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'T T is ail the saine with the woods as witl the sea,"
jsaid Maxime sleepily. "A mari starts off f rom

one post to another ; tliey await him, and hie
cornes not. Stili they waît, and stili hie cornes not. Per-
haps tley search, but it is very seldomn they find. lie
cornes no more for all their searching and waiting. lie
is gone-lost-foundered-no eye shall any more behold
hirn. Is it flot so, Lucien ?"

Lucien awoke with a jerk. "It is, Maxime," lie an-
swered earnestly; "It is, monsieur. But mostly they
are best split and cooked upon the bot coals." Hie
blinked amiably froni Elliot to Maxime.

"Bah," said the latter, "lie sleeps again. lHe always
sleeps and dreamis of food. lie should have been a wait-
et in a restaurant. Once I dined in a fine restaurant in
Montreal, and the waiters were contînually demanding
food frorn those below." Hie scowled at Lucien. "We
were speaking, not of food, but of loss," hie continued
sternly. "Lost ships, lost men, lost trails-those things
seen and known, and then lost forever."

"But somnetimes tley return," suggested Lucien, mnak
ing a great effort to catch up with the conversation.

"Imbecile ! If they return they are flot lost!" cried
Maxime.

"But sonietinies,"l said Elliot iazily, "sometirnes the
woods give up their dead, as we are told the sea shaîl
do. Sometirnes mien are lost in tlemi by their own pur-
pose. Eh, Maxime ?"

"lIt is true, M'sieur," saîd Maxime, nodding bis head.
"M'sieur miglit have been born and bred in the woods by
lis knowledge of them. Eh 1 yes ! Sometimes the
lost wish to remaîn lost. That is well said."

Elliot smiled. lie knew just what was lris own know-
Iedge of the wilds as compared with Maxime's, but the
flattery amused and pleased hîm nonre the less.

"Ah!" put in Lucien ; "II also know something of
that. Do you remembet Antoine Sarrasin of Notr'
Dame de Saules.?"l

III rememnber," replied Maxime tloufrhtfully, "but we
were flot keeping count of the fools, only of the unfor-
tunates."

Elliot blinked at the fireliglit. "WVhat of Antoine Sar-
rasin ?" lie asked. ,

"IWhy," returned Lucien, "lie was, as Maxime says, a
fool, lie was in love with rny cousin Gabrielle, who
also lives at Notr' Daine de Saules."

"T'hat was nothing," explained Maxime. " We were
ail fn love with lier fromn the time she was a dhuld."

"But Antoine was the worst," continued Lucien ;"lie
adored lier. And it is known now she loved hlm. But
then she was very rude to hirn, and refused to marry
him. -So what must Antoine do but take to the woods,
lie and his dog."

lHis miother was an Indian," put in the hawk-faced
Maxime, complacently, "0o it was naturaL."

"'That was two years ago," went on Lucien, "and lie
is stili in the woods. Jacques le Soldat saw him somie-
wliere about liere last year, in Match. No one lias seen
him since. And Gabrielle is as thin as a leaf. She
would run to himi now if lie lifted a linger-if lie returas."

"And if lie does not return ?"' asked Elliot.
"She will die, perhaps," said Lucien, "or perhaps she

wiil marry someone else. Who knows ?"
"lIt must lie late," said Maxime. "The moon tises.

It is better to sleep, m'sieur."
Elliot glanced dreamily around. "It is too heautiful

to shut one,'s eyes on yet," lie answered.
They lad coule upon the little valley in that soit

hour that follows sundown in the nortli. And liere
Ehhiot had insisted upon camping, regardless of ail hos-
tile liosts of midges and rnosquitoes. For a lovelier spot
lie had neyer found in aIl his wanderinZs. It was rather
a depression in the ground than a vailey-a depression in
a soutlward sloping hillside, so sunny and sleltered that
aIl growing things wlthin it attained a large perfection.

Ilirches ringed it about, axid a sprilg filled its loweat
part with a stili bine pool. Around the pool were wil-
lows, their long leaves pendant and inotionless » and~
giant ferns, waist-high, delicate, snapping at a touch. In
the pool, the frogs made their primieval inusic ; and
great moths hawked to and f ro above its glimmerixg
surface, shadows seen for an instant against the white
reilections of the stars. It seemed a place apart front
ail the rest of the woods ; exquisite, unsorrowing, un-
touched ; as il but newly awake in the youth of the
world, and stili wondering at its own beauty.

On this beauty and this peace Elliot atý length closed
his e) es, and the guides slept near him. Once hie roused
a littie ; Lucien was upon lis knees, lis black eyes roll-
ing wildly, declaring that something had corne and sniffed
bis face. TIen sle.ep again shut down ripou Elliot, and
hie drifted through gentie dreams to a perfect dawn. H~e
awoke with the song of a thrush in bis cars, and uipoil
hirn a happy sense of his surroundings. is tirst
thought was to look and see if the valley was as ex~-
quisite by day as by evening. And first thing lie saw
was the black square of the log cabin, liftingr a desolate
roof-ridge beneath the silver leaves of the willows.

Maxime, busied about the cofice, jcrkcd lis lead to-
ward it when hie saw Elliot was awake. "Soule othet
found this place before us," hie said, "and lived here for
a timie. No,, we have flot been near it, m'sieur." Elliot
glanced up quickly at Maximie's tonle. "II would flot go
near it in a hurry, I,,, continued the guide, with au in-
describable gesture and mnflection. "It is in My mmnd,
m' sieur, that there is some shadow upon it."

"lIt looks dismal enough," confessed Elliot. "II didn't
notice it last niglit. Did you ?"

"No," put ini Lucien quickly, "we did not. There were
strange things abroad last night."

"Lucien thfnks hie f elt something blow ii; his face,"
said Maxime in indulgent explan ation.

"That is what I did feel," said Lucien stubbornly.
"Ain I a child to bie afraid of a wind or a leaf ? 1 feit.
Also, I saw. A great shape, gray, that ranl through the
bushes without noise. And my face was damp frorn its
nose. A-a-ah !"

Elliot rolled from his blanket, laughing gently. But
lis eyes fell again upon the log cabin, and his laugliter
died . The black square of the building, the blacker dark.
of door and window, struck sornehow a chili upon him.
It seemed as if the cabin were some sad, watchful. pres-
ence ; a blot upon the delicate beauty of the day.

I'rVn going exploring," lie said curtly over bis shoul-
der. The guides rose also and foilowed himn; Lucien was
muttering something under his breath-Frendh prayers,
perhaps, or Indian charmns. "That cabane has the evil
eye,' said Maxime, and made the sign against it.

As tliey drew nearer to the cabin, its desolate ap-
pearance was increased. Under the wild growth before
the door could bie traced the outline of a garden plot.
Some hand had bent a young wiilow growing before the
door into a living arch that franied the black entrance
in a wonder of green. Elliot's foot was on the sill; bis
astonislied eyes cauglit the outline of a rougli table, a
stool, a barrel in a corner. Then Maxime's band swung
him back.

"Pardon, M'sieur," said the guide gravely. '"I wili
go in flrst, if mn'sieur perinits."1

Msieur was obliged to permit, for Maxirne's tondh
was firm, and Lucien hung to lis other arm and dragged
hini back a yard or two. He spoke to Lucien, 'but that
Frendliman answered only in a gutteral tongue unknowni
to hîm. Maxime stepped toward the bunk in the dark-
est corner of the cabin, from which a few rags of blanket
fluttered. Presently lie came out again, dusting dry wil-
low leaves from his liands.

"What did you push me back for ?" asked elliot ta-
ther indignantly.

"'To see if lie who owned the cabin was still at homne,"1
answered Maxime simply. '"Men die of many things,


