
TRJNITY UNIVERSITY REVIEW. 47

The Baron 8ighed,but consoled himself with the thouglits
of bacon, bacon! But, alas ! Inexorable fate ! I"For w hen
lie got there the cupboard was bare, and s0 the poor boy
-» Yes, the bacon was a minus quantity. There lay the
paper, that had held its unctious form-but "lOh, for the
touch of a vanished aide, and the sound," etc. The Baron
tiarned and gazed fixedly at the Boy Trapper, whose gaunt
and haggard looks, however disarmed suspicion. Then he
called his dog and investigated his ribs for traces of the
missing three pounds of nutriment, but Snuff justified
himself in the eyes of ail. The Baron's bosom was shaken
with a sudden storm of sigls-"l Alas ! " le groaned, "lcan
sucli things be, 'tis enough to drive one to eggs! " And
suiting the action to the words,he sorted out a dozen of the
largest size. The eggs almost reconciled the Baron to the
loss of the porcine delicacy, for Munchi has been very fond
of eggs ever since his boyhood's happy days upon the farm
when he delighted to go on eggs-ploring eggs-cursions
into hay.mows and other places whither liens retire to eggs-
cavate their nests and iay their high-priced products.

VI.

Breakfast finislied and the dishes cleaned, the voyageurs
f urbish up a few bent-pins and cut a couple of saplings
preparatory to a tussel with the inonsters of the deep. Ful
of hope, they launch the house-boat, and anchor it out
among the sea-weed. The tender hearted youths stop up
the access and passage of remorse as they iinpale the
wriggling worms. No sooner do the hooks toucli the water
than they are imrnediately seized, and two goodly perch
are ruthlessly torii f rom their native element. Another,
and another, and another follow in quick succession; the
fishermen hope to fill the canoe to sinking-but fickle
fortune averns her face, and the gaine is up. Their niost
arduous, piscatorial efforts fail to procure another nibble,
and they lack the faculty possessed by every true follower
of Isaac Walton, of sitting hour af ter hour in fond expeot-
ation, hoping against hope. Lt takes a prodigious amnount
of cold water to cool the Baron's ardour, but finally the
rnonotony of the gaine palîs on him even-and up cornes the
anchor.

Overhead a large heron is laziiy flapping. Lt bookscdown
with a supercilious air upon the unsuccessful fishermen.
The Barons wrath is aroused and the sportsman ini him
momentarily gets the better of lis natural aversion to
labour. The following is a detailed account of the chase
f rom the time when the heron alighted on the beach to the
point where the subsequent proceedings interested him no>
more-

Through the gloomny forest straightway
Ail alone the Baron wanders
Proudly, with his littie rifle
And his pockets full of bullets.
And the bird. sing round him, o'er him,

"Do not shoot us, mighty hunter"
Singa the opedhee, the robin,
Sinus the blue-bird, the owaisa.--

"Do not shoot us, mighty hunter'
Up the oak-tree close beside him
Springs the squirrei with hie chatter,
In and out among the branches
Laugli. and says between h.s laughing,

"Do not shoot me, mighty hunter!
And the crow upon the tree-top
Quickly simells the smnell of powder,
Thinks that there is caws for clamour
Raises sudh an awf ul racket
That the Baron'. anger rises,
And ie longe to shoot the rascal
With hie mocking "lDo not shoot me!
But the Baron curba hi. passion
For his thouglits are with the heron,
With the liglit-blue kingly heron,
Shuhehugali the lordly heron,
Glancing o'er the steep embankment,
Down the beach lie sees hi. victim,

On hi, stomacli quickly throws him,
Starts to creep among the brush wood
To approadli the shy Shiushugahi.
Iteckless scratches ail his body,
Tears lis clothe. among the bram îles,
While the fierce mosquitto bites him
And the sun inflames lis scalp
Where the hair sbould le, beut i. not,
TIen at last the spot hoe rachos
Where lie iast saw shy Shushugah-
But lie looks in vain ; the heron
Swiftiy fromn the place ha. vanished.
ISoon, howe'er, the Baron .pied him,
TIen again, lie does the snake-act,
Creeping low upon hie stomadli,
Til is hands and knees are blistered,
Then lie sees the lordly heron
With lis coat of hlue and silver
Ail unconscious of lis presence.
How his heart within him flutter,,
Trembles like the leaves aboya him,
When lie sees Shushugal near him
Then u pon the ground recliningNieessly lie aims hi, rifle.
Scarce a twig moves witli hi, motion,
Scarce a leaf i. stirred or rustle-
But the wild Shushugali hears huiî,
Quickly tries to fiee froni danger,
Opens wide lis wings for flying-
Oh ! the .inging fatal bullet
Buzzes like a bee and stings him.
Dead lie sees the lordly heron,
And the proud heart of Nlunchausen
Throhs and beats in exultatione
As lie bears Shushugali canipwards.
lis kind friend, the fauîied Boy Trapper,
Runs to meet hini with applauses;
Jollies him and give. liti1 taffy,
Till the Baron's head is swolien,
Thinking he's the offly pebl>le.

vil.

That afternoon the voyageurs, thirsting for new advent-
tures (and a glabs of lager>, ;et sail for Port Credit, a
seaport some two miles to the we8t. A amali sized tempest
is blowing f rom the east, and the " Undertaker's Joy>'
scuds tîrougli the waves witl lier gunwale under water.
By the ture that they reach the shelter of the Credit
River, ail hands are labouring bard at the pumnps, and the
carpenter reports six indhes of water in the hold. But the
voyageurs at once perceive that a visit to this village is
well worth any risk, liowever great. The tliriving littie
settieinent is a popular aummer resort for thirsty bicycliste
froin the city. It consists of one long, dusty street, a rail-
way station, five hoteis, a general store, a combination
blacksînitli's shop and ice creani counter, seven residences,
and a disappointed-looking churdli. The principal occupa-
tion of the inliabitants is pitdhing quoits and mending
punctured tires for iuckiess bicyclists. The maie portion
of the population employs its leisure time in fishing off the
vil lage-breakwater, whie tlie women snatdh a moment
from their liousebobd duties to gos8ip around the village-
pump. The thing in the men that most etrikea a stranger'e
eye is their liam-like fits; for those Port Creditites are
most pugnacious in their disposition. The demurenesa of
the village-maidens, too, is very noticeabie (and demureness
in a woman, like the color in lier clieeks, is decidedly
.becoming if not put on).

The Jntrepid Pair direct their stepe to the generai store,
but incidentally enter a flourishing liostelry, wliere cleanli-
ness is at a premium and flies at a discount. Here an oily-
looking individuai dispenses luke-warmn drinks over a sticky
counter, in a înost unappetizing manner. Our lieroes take
their punishment like men, liowever, encouraged by the
charma of conversation displayed by the oily individual.
They then adjourn to the «"store " where ail the wonders
of the uiyerFel)&y spread before thçir eyes-froi» beaps of


