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tho sky, sonio Larron, pointing long withered flugers at It, nature’s
exelamation polnts, The pines of the upper river appear in
mintature nbove it. A basin, broad and blue, deep in the solid
rack recelves ity and the raplds glitter belows, Tho wilderness
onwraps and slindows haunt it, outstarting from thelr ambush at
high noon,

Alovo the cataract the difliculttes of our way lucreased as we
advanced. 1 had pietured myself in fmaginavon dmgging the
canvo o hundred wiles up o dry steeam , but tho fams were more
taan I hind bargatned for.  They are made by drift woud accumia-

teacks, and an enormons bruin was coming round the point upon
our left,

¢ ITero Is the bear,’ sald Icter, who always talked like the
showmanin a menagerle, or Peter Parley In the Pletorial Natura,
IHistory. I raised my gun,

““Don’tshoot —not yet,” he whispered.  Prowlingalongshore,
now invisdide, and nuw condog vat of the brush upon the bank,
the brate was nearlng us cvary lustant, and at the rate he was
comlng, fna few secutnds would hiave bean in the canoe.  “Shoot
nos,” whisperal Petery as the game, n platn slght of us, was

stepping over o fall-
enlog. Itookdelib.
crate aim and fired,
Down fell the bea,,
losing. his fouthotd,
into the water, and
for a moment such
a floundering about !
e turned round
and round two or
three t'mes and was
vpoaan Iy
LYY '"5
him, as I supposed,
in his Jast agonies,
I liad not reloated.
Beforo I could do it
he had plunged into
the woods, ‘The
canoe at the same
instant, with a sin-
gle stroke of Peter's
paddle, touched tho
shore,and snatching
up three cartridges

N ale de it

#1,08T NOW, ANYHOW !V

lating from time lmmemorial—the Muskoka has never been
“delven (cleared for the passage of timber) — in narrow places.
They encumber the air more than the water, sticking out in
overy divection § and you have to go round them. The fitst wo
hail encountered was a quarter of a mile in lengil;, and the pop-
Inr bush swhich Jined the banks almost Iinpenetrable ; but there
was 1o help for it. Sideways, forwards, backwands, struggling
through 1t with our burdeus, like conviets breaking out of prison,
wa foreed our way.

"1 don't think 1’1l build any camp,” said Peter at night, when
Wwo eamo to a halt, and, rolling himself In a blanket, was lost to
toll and tho mosquitoes. I was chopping sticks ngainst a balsam
i tho dark to stretch the tent with when a piece of the gum flew
Into my eye, and for five minutes I struggled blindly, twild with
paln, Tho tent wentup, however, I got into it, and In the thine
1t takes to tell It was fast asleep.

‘I'ho stump where I had hung my shoes at night to dry — I had
not been nblo to wear my boots the day before — caught fire § and
uno of the shoes dropped into the blaze, waking Peter. He
showed 1 to o in the morning, burnt to a crisp,  The situation
was getting desperate ; we rose to meet it, and before we knew it
wo wero I the first lake.

The tell-tale beach opposite suggested hunts, perhaps by moon-
lights  *“We want no jack,” sald Peter. ‘There were blucberry
and checkerberry buslies and crisp moss, with a few trees, on the
granite rock, commmanding the lake, on which we rested.  When
s got ready In the afternoon, hie proposed a2 hunt. We went up
nto Canoe Lake. from the nameless one in which we had en-
camped, It spread out before us Uke a broad mirror of plate
glawe, vie round island fun front.

We were returning to look for deer where we had seen fresh

—1 had jerked a
pocket-full in my
haste Into the bote
tom of the canoe —I leaped out upon ¢he track.

““Stop,” sald Peter, ‘“not too fast ; if he's not dead he might
come at yer.”’

Coming up behind me, knife in hand, he listened for amoment,
and, hearing nothing, muttered, I think you killed him,”’ and
began slowly following the track into the woods, examining the
lcaves,

“1 see no blood,” sald heat length, *“ I think youmissed him;”
and we returned to the canoe.

Half an hour later as we drew necar the camp he broke the
silence. * IV's a pity you missed him, we might have had some
mautton for breakfast.”

An Indian never forgets a joke nor anything clse, and when he
can’t or won't do a thing is best let alone. I knew the bear was
dead or dying, But in the twllight, after Peter's warning, I
didn’t care to press the matter to a demonstration,

It was not Canoe Lake, after all, but an unsurveyed lake, ae-
conding to the map, that we had been up Into. Going on our
way the next morning we found an inlet, much obstructed by
drift wood, farther to the cast, whera the map showed it.

“The main stream,” sald Peter, returning from a shoit exam-
ination of it to the canoe. e had found a ““sny?’ where the
stones had been dug out of the bottom and piled up on both sides
leaving a passage between.

We reached the lake, A loon In front did not move till wo
were within two rods. What next ? I wondered. The shores
which, according to the map, should have run north and south,
ran east and westerly, and the deep bay upon our left had no
busincss to be there.

“Not Canoe Lake at all,"” said Peter at Jength, ¢ That must
be Cxnoo Lake where we were last night.  We're lost now. ang-




