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a sudden bond in the road discioses tbe hotel, ail aliglit, apparcntly for tbe

accommodation of a large and fraternal number of circus companios, who

have pitcbed the colossal Lents wbich shine like snow in tbe rnoonlight, in

Most friendly proximity.

We are welcorned by a special benefaction in the shape of a young

rnarried person, who finds that ber olive branches thrive in the deubtful

fertility of the Sand Banks, and wbo shows us the way to the dining

room.

There is nobody else to do jt-not a bint of a clork witb an old-gold

necktie, not a suggestion of a porter witbout any necktie at ail. In fact,

there is not a hurnan being visible except a tail, leose-jointed man wîthout

a coat, who slouches into the roome aftor us, appropriates a chair at the

head of our table, and addresses us fainiliarly upon the subjeét of cold

apple-pie. Our relative seoms to take bis presence there quito as a matter

of course, so we feel that it behooves us not to bo premature with our

indignation. We are too hungry te ho dignilled, any'.ay, se wo content

ourselves with bestowing our undivided attention upon sncb fragments of

the feast as romain after forty boarders, ravenous with the fresh lake air,

bave partaken of their evening mcal. We merely observe that hoe is guile-

lessly innocent of conventioflality and cuffls; that lie tips bis chair with

accustomod grace, and beans forward on his elbowvs with the air of a part

of the establishmnent. Later, in the seclusion of an apartment which we

share with the youngp rnarried person aforesaid and aIl the olive branches,

we learn that the gentleman wbo had hionoured us with bis society was a

sort of Pooh-Bah compendium of alI the officiais whoso services we had

missed, that ho habitually distinguished himsolf by the nion-performnance of

any of them, that his naine was Byers, and that hie was had iii reputation

and respect upon various accounts throughout the wbole lerigth and

breadth of the county.

We are drawn in from our early stroîl among the pilles and tbe rocks

and the blossofluing elder-bushos next morning by a clarnorous bell, whiclh

seomed to speak griddle-cakes to our waiting souls. Approaching the

veranda, we sec that Byers is ringing it, and, baving seated oursolves

in the plank-walîod dining-room, with the lake breeze blowing straight

tbrough it, Byers brings us the griddle-cakes of our anticipation. Day-

lîght discloses him the possessor of a long, bristliiig, yellow moustache,

overshadowing a mouth turned down at the corners, with a clîronie expres-

sion of disgust at thirîgs in goneral. uis nose books over it, and bis

.gray eyes have a speculative expression. His movements are so mechanical

that the Youth wbispers, in an awe-struck voice, bis conviction that a dis-

robing would ind himi wooden, with joints. We feel sure that hoe super-

intends the dish-washing; but we are mistaken, for hoe waylays us in tic

hall to Ilregister."> This we proceed to do, witlî the forty boarders in a

curions lino bebind us. Only when a guost cornes .to stay for at least a

weekis hatpreious record produced. On being interrogated as to its

seclusion fromn the public oye, Byors bad responded to the effeat tb:i y

while thero was nothing mean about hini, paper cost somiething; aixd

Ilthem darned picnickers 'ud fill it up in a week." In fact, notbing

happons to exorcise this f unctioilary that is not laid directly at tho door

of the irresponsible, unprofitabie, but smilingly guileloss rustic visitors,

who corne for the day witb their baskets, disport tbemselves on the two

capacious swings, miake love publicly and unrestrainedly on the veranda,

but in no0 wise add to the revenue of the big pine hotel. So in lus heart

Byers hateth them.

Next day is Sunday-a gala day at the Sand Banks. From nine

o'clock in the morning until nine at niglit, trirn top-buggies, weather-

beaten Ildernocrats," and comfortabîe family carrnages deposit their loads

of bashful youths and blusbing maidens, farmers' famniliOs, shopmen, bank

clerks, and aIl sorts and conditions of townspoople, chiefly corne to keep

cool1, wandor about, amuse themselves, and sec theîr friends, for the place

is purely local, and everybody is Il acquairted." Quoits or croquet, being

untaxabie, Mr. Byers strictly forbids as violations of the Sabbath; but

any and ail of the visitors rnay indulge in rifle-shooting, back of the stables,

at a dozen shots for a quarter, without incurring anybody's censure. 0f

course, ill.natured people make rernarks about it; but Byers scorns to

justify hirnself, and goes about persecuted for righteolisness' sake. The

boarders lie in hamrnocks under the trees, sing, srnoke, and read novols;

occasionally making an incursion upol' the dining-room, where the tables

are always set. They do not dance or play cards. One is almost inclined

to record it to their credit.

" Mr. Byers, why don't you have church bore, in the dance-hall '1 You

often have a minister over Sundlay," asks a lady with a troubled conscience,

this afternoon.

"Well, ma'am ther' was achuirchihere onct. Rigit down there." An

expressive finger is pointed toward the great white banks. IlThe sand

burried it. Discoverod it myself, three weeks ago. Ther's a Preshyterian
minister in it, just pernouncin' the benediction. But the congregation had

gone hum to dinner !llonest though, no foolin', folks don't want no

cburch here. They corne hcre to have a good time, an' damn it all, they're

goin' to hbave it-while l'mn boss 1

But we discover that Mr. Bycra' views are subject to fluctuation--the

weather, or the surroundings, or the social atînosphere, affect tbem equally.

Hie brings a chair down to the lake shore one brighit evening, where we sit

staring at the shimmering water and the flcccy clouds, and the dark island-

outlines, and proceeds to give us various doctrinal vicws. He begins by

inquiring what church we " patroniso." We rospond, with kindling recol-

lection of our covenanting forefathers, that we are Presbyterians.

"Thought so," giving bis chair a hiitchi to avoid a ledige at the back of

his head. Byers neyer utilises ail the legs of bis chair. IlTher's some-

tbin' about Presbyterians that gives 'cmn nway every tiîne. Fine people

though, the Presbyterians-iner 'n the Mtbodists by a1 long sight. 1 tell

you I've corne cross soie pretty dar eani Mthodists, considrin' the

way they wboop 'er up !You neyer heard tell of 'Bijab Crooks, 1 'spose.

XVcll, 'Bijah Crooks is ny wvif's own second cousin, but I'mn bound to say

hie's tire biggest MHethodist an' the sinallest miani in the biull country

H1e pauses for an expression of interest iii 'Bijab, wbich cornes with

promptitude.
IlYou see le's the feller tbat keeps the pound. 11e got an oid white

horse in there onc day Iast spring. Jake Smnith lie owned tho beast, an'

had turned Iiirn out on the road to die. WVhen 'Bi 'jali found after kepin'

hirn niglh onto a fortnigbt ther' wasn't notitin' to ho made out o' Jake, wbat

'dl be (1o but up an' tell 01(1 Doctor l3urdock, the best-naturodest man ever

was, that his brother's white mairc was goi' to bo sold fer poundage ef lie

didn't pay two dollars an' git lier out. Jim Burdock neyer owned a white

mare in bis life far's 1 know, but the Doctor, knowin' no botter, up an' paid

the two dollars like a man. IIsbn lookin' fer 'Bijali ever since.",

And the poor old white bors- -" breathlssly froun the Youth.

Oh, it died in the I)octor's back yard over to Aneliasburg. But that

wasn't just square cf 'BiJah, was it now? îI'n always tbankful I don't

worship 'long witb his sex, if tliey do mrake more noise.",

If I arn a blue Prosyterian, Anastasia is a piik and wite Motbodist,

but she doesn't champion lir cause. Perhaps 'Bijah's derelictions strike

ber as too ov'rwhelming to bo ligbtly dealt witb, and Anastasia neyer

deals with things seriouslyin the bot weather. So in a somnolent spirit

of peace and good will, she inquires our entertainer's denominational
tendencies.

"Mecî Oh, 'in a Brcthern. [n ot.bor words, my wife is. Deacon,

too, I arn ; but sho doos it for both of us in the season. Sunday's no day

fer me to leave. Lots o' Brethen round bore. An' there's no0 churcli

liko 'ern-not fer good works. I aint undoctrinatin' ny other denomi-

nation, cither; dare say thorc's flood in ail of 'cm. But fer liberal vicws

and proper rnethods of interpolatin' Soripter l'Il back the Brcthcrn. Bf

a inan tbinks a thing's right, why it is riglt-that's all ther' is about it;

an' cf ho thinks it's wrong, it's wrong." Here lie bocomos ornate and

gesticulativo. " An' wc don't belive iii gem' nîournin' ail our days, an'

callin' this a world of woc. Ef nirthfulness ain't nj'incd iii Soripter, I

want to know what is. I don't bang nîy larp on no willow, an' thcr's a

good deal o' dance in me yet, cf 1 ain maried an' settlcd. 'Nother tbing,

we believe in immersion as tho only syrnptomn o' baptisrn in the huli

ilble. Ef tbor's one rediculous doctorn in your church, it's that sprinklin'
the kids ! "

The moon shines down upon us, and the waves curl over the big stones

and slip back again, leaving thein covered with tho fihny lacework of the

foam. The blno-belîs growing iii the rock crevicos sway with the wind

there is a sound of laughter frein the pine-bid vcî'anda; and still Bycrs

continues te discourse with iutent to prove that this world is a very toler

able place to live in, if one only possessos a rightly-constituted conscience.

And by and by we leavc himn to bis coinfortable theory.

It is the day to prcss flowers, to pack momentoos, to take parting looks;

at things. The tulle of our departuro is at lîand. We are tcnderly con-

templating that fact and sorno very badly cooked beefsteak at breakfast

when we becorne conscious of an unusual stir in the "loffice," that is, the

place in which Byers keeps luis beloved register. The door opens and a

yachting party noisily takes possession of what -is known as Ilthe

strangers"' table. Six gentlemen, ail in becorning navy blue. Poor

Anastasia ! 11cr back is toward thein, and nobody is interested in a back

view.

&'l'Il have an egg-no, +wo."

ciWe haven't any eggs, sir, only for the boarders."

"6A glass of milk-ice in it."


