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THE FOREST RANGER

By S. Calais

He was stationed at the Dancing Portage, andi
wvas aiso instructed to pa'trol. the circuiuambieiit
bush. lie didni't patrol it, but as there ivas no0-
body within a ra"tius of thirty miles, it diduit
tuatter inuclî. 11e loafed iii lus tcnt, iying on bis
blankets witl i s pipe iii lis inoutit, or eisc lie
lislied for big-mnouthied bass, xvîth an autoiuatic
air, iii the pools below the Dancing Rapids. 1
have been at the Dancing Rapids once, ani the
impression they unade on nie lias neyer faded. As
1 stood hy themn, watchiîîg the ceaseless chaos of
the chutes, with the noiseco ai any ý%7aters inin y
cars, 1 seeunied to be the oîuiv persoli ii the
wvorid. 1 don't think, ilowe ver, tlîat was the
feeling Napoleon Proulx Iia(. Ile rather likc(l the
vicinage of the rapids. lIn lis reinote isolation,
their noise and activity seeîncd to reassure lii.
It was comfortable ta wake up at niglit a'nd
hiear the rapids roaring away near lis tent, and
not becorne conscious of the alive silenîce of the
midnighit bush, witu its sub-audible noises af
twigs cracking, animais inoving, trees stirring,
.which the voice of the rapids drowned. Ei dur-
ing the long spaces of the day, while the sun-
lighit 1 oured itself down iii sileuit tloods, the ra-
pids sounded fainiliar and hionie-like.

When lie left their îuciglhborluood, il wvas not
long before lie expcrienced an unidercurrent of un-
easuness. On an expedition to somne distant p)art
of bis liinits, to post a lire-Ijili or investigate un-
located signis of sinoke, the log, wooded shores
of the lakes assined for lii an alien, forbid-
ding,. even formidable aspect. Once or twice,
when hie allowed luis thoughts ta wander, lic camne
to hiinself with a start, lest lie was lasiîug bis
way. He hiad once lost his way iii tUe bush, by
allowing bis thouglits to wvander, and the ineun-
orv made bin panicky.

fie very often vainiy speculated how near lie
was to anybody, or how far it wvas exactiy to
the end of the steel.

Though lie would have been the last to admit
it, even to himself, Napoleonl Prouix hegan to en-
tertain a vague unformnulated desire to sc some-
ane. It showed itseif in the incrcasing frequency
with which lie imagîned for a mnomnmt le saw
the flash of a paddie or tUe forrn of a canoe at
the other end of Iost Trail Lake. The canoe
usually proved to be a floating log or ramnpike,
or else a rock.

He had deceived hirnself so often that when lie
raised bis eye§ froin frying lis "<cochon" one
morning, and saw paddles flashing horizontal a
couple of miles down the lake, he !7tbhe*-d the
smnoke out of bis eyes with bis siceve before he
made sure. He did not rise frorn lis half-kneel-
ing, half-squatting posture, however, but went
on poking the bits of frizzling bacon in the fry-
ing-pan about with bis knife. Occasionally he
stopped, and looked down the lake over bis
ahoulder, but except for that the appearance of
the canoe did not put himi about at ail.

When the niewcomers landed on the portage,
Napoleon -Pronix ivas kneeling by the fire baking
some squaw-cakes in the frying-pan, and trying
with his arms to, s1fèld his eyes from the smoke
'of thie fire.

Hie saw that the strangers were ordinary Eng-
lislî i4ushw]iackers, înaking ,a forced journey.
They were both niuscular, bearded men, wcaring.
shapeless feit bats, and attired iii thç conven-
tional grey shirt, suspcndered trousers, and ail-
tan iiioceasiîîs. Tlucy stepped ont of tlîeir tar-
seauuie(i birchi-bark stiffly and heavily, as if
craîîîped after a long 1 addle, and began imunedi-
atelv ta get their dluiiîiage ready for packing
over tie portage.

"'Xood inorning,'' said olue of themi ta Na-
poleon Prouuix.

"B' jou, b' jon," said Napoleon, quickly, from
beside his frying, pan.

One af the mnen put the canoe on bis head, took
a slîining axe and ai couple of blackened pails in
one lîand, and startcd along the portege-trail.
The otlier lingered, adJusting bis pack to bis back
and the turnp-strap t .o bis forehead.

"You corne r4 igbtning I4 alze?" asked Napoleon.
"No, we corne iup by Loon Lake," said the

manx, lookiiug up, bis neck contorted and rigid
tunder lis pack.

"You go Fort Rupert?" asked Napoleon, again,
'vith a hackward motion of the head.

"N'o, we go the otiier route," saléd the man,
heginning ta move off. Hle pronounced "'route"
as if it werc "ront."1 <Looks like it might rain,"
he added, stifT-neckedlv okn neeo h
weather.cckganeeo th

Thc next moment lie was gone, and Napoleon
could see bis white pack bobbing in and ont
arnong the trees, like an animnal with irrespon-
sible motions.

AlNP!ANALOGY

By L. Owen

Wlîen the dawn's broke witb her low young
hearn,

And furzy sbadows fromn the grove
A cross the frost-laid stubble stream,

Wlith my endiess shade I like to rave.

Wben Hesper sets his eveuîing lamp
And carmined burns the bectic west,

M'lien cartb suspires ail cuill and damp,
With a fainting puise 1 sink ta rest.

The dawn brought hope, and a hcart full o'er
Rushed ont ta meet the streaming-noon;

By eve a slow tide lapŽed the shore,
Wberc moaned the gaie along tbe dune;

And as the sunset mielted in the sky
Mv pale life sootled its soul ta die.

And as the sun stole round the spheral worid
My sou] its sails on other seas unfîurlcd.

An incanacitated Med. was recently taking
another Mved. home with himn for the night. As
tbey neared the bouse the following colloqixy
rnirlit have been beard:

<'Shay, 1 hope Buller like'sh vou.''
<'Who'sb Buller?")
'<Buller 'sh our dog."


