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Life, Love and Death Among the River-Drvers

By ARTHUR STRINGER

(E~ couid see that it was the worst jam of ailthe -run." And since it had been a late
and uincertain spring, leaving the wat-
ers of the upper Titagamni black .with

'ss logs that were being hurried down to, the
river ruilis, it soon becamne a maddening

i situation for the 'ie-rvr.
ýe Of their best men had foreseen the dan-
id had waded with pike-pole and ax and cant-
hiîp-deep into the raging channel, and there
1 to keep it clear. -but the mnischief had ai-
been done. On one grounded log had locked
eciged a second, and piling on triat, as quick
ugnit, hiad corne a third, and grinding on that
'tr. In an incredibly short space ot time the
foaming river had been blocked and dammed,
minute adding to the hopeiess bulk and sol-

>f the obstruction. As those blindi>' ruishing,
htmrrying battalions of tîmber raced down

lie raririç rlirrent ]no, hv 1np' tùhev had slack-

and over ludicrously, and then sat up on his
haunclies Olazect, witn gaping eyes and mouth. Hle
had faced aeatn, and nad been flung back to his
worid again.

but it was less the escape of the cat-footed man
tlian the Vesuvian eruption oi power tliat held me
appaiied. With that first growi and crash and
tnunderous roar, pine iogs, weighing îîuncireds of
pounds, were sky-rockeueu higni in the air, niere
and there, like a handiul ot chips. N1ow andt
then a greatdeog was snapped in two like a match.
but notning could hold back that ove-rtaunieu tning
of hurry. The black wail, stippled Witn jetting
yellow, burst and roiled and treLiýbled ana roareu
itself loose, sweeping everything beiore it. A~ neil
of waters boiied and foamned and iiurdded after Ît,
sucking and tossing and spinning the puny pieces
of felled pine down its channel or turbulence, until
their ends looked like the bruised and battered faces
of great mauls. The lake subsided to a miii pond;
the miii pond mneited away to a river-bed once more,
hurrying fretfuily on wittî its never-ending strearns
of timber. The jam was broken.
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ter, in a quiet cove two miles
0W Little Forks, the place of
\ititoine showed me a great log
-nd by the force of the water.
>e in the warm, soft sunlight of
ternoon, 1 asked the guide for
was that young Cyprien Latour

ith ini the waters of Titagami.
woxnan," said old Antoine, with

[tmg shrug of his Frenchi shoul-
I cannot attempt to recourit the
e told to me, with mrany> a quaint

the homeiy Norman-Canadian
vr the thread of the tale as closelv

TI EI E *and Patrice began to worry about that. 'Whenthe winter is over, she will be ail riglit,' he used
to say. But Philomene got whiter andi thinner, and
thougli she always told Patrice that she was'very
happy and very contented, and that he was too good
to her, everybody on the river could see the change.
Then, the next winter, skie had a littie baby co>iîe
to her; and that made a difference, m'sieu. Sfle
was very happy then, ail the time, and when the
windows were open we couid hear her sing to ttie
littie one ail day long when lier husband was away
in the north woods or with the drivers aiong tfle
river.

"Then, rn'sieu, the worst thing happened; the
litti' e one died with the croup; and after that Philo-
mene grew whiter and thinner than ever, and liked
to be alone, and would walk up and down her room,
chey say, and wring her hands. And when her hus-
band was there wîuh hier she would begin to cry, ail
of a sudden, over nothing at ail,

"When spring came, and Patrice had to go to the
head of the river with his gang of drivers, to brÎng
the logs down to the miii, lie feit bad about Vtiilo-
mene. He thought a long tiîne about what he could
do. Then he went to young Cyprien Latour anid his
sister :Emmeline, and he told the boy hie would buy
him the best horse on the river, and the girl tht
biggest gold locket in Mon'reai, if they wouid go to
his house and keep Philomene f rom feeling too
lonesome and trieste, when he was away., ioung
Cyprien, lie laughed about the horse, and said, *Na,
thanks' for that; but lie promised to take his old
violin to Philomene's house and play, whenever~
she might want him to make a littie music for hçr,
For hie and Phiiomene had been chîldren together,
and lie, too, had always saiç4 ehe was the prettiest
girl on the river.

"Cyprien was a ,fine young garcom, with brown
haîr ttîat curled, lîke a wQmari's, m'sieu, and thç
jolliest laugli 1 ever heard. But by and by, aiter
ne had gone to make company for Piiilom-ene Guerixi
for a month or two, everybody saw he had changed
ver>' mucli. Hle got thin and quiet, like Piiilomeni%and everybody on the river shook their hça4s a
looked wise. You know the way, m'siçu. P'hilo-
ruene, 1 think, she saw that lie had changeo, too, and
one day under the snow-apple tree, when the blos-


