
266 ROUGHNG IT 1N THE BUSH.

" Well, Mrs. J--, what have you got for our dinnerr"
said our driver, after he had, seen to the accommodation
of his teams. -

" Pritters* and pork, sir. Nothing else to be had in the
woods. Thank God, we have enough of that !"

D--- shrugged up hip shofulders, and ked at us.
"We've plently òf that same at h e. But hunger's

good sauce. Come, be spryp,--idow, and see àbout it, for
I am very hungry." .

I inquired for a privatfrdm for myBeif and the chil-
dren, but there wer.e no piivate ro&ns in the house. The
apartment we occupied was like the cobbler's stall in the
old song; and I was obliged to attend upon them in public.

«You have much to learn, ma'am, if you are going to
the woods," said Mrs. J

"To unlearn, you mean," said Mr.I)-. " To tell

business in the woods. Eddication spoils màn or woman
for that location. So, widow (turning to our hostess),
you are not tired of living alone yet 1"

"No, sir; I have no wish for a second husband. I had
enough of the first. I like- to have my own way--to lie
down mistress, and ge$ up master."

"You don't like to be .put out of your old way," re-
turned he, with a nschievous glance.

She coloured very red ; but it might be the heat
of the fire ôver which ghe wafryin the pork for r

-d aaf~ptu.~innèr.


