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thing like this clumsy and slow-moving shape, but knew
it for something dangerous. His little slaty head, jutting

at ‘an acute angle from the bark, looked like a mere caprice

of knot or wood fungus; but it had the singular quality
o moving smoothly around the trunk, as the lumberman
advanced, so as to keep him always in view.

Equally curious, but quivering with fear, two wood-mice
watched him intently, sitting under the broad leaf of a
skunk-cabbage not three fébt from the trail. Their whisk-
ers touched each other’s noses, conveying thrills and’ pal-
pitations of terror as he drew near, drew nearer,—came—
and passed. But not unless that blind unheeding heel had
been on the very point of crushing them would they have
disobeyed the prime law of their tribe, which taught thefh
that to sit still was to sit unseen. '

A little farther back from the trail, under a spreading
tangle of ironwood, on a bed of tawny moss crouched, a
hare. His ears lay quite flat along his back.
watched with aversion, not unmixed with scorn, the heavy,
tall creature that moved with such effort and such noise.
“ Never,” thought the hare, disdainfully, “would he be able
to escape from his enemies!” As the delicate current of
air which pulses imperceptibly through the forest bore the
scent of the man to the hare’s hiding-place, the fine nostrils
oi the. latter worked rapidly with dislike. On a sudden,
however, came a waft of other scent; and the hare’s form
seemed to shrink to half its size, the nostrils rigidly
dilating. : >

It was the scent of the weasel—to the hare it was the
very essence of death. But it passed in an instant, and
then the hare’s exact vision saw whence it came. For the
weasel, unlike all the other folk of the wood, was moving.
He was keeping pace with the man, at a distance of some
ten feet from the trail. So fitted, however, was his colour-
ing to his sugrounding, so shadow-like in its soundless
grace was his motion, that the man never discerned him.
The weasel’s eyes were fixed upon the intruder - with a
malignancy of hate that might well have seared through
his unconsciousness. Fortunately for the big lumberman,
the weasel’s strength, stupendous for its size, was in no
way commensurate with its malice; or the journey would
have come to an end just there, and the gaudy bundle
would have rested on the trail to be a long wonder to the
mice. ,

The weasel presently crossed the yet warm scent of a
mink, whereupon he threw up his vain tracking of the
woodman and turned off in disgust. He did not like the
mink, and wondered what that fish-éater could be wanting
so far back from the water. He was not afraid exactly,
—few animals know fear so little as the weasel,—but he
kept a small shred of prudence.in his “savage little heart,
and he knew that the mink was scarcely less ferocious than
himself, while nearly thrice his size.

From the mossy crotch of an old ash tree, slanting over
the trail, a pair of pale, yellow-green eyes, with fine black
slits for pupils_, watched" the traveller’s march. They were
set in a round, furry head, which was pressed flat to the
branch and partly ‘overhung it. The pointed, tufted
ears lay flat back upon the round brown head. Into the

‘bark. of the branch four sets of razor-edged claws dug

themselves venomously; for the wild-cat knew, perhaps

His eyes’

through some occult communication from its far-off do-
mesticated kin of hearth and door-sill, that in man he saw
the one unvanquishable enemy to all the folk of the wood.
He itched fiercely to drop upon the man’s bowed neck, just
where it showed, red and defenceless, betweeln the gaudy
pundle and the rim of the brown hat. But the wild-cat,
the lesser lynx, was heir to a ferocity well tempered witn
discretion, and the old lumberman slouched onward un-
harmed, all ignorant of that green gleam of hate playing
upon his neck.

It was a very different gaze which followed him from
the heart of a little colony of rotting stumps, in a dark
Lollow near the trail. Here, in the ‘deol gloom, sat Kroof,
the bear, rocking her huge body contemplatively $rom side
to side on her haunches, and occasionally slapping 6ff a
mosquito from the sensitive tip of her nose. She had
no cub running with her that season, to keep her busy
and anxious. For an hour she had been comfortably
rocking, untroubled by fear or desire or indignation; but
when the whirring of the cock-partridge gave her warn-
ing, and the grating of the nailed boots caught her ear,
she had stiffened instantly into one of the big brown
stumps. Her little red eyes followed the stranger with
something like a twinkle in them. She had seen men
before, and she neither actively feared them nor actively
disliked them. Only, averse to needless trouble, she cared
not to intrude herself on their notice; and therefore she
obeyed the custom of the wood, and kept still. But the
bear is far the most human of all the furry woodfolk, the
most versatile and’ largely tolerant, the least enslaved by
its surroundings.. It has an ample sense of humour, also,
that most humane of gifts; and it was with a certain

_relish that Kroof recognized in the grey-clad stranger one

of those loud axemen from whose camp, far down by the
Quah-Davic, she had~only last winter stolen certain com-
forting rations of pork. Her impulse was to rock again
with satisfaction at the thought, but that would have been
out of keeping with her present character as a decaying
stump, and she restrained herself. She also restrained a
whimsical impulse .to knock the gaudy bundle from the
stranger's back with one sweep of her great paw, and see
if it might not contain many curious and edifying things,
if not even pork. It was not till she had watched him well
up the trail and fairly over the crest of the slope that, with
a deep, non-committal grunt, she again turned her attention
to the mosquitoes, which had been learning all the tender-
ness of a bear’s nose. ’
These were but a few of the watchers of the trail,
whose eyes, themselves unseen, scrutinized the invdder of
the ancient wood. .Each step of all his journey was well
noted. . . ... The old lumberman walked amid no more
imminent menace than that which glittered down..upon
him from four pairs of small bright eyes, high up among
the forking limbs of an old pine. In a well-hidden hole, -
as in a nursery window, were bunched the smooth heads
of four young squirrels, interested beyond measure in the
strange animal plodding so heavily below. them.  Had
they been Settlement squirrels they would, without doubt,
have passed shrill comments, more or less uncompliment-:.
ary; for the squirrel loves free speech. But. when' he
dwells among the folk of the ancient wood he, even he,




