- he mountain road.

{ ,Hennk s hands shook on the steering wh
| because he was so angry he could cry.

From childhood, he had never suffered such
hardship before.

Every time he thought that he could finally
1  drive his car to the finish line, another tree
Would be blocking the way.

Tﬂ enrik was on the verge of break;g «
His eyes were red.

art burned with




ven more when h

- another man?

' threw his cap to the ground in anger.

"Trevor!" Henrik roared like a furious lion. He

"You sore loser! You knew that you couldn

ic ¢s. Do you think you really won?" He

=
s Ry




';ilnch him in the face.

However, he had already lost the race. If he
fought with Trevor, the others might think
that he was a sore loser. '

He could only take a seat and simmer in
resentment.

Once everyone else arrived, he was going to {
ask Trevor to explain himself.




"You can ask them. They're the ones who did
it."

Rowe and his accomplice were shocked that

. Trevor singled them out. They quickly started
denying Trevor's statement.

"Nonsense! We didn't do anything! You're
the cheater! You're just trying to pin the
blame on us!" 1




’led that they faltered.

the end, Rowe admitted what he had c
‘and said, "Actually... We only chopp’ed‘ ;
trees, not twenty!"

. "How dare you talk back to me?" ll-‘ ',
1 1
!

- Henrik couldn't suppress his anger anymore.

" He rushed over to Rowe and his accomplice
‘and started punching and kicking them. |

For a while, all that could be heard was
L
the other young men who

es wanted to punish




a logging camp.




