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We camped that night at the foot of a

little valley beneath a gigantic natural
Frowtb-—-the forest primeval,

ern and sallal, salmon and

was almost impossible to force your way
through the underbrush, finally we found
a black bear’s trail—you could tell it by
the bones of the salmon it had eaught and
partly devoured at the ocean end, Did
you ever see an old bear squatted on the
rocks intently fishing—as silent and im-
movable, seemingly, as the rocks them-
selves—along come the spawning salmon,
tails and fins protruding, there is a qltlui';k
flash of a black paw and the next thing

that salmon knows it is iasping its life out .

thirty to fifty feet up the bank—epicure
that he is, he throws out many fish but
only eats the tiny hearts, the shoulders,
the eyes and tid bits that please him. It
was intensely interesting pursuing this
path—the underbrush was higher than
our heads and. of course we had no
weapons, in fact, we rarely carry them—
no oceanwards footmarks showed fresh
so the beast had not been down the tra

that day at least. “Whoof, Whoof,”
sounded out as we came around a bend n
the trail and there sat her ladyship tearing
up the rotten heart of a hemlock to get out
the little acid tasting ants that had made
their home there. She growled again and
raised her head—would she run away as
usual or would she attack, a thing they
have never done in our experience. I
feit, rather than saw, Fritz kneel down
behind me and fuss with something—when
ke rose beside me 'he had our big paper
speciment bag, empty, in his hands, with
fat cheeks puffed to thc bursting he

and flannel berry it

thro spume of the surf onto-

tent fully a mile inland along the fiord
The outer part of the forest began to g¢
giving warning to the settlers. The im-
mense trees struck the earth and rocks
with booming notes heard even above the
gale. All night long the wind swept over
us in its fury, sucking down even into the "
tiny sheltered valley we had carried the
canoe "and tent to, and time after time
tearing the' canvas from its holdings
leaving us uncovered in the blackness
the night. . At daylight the wind fell, the
glorious sun arose, the surf went down, all
was as peaceful as if Nature was never
subject to these violent rages: Alas|
where was the clearing and the tiny cabins
of the fishermen? KEven with ladders it
would have been impossible to get over
some of the obstructions. The mighty
trees were torn from their-roots and hurled

“together and on top of one another into

the most desperate tangle—imagine hun-
dreds of trees, each over 200 feet long
blown crisscross upon another over a
space of several miles in length—luckily
the hardy settlers had crouched all night
long in the crevices of the shore’ gullies
o no lives were lost; but theé confusion
was the most gigantic I haveever seen. .
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in two days’ time, and b will

to get out of all this hot weathes

be off to the beauties of good old De
shire, with violets and things all ‘ov
the place.” She chattered on, “And all
new ‘clothes to wear, while w

h the wind in our

ploughing thro
serges. Really, Monica; I do‘envy

“Do you?” echoed Monica with a
of irony in her girlish voice, for she kn
that not one of the girls there would

% ;!,, ‘
ave mever been able to sgord

pretty clothes and things before.

didn’t mind my asking, did you?”




