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witich to witness the tribulations
of the canoeists in the heavy sca.
This settled it. We soon struck
the big waves, and the doubie blade
wus a revelation: the canoe went
ahead in beautiful style, and the
laugh on shore never came off,
although Napoleun chuckled by the
half hour.
declared that either I was as strong
us a horse, orthe paddle was agreant
invention, although he stilldoubted
it, and said although it might do
for fancy paddling. it would not
answe  for narrow streams or deer
hunting. Perhaps it wouldn't, but
Joe thinks it would answer splen-
didly ‘‘for his old squaw.” So
when I return the paddle is to be
sent in the direction Joe indicates.
In the meanwhile Charlie L., Pom-
pey and I, are makingarecord . .tL
the double blade, and I saw Jimmy
making a gigantic effort on the sly
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with it a day or so ago. My con- :

clusions on the matter are that a
doulle blude is bad form in this
regiun, Lut it i> mighty convenient.

Pompey made a great discovery
a few uights since, and succeeded
in thoroughly arvusing the camp.
There was bLiight moonlight, and
he could not sleep, so he got up,
put on that Flash Light overcoat of
his, that might bLe dressing gown,
or night shirt, or anything else that
imagination could suggest, so fear-
fully and wonderfully is it made,
and went down to the shore. On
a sand beach onthe mainland, some
forty yards away, he saw a dark
object moving about, slowly and
sedately. It was certainly a wild
animal, and in the moounlight loor-
ed up in an amazing way. Bear it
is, by Jove. Pompey crawled back
to the tent, and took the first gun
he could come across. It proved
to be a Colts Hammerless, loaded
with buckshot,
masterly advance to a suitable spot,
and drew what he believed to be
a deadly bead on the bear, shut his
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¢y es, and pulled both triggeis. The
terrific roar made by the two bar-
rel.. caused us to turn out in a
hurry, and we found Pompey lying
on his back, completely knocked
out by the force of the recoil. He
told us of his adventure with the
bear, and Joe took his canoe and
1ifle, and went over to the bush to
investigate. Pretty soon we heard
him c¢oming back, chuckling to
himself at a great rate, and he pro-
duced a magnificent porcupine,
riddled with buckshot. Pompey
joined heartily in the generallaugh,
and Joesaid: ‘*The quillsvery good
for my Old Squaw, who does fancy
work in winter.” Joe will require
a tug to take back the property he
is acquiring forhis old squaw. She
certainly must be a wonderful old
lady. I told you in my last thatwe
had bear steak in camp, but the
great moral question is, who shot
the bears? For years it has been
my ambition to shoot a bear, and
the chanca never secmed to come
in my way, but once when camped
with Jimmy on the Madawaska.
At that time a settler’s wife used to
come to the camp every day, with
what little garden truck she had to
spare, and invariably requested me
to come up to their place in the
afternoon, with a gun, to shoot a
bear and two cubs, which wereacon-
stant nuisance to her children. I
always promised to appear, but
having nothing more formidable
than a twelve gauge, with shells
loaded with No. 6, for partridge,
never found it convenient to go.
I heard too that her husband had a
very good rifle, and evidently there
was a mystery about the bear. On
the moruing of our departure she
came to the Camp, and made the
usual . squest. I told her thatlhad
heard that her husband wasathome
and had a good rifle, and I asked
her why she did not get him to
shoot the bears. She replied quite
seriously and promptly that all this



