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cretion and the old lumberman slouched
onward unharmed, all ignorant of that

green gleam of hate playing upon his
necL

It was a very different gaze which fol-
lowed him from the heart of a little colony

of rotting stumps, in a dark hollow near
the trail. Here, in the cool gloom, sat
Kroof, the bear, rocking her huge body

contemplatively from side to side on her
haunches, and occasionally slapping off a

mosquito from' the sensitive tip of her
nose. She had no cub running with her

that season, to keep her busy and anxious.
For an hour she had been comfortably

rocking, untroubled by fear or des ' ïré o r
indignation; but when the whirring of the
cock-partridge gave her warning, and the
grating of the nailed boots caught her ear,
she had stiffened instantly into one- of the
big brown stumps. Her little red eyes
followed the stranger with something like

a twinkle in them. had seen men
before, and -she neither actively feared
thern nor actively, disliked them. Only,
averse to'neidless trouble, she cared not


