
THE GARDEN 0F THE GULI
A Tale of Close 9,uarters wit$ a Polar Bear.

AMa detective - or more
AMthuly I was a detec-
tîe tubut at the idfea upons
te, but at the offet Io wthb

reader that emphasis mnust
be placed strougly on the
word 'was.' Those days, and
nights, of sbadowing, trail-
ing, deceiving and hood-
winking my fellow men and
women are a thing of the

past. And this is not a detective story even. I
simply had to bring iu the fact of mny being a de-
tectÎve to account for the experience that I arn
about to relate.

It started on the littie schooner Mary Jane.
Neyer mind what country's flag she flew-Canada,
or the United States. 'To the uuinitiated she was
a simple littie fishing boat that paid very frequent
visits to the Prince Edward Island shores, remain-
ced a few days, then scurried rapidly southward,
from wbence she was sure to return before many
tides.

To the confidential men of at least one goveru-
ment she was more than an innocent fisbing smack.
However, 1 belicve I said this was no detective
story. I have friends lu both countries and have
solved many a tangled riddle for both governments,
and plaiuly speaking it was no person's business
wbat I was doing on the Mary Jane one early
spring day in 19.I arn not going to tell nîy
reason for being on this iysterious little craft.
My space will be amply filled witb wbat bappened
when I was off her-aud an ignominious getting
off it was to a sleuth who prided himself on bis
ability to keep out of trouble.

We were headiug for Prince Edward Island-
the Garden of the Gulf tbey caîl it, althougb in the
early spring before the leaves begin to open it is a
harren, hleak-looking garden to be sure. The
,Mary Ja-ne was far f rom roomy at best, and iu my
cramped position, bidden behind a few barrels of
saIt pork, the lack of space was painfully apparent.
1 had already been cramped up for twenty-four
hours without a wink of sleep, and uow lu the raid-
night watcb when flot a soul could be seen on the
after deck, I felt it was tirne to case my aching!,
limibs. arose and gave one delicious stretch. Then
in a flash dark shapes appeared from nowherc and
engulfed me.

It was aIl over quickly. The Mary Jane> inno-
cent fishing boat though she was, had no room for
spies. Sccurely wrappcd lu a heavy piece of sail-
clotb with a lump of lead from the ballast for a
companion, 1 was carricd to the side.

I rernenber the hum of gruff searnen's voices
as I lay balanced, on the rail, and the command to
beave me over. Not a moment even was given to
make my peace witb my Maker. 1 felt myscîf tear-
ing through space, dowu, down, bundreds of feet
it seemcd, although 1 knew full well that the Mary
Jane's deck was a bare ten feet from the water hune.
1 drew My knees to my chest as I feil, feeling
already the icc-cold water of the Atlantic as it
soaked tbrough the canvas and cboked the Iîfe out
of me. My knife was lu my belt and 1 decided to
at least make an attempt to live; who knew but
that the shore of at least a floating ice-field was
not near?

Thud! I struck; not water, but somethiug solid,
the impact with wbich caused stars, cresceuts and
forks of gilt-edged lightning to dance before my
eyes. At the same Moment I beard a crash as the
Mary Jane rau full tilt into the ice field upon wbich
I had fallen.

Gruif voices, cursîig, orderiug and expostulat-
ing came to my cars. But 1 had no tîme to listen.
My kuife had already cut a sfit lu the cauvas and
1 was lu the open lu a minute. I was surprised
to find myscîf fully a dozen feet from the edge of
the field. No doubt wben I struck 1 had involun-
tarîly rolled over and over to a place of safety.
But 1 couîd not reason the matter then. With head
bent low 1 raced across the ice-my destination any-
where lu an opposite direction to the Mary Jane.
I was careful, however, to keep an eye open so that
I did not strike the water on the other side..

Wheu a good eighth of a mile lay between my-
self and the edge of the schooner I squatted ou a
piled-up billock of snow-covered ice and watched
the ligbts from my late home twinkle in the dark-
ness. After a wbile they began to move, and
gradually became dimmer and dimmer. Backing
away, I figured it, and while the receding ligbts
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filled me with feelings of lonesomeness,' I was tbank-
fui that tbey were receding. I did not wisb a garne
of hare and hounds ou the ice field in wbich I played
the part of the bare.

Wben the lights bad practically disappeared to-
ward the nortbwest, I picked my way carefully back
to my late shroud. It was still there, and gratefully
I dragged it away from the edge. Iu spite of rny
adveuture 1 was inexpressibly sleepy. The sbroud,
as I called it, was waterproof and would mnake a
good mattress as well as covering. The night was
warrn and my overcoat was fur-lined and heavy.
StilI, to make doubly sure of not being awakened
by the chili blast of a nortbwester before my sleep
was over, I crawled througb the slit in the cauvas.

"Funny old place for a siesta," I murmured
drowsily to myseîf just before I sauk into a de-
ligbtful slumber. And 1 learued later that it was
far more fuuuy than I imagined.

1 have always dreaded the ncxt part of my
story. Ineredulous smiles, open derision, and sneers
of disbelief have been îny lot wheu telliug it. How-
ever, 1 always bad satisfaction in the end. I was
willing to wager gond money that I could prove my
statements and invariably won. The harbour-master
at Pictou, the captain of the revenue cutter
l)ut wait, I have promised the Goverumnent to be
sparing of names.

1 aw'oke; there was uothing startling about that.
lu fact, it was to be expected sooner or later. There
was a delicious feeling of warnmtb ut my back al-
tbough the tip of my nose assured nme tbat the
weather had cbauged and it was anytbing but warm.
I yawned drowsily, tryîng to imagine a reason that
would account for sucb a difference in temperature
between the back and front portions of my body.

Was I frozen? Alarmed, I kîcked my foot back-
wards to sec if I had full power over my muscles.

The answer was entirely differeut from what 1
bad expected. I heard a grunt as some unwieldy
body slid away f rom bebiud me, followed by the
basty patter of feet. Immediately the temperature
of my back dropped ut least forty degrees. I could
feel the cold shivers run up and down my spine,
and uîy hair I arn sure stood on end.

Grasping my kuife, I stuck my bead through the
slit in the canvas. Standing not tbirty feet away,
bis small, brigbt eyes looking at me inquisitively
and bis buge, sbaggy head moviug from one side
to another stood my bcd-mate-a polar heur of the
flrst water, the pure, unadulterated "stuff, aIl wooî,
or fur ratber, and a yard wide.

I don't kuow whicb was the most alarmed. Witb
a bravado I was far from feeling I sbouted at hlm
and waved my bauds furiously. He gave au
affrigbted woof and scuttied across the ice. I fol-
lowed .joyously. Here was wbcre I would show tbe
superiority of the human over the brute, But my
calculations were wroug. Suddeuly Bruin reacbed
tbe open water. Appareutly he was boath to take
a bath so soon after rising. Or perhaps he wished
bis breakfast first. At any rate be turned, stood
on bis bind legs, opeued bis ponderous ýjaws and
snarled-yes, actually snarled at bis bed-feilow.

And then I rau, aud did nlot stop until 1 bad
reached my canvas upon whicb I dropped and
watched him, ruminating lu my mind as to the
probable outcome of this adveuture.

Bruin gazed at me for a while, then turned bis
attention to the water. Soon be captured a fish of
goodîy dimensions and began to regale himself.

That reminded me that 1, too, was hungry, but
as I was not zifted witb natural fishaing tackle like
my uortbern friend, I was forced to content myself
with muucbing one of niy hast hard-tack sea biscuits
and drainingy the hast drons from my tea-can, wbich
luckily 1 bad brouigbt witb me when I hoarded the
Mary Janc. Tbis donc, 1 cast my eyes around My
floatiug home.

Strange as ît may'appear, it was the first time
that I hadt attempted to size up my chances of
escape. Ftatigue had claimed me the 'nigbt before
and wben I awoke there bad been enougb excite-
ment in the air to keep my mînd on matters other
than the chances of getting to land. The chances
of being eaten were wbat worried me, for I fully
believed that polar bears were particularly fond
of castaways, andî 'tbat I bad heen foreordained to
keep this bandsome specimen from dwindling to a
shadow with starvation. It was a great relief to
learn that I was to bave a little time to myself at

least before Bruin wvould have finished his flsh a
be ready for bis ineut course.

And then the tbougbt struck me that it v
Friday. I fuirly danced witb deligbt. Surely
well-brougbt-up bear would moiest me ou a Frid
-My chances of escape appeared brightcr by f
now that this thought gave me relief.

However, 1 wus auxious to get to shore. FrieI
or no Friday I was not going to tempt Providen
and the ice-field, no matter bow large, was far 1
smull for myscîf and youder fish-eating quadrup

Far off in the distance I could sec theý Prii
Edward sbore. Between me und land, hlowev
was at least three miles of open water. StilI a frî
northcaster was blowing und it would not take Io
to drive the ice in-shore. The field itself was p,
haps baif a mile lu leugth -and an eigbtb of a m
wide, but the wind bad caused a fairly beavy 5
to corne up and au occasional crack showed
tbat pieces from the edge were breaking off a
rapidly decreasing the area. Even now I couid
several cakes of goodly size.driftiug lu the wake
tbe mother field, and the problcm came up lu i
mmnd just bow much wvould be left of the origi,
field when it bud drifted to shore, wbich it 1
doubtedly would do with the prescrnt wind. I s
cerely lmopcd that I would be fortunate euouigh
stick to the large part and uot be carried a-way
the flotsam.

With this end lu view I took up my stand
ucar tbe centre as I couîd, and the bear, eviden
guided by instinct as acute as my reasouing powe
deemed it udvlsubie to squat far too near My lo(
tion for my complete satisfaction.

Not fifty yards f rom one another we sat a
viewed the distant shore, my furry comlpani
sbaking bis wise oid beud knowingly from side
side und giviug an occasional grunt of alarmi wh
a larger piece of ice thun usual would break aw
from its parent witb a resoundiug crash.

The wind had becu incrcasing steadily, a
nuturally the ice bad yieldcd to the force of t
rising waves and was becomiug more and ic,
rapidly a jumblcd mass of smaller cakes.

The steru truth was not brougbt home to 1
witb full force until a louder report than uist
sounded at my very feet.. I spranz back just
tinie to escape slippiug into the wideuing gap 1
neatb uly eyes. The other cake, on which Brt
squatted, was graduully drifting away and 1 realis
that the field had broken squarely lu two. T
bear's portion yielded to the force of a mighty wa
and rose bigh ln the air, the pure green ice showi
for au instant until with a migbty splash of spr
it sank into the ocean. The spray feIl to the ve
feet of xny former companion. He suiffed it d
daiufully, then trotted to the cdzc of the wat
betwceu us. I had congratulatcd myscîf that 1 w
weil rid of hlm. Whetber it was that he appreciat
my compauy or wbetber my cake appeared larg
and safer to hlm 1 caunot tell, but aftcr taking t
temperature of the water with a hairy paw, he ga
a wbimper and plunged into, the waves.

1 could sec bis giistening nose plougbing towa
me, and a splasb of sait spray as bis big, heavy pz
uccasiouully missed counection witb the-water a
showed clear and white above the crest of a wave,

I met hlm at the edge, determiued that the fie
or what remained of it, should not be burdenied wi
double weigbt. As bais snorting nose drew near
sat down with my bauds braced behiud me, a
wben his foremost paw feIl on the ice I broug
my be'avy nailed boot dowu ou it. With a whimr
of pain be sank back and swamn toward the left.

I sboved myseif across the ice after him. He~
near the edge, it was aimost impossible to sta
uprigbt and I was in momcntary terror lest I shot.
cither slîD off or that portion on whicb 1 sat shoi
become dissected from the rest.

Bruin made better speed as a swimmer than
did, as an ice-boat and he was haîf up on the fi(
wben with a frantic kick I attemptcd ta push h
back. The slope -of theice aided me for he slpp
into the water witb a growl of rage. A floati
block struck hlm a sounding wback and with a sn
he sank out of sight.

*'Drowued," I mnuttered as 1 hastened, taward t
centre, but five minutes later when I looked over i
shoulder aud saw hlm Sitting on bis haunches caln
lîckîng bis wouuded Paw, and glariug wrathfuhly
me, I formed another opinion. I verified my s,
picions later lu alarge encyclopedia where 1 learn
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