
24 LIFE IN TIIK CLEARINGS.

bo burietl, and, for auglit I know to tlie contrary, the old man is

living still, and very likely to treat himself to a third wife.

I was told two amnsing anecdotes of the late Bishop Macdon-

ald ; a man whose memory is held in great veneration in the

province, which I will give you here.

The old bishop was crossing the Rice Lake in a birch bark

canoe, in company with Mr. R , the Presbyterian minister of

Peterboro' ; the day was rather stormy, and the water rough for

such a fragile conveyance. The bishop, who had been many
years in the country, knew there was little danger to be appre-

hended if they 5^ it still, and he had perfect reliance in the skill

of their Indian boatman. Not so Mr. R , he had only been

a few months in the colony, and this was the first time he had

ever ventured upon the water in such a tottleish machine. In-

stead of remaining quietly seated in the bottom of the canoe, ho

endeavoured to start to his feet, which would inevitably have

upset it. This rash movement was prevented by the bishop, who
forcibly pulled him down into a sitting posture, exclaiming, as

ho did so, "Keep still, my good sir; if you, by your groundless

fears, upset the canoe, your protestant friends will swear that the

old papist drowned the presbyterian."

One hot, sultry July evening, the celebrated Dr. Dunlop called

to have a chat with the bishop, who, knowing the doctor's weak

point, his fondness for strong drinks, and his almost rabid anti-

pathy to water, asked him if he would take a draught of Edin-

burgh ale, as he had just received a cask in a present from the

old country. The doctor's thirst grew to a perfect drought, and

he exclaimed " that nothing at that moment could afford him

greater pleasure."

The bell was rung ; the spruce, neat servant girl appeared, and

was forthwith commissioned to take the bishop's own silver tank-

ard and draw the thirsty doctor a pint of ale.

The girl quickly returned; the impatient doctor grasped the

nectarian draught, and, without glancing into the tankard—for

the time.

" Was that soft hour Hwixt summer's eve and close,"
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emptied the greater part of its contents down his throat. A


