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place its naine. Thev' are smiall iu volum7e of water but in
picturesqueness and beauty make up for this lack of power
to rernind one of Niagara. It soon becanie too dark to re-
main out doors, and as we intended to start earlv t he next
day we retired to our rooms.

The next morning we took olr wa~y tovvards Woodlanid
Park, throughi a very pretty country, less %v ild and rocky
than that we had seen the first day, The li.ihd wIderied
out into a valley with fine trees standing abouit, and varions
ranchmen's bouses i cosy- corncrs, also a iiuîîîltr of suîn-
mer cottages and hotels scattered aloîig the Iiie of road,
Finally we caine to a turn iii the road, and bcgan to think
it was time thtat our intended abode for the uight shoukl
corne in siglit. It then transpired that Mrs. Gray hiad ilever
seen the place in question, the ranch of Mr. Athertom, son
of a leading London publisher. H-elhad often invited Mrs.
Gray to visit lis bachelor abode, and it was iii response to
theuse repeated invitations that she was taking rie with herý
two staid and sober niatrons, who were old enough to be lis
viother.

Mr. Atherton hiad given minrute directions, and as Mrs.
Gray was looking carefully for the signs lie had describe'd,
she suddenly said -- arn sure that is his gatew-ay - and
proceeded to turir Charlie's head toward it. Sheu theîî a-
lighted and wvent to inspeet the house, a conuifortabile log
one, with a fat, good-tempered looking dog keeping guard
uipon the doorstep. No one else appeared to be ait hiome,
but as the house door was unlocked and the dog made rio
resistance, she went in and soon returned saying shc knewýý it
was Mr. Atherton's bouse by the pictures and books. So;(
we went in, put up Charlie and the dog-cart, got ourselvesý
,-orne lunch, for it was now past three o'clocl, and %%e( Iad
eaten nothing simice our early breakfast. Âfter that %vu didi
flot know quite what to do, but finally providedorevs
with some books and cushions and seated ourselves tînder a


