lHmits 7

“But It 15 entirely Irregular, Mr, As.
Kew. Renlly—"

“Let me bhave the papers, please,”
sald Hilary, smlling. “And you need
have no fear that you will be held re-
sponsible for my anticipating my in-
herltance, I Imagine I have as much |
right there as Mr. Morris.”

“Of course, If that Is your declsion,
there Is nothing more to say,” an-
swered* the other brosquely. He
pulled out a drawer and removed an
envelope contalning some documents,
“You will find the stutement here," he
sald, “Mr, Morris hug the books and
the map of 8St. Bonifaee. I wish you
a pleasant journey, sir. You wish me
to continue to represent you?'

“For the present, yes. Good-day."
When he wag gone Monsieur Lamar-
tine sat back In his chair and drommed
his fingers for nearly n minute. pwn
he called up Brousseau,
“He's Just gone,” he sald. “And he
starts for 8t. Bonifnce tomorrow morn-
Ing, In spite of ull my representa-
tions."

He smiled at the sputtering that
came over the wire,

L L] L] L - - L ]

It was well Into the afternoon when
Hilary reached St. Boniface on the
small trl-weekly mall boat. For fifty
or slxty miles below Quebee the coun-
fry, sparsely inhabited though it Is,
and primitive, contalng settlements
with shingled houses, hotels, tourists
In senson; and It was not until the St,
Lawrenco widened Into the Gulf that
Hilary reallzed, almost with surprise,
that the ship was sailing Into a terrl-
tory as primitive as it had been a score
of yenrs nfter Jacques Cartler landed.
Something of the primeval nature of
the land entered Hilary's heart and
gripped it. He had never known what
It was he wanted, But he knew now:
it was to take hold of m virgin land
and tame It, to grapple with life, not
among the men of citles, but some-
where with the smell of the pines and
of the brown earth in his nostrils. Pac-
Ing the deck of the lttle ship, he falt
that his desires hnd come to light at
the moment when thelr fulfillment had
become possible,

He looked about him with approval
when he stood upon the porch of the
tiny hotel at 8t. Boniface. Nobody
else had got off the boat, and evident-
Iy the landlord of the UHitle hotel ex-
pected nobody.,  After an Ineffectunl
altempt to enter into conversation with
him, In which hardly a word was mu-
tually intelligible, Ellury gave up the
effort and sturted up the hill road
which led, he surmised, toward the
Tumber mill,

The whole settlement was guthered
ubout the shores of the little bny., Be
yond It were the mountalng, on elther
slde the forest-clad hills, broken, on
the east. by an inlet, and on the west
by the deep cleft of the Rocky river,
whose mouth, elosed by a boom, wus
n congested mass of logs,

Hilary crossed the bridge sand np-
proanched the mill, Two or three men,
lounging outslde the store, look.; nt
him  without sny slgn of lnterest.
Everything wus very stlll und peace-
ful; there was hardly n sound ta be
bhenrd except the distunt hum of the
will machinery.

Between the domw and the store,
upon a terrnin heaped with tin cans
und miscelluncous debris, were plles
of wood ln four-foot lengths, each com-
prising nbout twoe hundred  cords.
Kueeling at the narrow end of one of
these piles was a little man, whose
clean-shaven upper Hp, the whiteness
of which contrasted with 8 sun-black-
ened fuce, Indleated that a wustuche
hnd grown there rvecently., He was
scullog, or measuring, the pile, and
mutiering us he added up hls fgures.

Hilury surveyed the lumber, 1t was

unrossed, and wost of it wus black

spruce; there wus also some white
spruce and a little pine, The mnss In
the river, If It consisted of wood of
the same quality, hardly substantinted
Lumnartine's statoments,

“You seem to hayve some good spruce
on the refgnlory,” sald Hilary.

The little mnn leaped to his feet,
wiaving his arms. “What you want
here?" he demanded, “Strangers are
uot permitted on the company's prop-
erty. If you want to buy at the store,
you go by the rond.”

Hllary looked down ecoolly at the
exclted little man, “I'm Mr. Askew,
und I've come to tnke charge of my
property,” he nnswered.

The little man was bereft of voeal
powers for quite some time,

“But Mr. Morrls, he ain't here,” he
gusped at length,

“Well, he ought to be here. ‘That's
what I'm paying him for,” sald Hilary.
“What's your nnme?"

“Jean-Muarle Baptiste™

"Perhups you didn't expect me, Mon-
sleur Baptiste?”

“Holy Nome, no! It wns sald that
you had sold out to the compuny.”

"What company?" demanded Hilary,

“The company at Ste, Murie. Mon-
gleur Brousseauw's company.”
"See here, Baptiste,” sald Hilary,

tiking the other by the arm. “Let us
begin by understanding each other, 1

“That,”

Said Lafe,
lMadeleine Rosny.”

“Is Mamzelle

know nothlog about any company ex-
cept myself. 1 own this district, the
land, the timber, the mill. Have you
got that?"

Jean-Marle gaped again, and then
diplomatically disengaged himself, '

“l guess yvou want to see Mr. Con-
nell, the foreman," he said. *“It ain't
my job. You'll find Mr, Connell In the
store."”

“Brink him here,” sald Hilary. *“Tell
bhim I'm walting for him."

The little man departed at a trot,
quite evidently startled and scared,
and ecasting back comical looks from
time to time over his shoulder as he
went,

His statement in the store must have
created a good deal of sensation, for
presently two clerks, as well as the
two loungers, who had gone Inslde,
came to the door and stared. Disen-
gnging himself from among these came
the foreman, a tall, lean, lanky New
Englander, whose deliberate slouch
and typleal bearing warmed Hlilary's
heart Instantly. He knew the type,
knew it as only one with the New Eng-
land blood knows his own.

“'m Lafe Connell, at your service,
Mr. Askew," sald the foreman, coming
up to Hilary and standing respectfully
betfore him.

“1 suppose 1 should have let you peo-

ple know that T was coming” sald
Hilary,

He  wondered why Lafe Connell
whistled; he knew mnothing about

Broussenu's telephoned warning.

“I puess you'll find things upset o
little," sald Copnell.  “Mr. Morrls has
beern away for n couple of weeks, see-
ing to his other interests, and 1 can't
exuctly do much for you till he ¢omes

back., It's our slack month, you know,
Mr. Askew. The men don't go into
the woods until September, and we

don't kKeep a Inrge force smployed on
the mill work.”

*“Tomorrow's soon enough to start
in" sald Hilary., “T'm plessed to have
met you, Mr, Connell."

“Walt o minute,” sald the foreman.
“If you don’t mind having me, I'll go
up to the hotel with you. Maybe
there'll he some things that you'll
want to ask me."”

“All right," suld Hilary.

They went together silently across
the shaking bridge and ascended the
hill, each guietly taking stock of the
other, At the top, where a branch
ropd ran off at right angles to that
which c¢rested the ollf, a flgure on
horsebuek appeared in the distance,

It was a girl, riding side-saddle. As
the horse drew near she pulled In to
take the braoch road without seatter-
ing the dust, pussing within a few feet
of Hilary He saw that she was about
twenty vears of uee. or a lttle more,

WOODEN SPOIL
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slight, very straight upon the saddle,
with gray-hlue eyes and brown halr
blown by the wind about her flushed
cheeks, There was & combinntion of
dignity nnd simplicity ahout her, hoth
In her demeanor and in the way she
rode, and In her acknowledgment of
Connell’'s groeting.

Hilary watched her canter up the
road tIl she had disappenred among
the trees, Then he renlized that he
hiad not taken his eves off her since he
had first seen her,

“That," sald Lafe, “is Mamzelle
Madeleine Rosny. Her futher's what
they enll the Seignenr,”

“The owner of the Chatean?' asked

Hilary, although he knew this per-
fl’l'”&'.
“Yes, Mr. Askew. 1 guess she

wouldn't haves smiled so pleasant If
£he had known who you was,"

“Why, Mr. Connell ¥

Lafe jerked hig thumb vaguely nhout
the horizon. “Proud old boy," he ex-
pluined,  “Famlly's been here nigh on
i thousand years, 1 guess—leastwnys,
slnee them Frenchmen first came to
this continent. Huted like thunder to
sell out to your uncle, But 1 guess
he was land poor, ke the rest of them,
and Mamzelle Madeleine must have
cost him o mint of money finlshing up
in the convent at Puris, Frunce,”

Hilary turned this over in his mind
as they continued thelr walk along the
el und then down the rond to the
hotel, The idea of any personnl 111-
feeling on the Selgneur's part or on
that of his family had not occarred to
him. Though he did not expect to
meet Monsleur Rosny, except possibly
in the course of hits husiness, he was
consclons of a feeling of regret, and
o of a half-formed resolution, the
mnture of which he would not admit,
to put relations upon a pleasant foot-
Ing,

In the hotel the landlord's wife was
already preparing supper. They date
an omelet, washed down with strong
ten and followed by raspberries and
cream,  Then they went out on the
porch and lit their pipes.

“You dre the foreman,
stand?" asked Hilary.

“Yes, Mr, Askew. 1 took the job
soon after your uncle bought the tim-
ber rights. I'd been up here for the
Shoeburyport Gazette, which was look-
Ing for a pulp supply. Mr, Morris of-
fered me the job, and 1 took it, And
I've been sorry ever since

“Why

“It's a h—— of a country,” answered
Lafe frankly. "I never guessed such
folks existed in a civilized land be-
fore, Now you take & Dutchman or a
Diigo—thelr ways aln't our ways, but
they're more or less humnan. These
people ain't. They paint theilr houses
yellow and green, when they paint “em
at all, T never saw a yellow house
with a green porch In my life till I
come up here."

“Just a difference of taste, Mr, Con-
nell"

“Maybe," sald Lafe, spitting. "“May-
be it's all right not to have sense to
plaster their houses, so as to freeze to
death in winter time. Maybe it's all
right to run to Father Lucy when
there's a forest fire, instead of getting
to work and putting it out. Maybe he
can pray it out for them, T got nothing
against the place, except that my wife
Clarice and the kids are In Shoebury-
port, and I'd rather rot here alone than
bring 'em up. But what's the usef
I'm here and T got to stay here,” he
ended, shrugging his ‘shoulders.

Lafe was a bad eross-questioner, nnd
the task put upon him by Broussenu
was not only uncongenial but lmpos-
sible for a man of hig temperament.
However, he made a vallant attempt
to draw Flilary out. *“You're thinking
of spending some tlme here, Mr, As-
kew? he asked.

“I've come to take charge, I'm going
to stay,” sald Hilary.

Lafe looked ar him eurlously. What
sort of g man could this be who choge
of his volition to reslde In St. Boni
face?

“T guess you'll change your mind
when you've seen it a lttle longer,” he
sald Ineredulously,

“tn the contrary, Mr, Connell, 1
mean (o take hold, and 1 mean to make

I under-

it pny. It haso't pald very well, I un-
derstund 7
Lafe floundered. “I've heard It

don't pay us much a8 it ought.”

1 understand that most of the tim-
ber is below the =lze nt which cutting
Is nllowed ™

Lafe stared at him.
rules are for government land!” he
unswered., “You cuan cut any
frechold,  The timber pin't
leastways, sotie of It aln't.”

Hilury began (o think hawrd. On this
polnt Lamartine had elearly nod defi-
nitely Hed to bl

“Too much fir on the propertyt™ he
usked,

“Why, there 18 some fir," conceded
Lafe, *“But there's some good sprice
nlong the Rocky river,” he added,
ngain oblivious of his Instructions,

“T snw n good plle In the river,”

“Why, that ain't onr cutting=—not
much of I, =ald Lalfe, “Most of that
comes from the Ste. Murle Hmits"

"Where 18 Ste, Marle?”

“8te, Marle's two mlles along the
const, beyoud our settlement," sald

“Why, them

siZe on
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Lafe, “Mogt of our hands come from
there, It's n tough place, Mr. Askew,
I seen some tough towns In the West,
but this has got "em all beat, with the
smugeling of brandy, and the drinking,
nnd the fights every Snturday night—
there wns o moan knlfed there lust
week ; and oot o policeman within 6f-
ty milex, nnd nobody except Father
Lucy, and he ean't hold 'em.”

“Whnt I want to know," sald Hilary,
“Is, what thig company I that you
speak about, and how they come Lo nsa
the Rocky river for their logs.”

Lafe hesitated, bot only for a mos
ment. Then he mentally cast Brouse
sean to the winds; for, after all, Iif
Hilury meant to know, nobody could
prevent  it, Brousseauw's Instructions
notwithstanding.

“It's this way, Mr. Askew,” he sald.
“Mr. Morrig and Mr. Bronssean have a
compuny of thelr own. Thelr Hmits
tonch ours on the west, across the
river, and run téen miles or so back
Into the bush, right alongside ours
They got the right to float their logs
down the rivep.™

“And use the miney

“Mr., Morris leases the use of omr
mill by the year to the company.”

Hilary was stngeered for the mo-
ment. Morris, ng his uncle's mannger,
leasing the mill to Morris, a partner in
Broussenu's company, seemed a queer
role,

“How do they tell our lumber from
thelrs?" asked Hilary presently.

“Oh, that ain't hard” sald Lafe
“You see, the Jobbers, who sublease
the tracts, know how much their mep
have cut. And it's scaled i the
wonds before they shoot it down
stream. I guess there ain't no difi
culty there, Mr. Askew, And you see,
Mr. Morrig representing both concerns
he naturally does his best by both of
‘e

Hllary'es susplclons, dormant even
after the interview with Lamartine,
were now thoroughly aroused,

“And Mr, Broussean hags no concern
with us, except for the lease of the
mill and the right-of-way down the
river,” mused Hilary. “Who is this
Mr. Broussean?"”

*Why, I guess he's the blg man of
the distriet,” sald Lafe. “He's the
nearest thing to o boss they've got up
here; tells ‘em how to vote and gets
‘v out of trouble. He aln't good te
his father, though, 'That was old
Jacques Brousseau in the store, the
trapper.”

“1 didno't see him.”

“He was Mr. Rosny's glave, or what

over they oalled them, in the old
times, before these people becams
free,”

He tapped the ashes out of his pipe
and pocketed It.

“He's got old Rosny in his pocket,”
he gald, lenning toward Hilary. “He's
got him bound and mortgaged after
leading him to throw your uncle's
money away In crazy Investments, He
did it deliberately, Mr, Askew. When
he was a kid, growlng up among the
house servants up at the Ohatean,
he wanted to be a big man, for which
I don’t blame him. He got his way,
but that wasn't enough. He wanted
the Seigneur's place, because he found
that the folks up here thought more
of old Mr. Rosny, with his broken.
down house and debts, than they did
of him with all his money. Ho he set
to work and got him cinched,

“The old man hates and despises
him, and he's been fighting agalnst it
for a long time, but he seen what's
coming to him and I guess he's made
up his mind he'll have to stomach it
Brousseau's staked old Mr. Rosny's
pride against his love, and I guess he's
won his stake and won Mamzelle
Maideleine into the hargain.”

He rose. “That'll be all for tonight,
Mr. Askew?" he asked,

Hilary rose too. *Thanks, Mr. Con-
nell,” he sald, “In the morning I ghall
ask you to show me around the place"

He didn't follow Lafe Connell ine
slde the hotel, but sat vpon the porch,
musing., Lafe had enlightened him on
several points, He doubted whether
Lamartine had spoken anything ap
proaching truth concerning the prop.
erty, and he was sure that Morris and
Broussean were the company in whose
behall he had offered forty-five thou-
sutird dotlars. There wonld be need of
a good many explanations from Mor-
rig.  Yet Hilary felt instinetively that
It was2 Brousseaun, vot Morrls, with
whom he wonld have to contend,

On the face of the soft night rose
the face of Madeleine "-l.‘-‘:]_\' palnted
with surprising clearness. He saw the
blue of her the curve of her
flushed cheek, the dignity and gentle-
and pride that bhlended In her

If ever he had any quarrel with
Brousseau, he would show him—

Then he curseid himself for a fool,
and, entering the hotel, took his lamp
innd went up to hig room.

Oyes,

ness

looks

-
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A girl’s hostility adds
zest to the game.

(TLO BE CONTINUED.)
“Know thyself,” and also ascertain
bow you are rated by others,




