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trip—was passed by alternately

the supply cart and climbing around roots
and rocks; this latter being an easier mode
of progression than being bounced around
almost as quickly and with as erratic &
movement as a ping-pong ball is thrown from
the racquet. |

After that eighteen m-ll‘ of) torture, the
night's rest was balm to our nerves.
Next day we entered upon the canoe vOy-
age for the upper camps, and felt we could
say with fervor, “I came from martyrdom
unto this peace.” :

As our canoes moved with batlike swift-
pess over the waters that flowed away from
them in curving, rounding ripples, instead
of the deep cut one would notice in the
wake of a sherp keeled boat, our Indian
half-breed, who rejoiced in the distinguished
pname of Bigsail among his own people, but
whom we called Bob, a name which fitted
well into the chinks of everyday life, drop-
ped history bits of the early days.

“See that path lying along the hillside
like « snake stretched out in the sun? It
would be quite overgrown but for the good
camping grounds near; it leads to an old
Indian burying ground, where some of the
first settlers desecrated our graves; dug them
up for the treasures and relics that had been
buried with our braves. Revenge and anger
burned up in our people like fire eats and
devours prairie grass. We felt that these
pale-faced strangers did not care for our
sacred things, nor love our country with the
same love we did. It had not been the land
of their fathers. They coveted the land on
which ~grew our giant {rees; and where
Umisk bullt his dam in the streams, there
these pale-faces longed to put up their big
whirring water wheels. So because of the
fire in our bones and the voice whispering
all the time, ‘kiil! kill!’ we pursued and
harassed them many moons. Was I alive
then? O, no; my father heard the story
from the old men, and he told it to me.”

"l"hls in reply to Mona’s question.

Here is a famous feeding place for deer
and moose. See how the reeds are eaten off,
and the water-lillies .are pulled about; lily
rcots are dainties to Mr. Moose, It would
be unpieasant to meet oue of those big
fellows, for they begin to get uneasy this
time of year, before they seek winter quar-
ters, and care not to be interfered with. I
shot my first moose hereabout.” And Bob's
eyes took on a reminiscent gaze. He was
really more Indian than Scotch.

Again his monotone.carried story and leg-
end to our waiting ears—tales he had heard

m his Indian grandsire.

_ “Twenty miles across from here. on two

;slauda in the long lake, our forefathers
b‘l“‘ht a -great battle; part of the stone
rricade they raised up still stands on the
:lOft¥: island. Who won, do you ask? Nei-
her: the opposing sides fought and strug-
gled until the third sun, when, lo! some-

thing awful came rising out of the water
,‘t'f'd our warriors were all dead. What was
? T do not know: no one knows; but that

. passed the

brother
and do not wander more.”

and gorgeous leaf outlined 3
the blue, gently entreated us to’
stay.

solemn. The trees stood

shoulder: : |
to shoulder down to the water's

edge, some showing roots gnarled
and twisted creeping out from the
bank down into the water, re-

minding one of huge water snakes.

Beautiful giants they were, des-
tined in a few seasons at most
to yield up their lives and be car-
ried down the swift current of the
river, or rock lazily in some of

its little bays, and finally to fill °

the insatiable maw of the
mill, emerging after the

grinding.
and pressing machines had ' done

their work, as the finished pro-
duct—paper.
sun shone level
tree b hes we

1t task
-gt the two mile . Here
the water tore over hidden rocks,
or foamed and dashed around
those granite hearted keepers of
the river bed, yet forced at last
by the insistent water to yleld
themselves up grain by grain.
From the bank we watched the
men turn the canoce noses and
plunge down this frantic hurly-
burly, then leaving the shore we
penetrated further in the woods,
the character of which had chang-
ed to a thick under brush and
second growth. Our guide, Dune
McNeill, an expert forest ranger,
who had been breaking the way
for us through the tangle of giant
bracken and brush that stuck to
our clothes and wound about our
legs, suddenly made a detour after
a flock of ruffled grouse that
had whirred up with a rocket-like
sound impossible for any sports-
man to resist. Dunc belonged to
the bush as surely as any wild
animal. He reminded me of a
moose—bunchy shoulders, spind-
ling legs with the same awkward
shuffle when in the open, but he
had earned the enviable reputa-
tion of being able to walk through
bush carrying a canoce as jaunt-
ily as an ordinary man could

For miles our water road bhad :
flowed through woods, vast and
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