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turned her attention to the mosquitoes,
j which had been learning all the tenderness
| of a bear’s nose.

These were but a few of the watchers
of the trail, whose eyes, themselves unseen,
scrutinized the invader of the ancient wood.
| Each step of all his journey was well noted.
Not so securely and unconsideringly would
he have gone, however, had he known
that only the year before there had come
| a pair of panthers to occupy a vacant lair
on the neighbouring mountain side. No,
his axe would have swung free, and his
eyes would have scanned searchingly every
overhanging branch ; for none knew better
b than old Dave Titus how dangerous a foe
was the tawny.northern panther. But
just now, as it chanced, the panther pair
were hunting away over in the other valley,
the low, dense-wooded valley of the Quah-
Davic.

As matters stood, for all the watchers
that marked him, the old lumberman
walked amid no more imminent menace
than that which glittered down upon him
from four pairs of small bright eyes, high
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