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Kenzie. , Il By Jove! Sir, 1 can hardly realize 1
went into that country a lad of fifteen, like yout

nephew, and here 1 am, out of it, an old man."
Il Pah, Eric man," says my uncle, " 3ýou'1l be

finding a wife one of these days and renewing
your youth."

II Uncle," 1 broke out when the Hudson's Bay
man had gone home, how old is Mr. Hamil-
ton? "

Fifteen years older than you are., boy, and 1
pray Heaven you may have half as much of the

man in you at thirty as he has," retums mýr uncle
mentally measuring me with that stem eye of
his. At that information, my heart gave a curi-
ous, jubilant thud. Henceforth, I no longer.
looked upon Mr. Hamilton with the same awe

that a choir boy entertains for a blishop. Some-
thing of" comradeship, sprang up between us, ' and
before that year had passed we were as boon com-
ýanion§ as man and boy could be. But Hamilton
presently spoiled it all by fulfilling my uncle's

prediction and finding a wife, a beautiful, fair-
haired, frail slip of a girl, near enough the twenties

to patroffitze me and too much of the young lady
to find pleasure in an awkward lad. That meant

an end to our rides and walks and sails down the
St. Lawrence and long evening talks; but I took

my revenge by assuming the airs of a man of forty,
at which Hamilton quizzed me not a little and his

wife, Miriam, laughed. When 1 surprised them all
by'ýumping suddenly from. boyhood to manhood

like a-tadpole into a mosquito," as my Uncle


