
A SKETOH. as lvoi o c WulàYCioLdosWu Wayayi we ~sSw'n~ h ao~ftaonan
birches,/erves thieMme purpose Pled commences. someone agfoghwe
upin a sort of order oei-one of 1th seat. 2He takeo us down a h al- reach th a ,nylrother

An Afternoon in the Deer.-unt- are th tin plates ad cupe äi up on äosr spoté and bore su aended by tw o aonap tnd pa s readies
èr's Carnp. the cupboard a. high pot conta inyg a tiny hoofs, is a young deer, the esult of for hnells us- that:Mr..

few cold potatoes looks loftily dowh the morning's sport. Its large glassy -- inyfr bd, andanother
upon alowly frying-pan, in which we eyes looks reproachfuy Up at us from have bden in, but have gone across for

[wMTTEN FOR THE TUE wlTNEBse are delighted to see a bit of deer's liver1the pretty hg head, but as we turn Spot. They retur infe minutes with
I had all along been underotood that firmly unbedded in the surrounding with lively anticipation to a climb-up the dog, and as it ia"getting late, they

,we were to go some day to the camp, and gree. This in a plesant sight for us, the large mountain behind us, we quick- Iut get up the eal themelves. The
lfreare on the wayand sit foretellh venmson for our supper-r ly forget their reproach. cook ls not mu yet; he is an experionced

aras er o hirea-mymei. something we hdb hardly dared hope for, Our little cavalier remains with. my hunter and trapper, and a splendid cook,
Mrs. M-, her two children and myself- as up to this they had not succeeded in brother to help (?) him ; but our girlie they íäy, and t. quite an addition to the
A servant attends is carrying a lunch- taking down a deer, though ont sorne comes with us. party.
basket. Spot, one of the hounds, comes, days. We peeped into the hounde'tent, -We pass t hill with the pine grove, One cuti tbe bacon that the venison t.
too, for this morning after putting a deer and Sport, thumping bis tail joyously lingerng for a little benesth the fragrant to be fried in; another gets some of the
into bthe water, he deserted bis com- on the ground 4nd claub hng his cham, pnes, and then strike bravely out for the choicest steak; the tes and potatoes are
paninn doge, making for home, and Mrs rolls over and over. quite delighted ait next hill. A little steep climbng over got ready, and so they work, wonderig
M - decided te bring him back. Stuuly our appearance. Ho turns hie tired feet rocks, and old brushwood and fallen loge, what is keeping the other three. They
little X-- trùdges along over the two up to us, red and swollen from bis long and we are on its summit. Before ne ina hope that the bringing home'of the deer
miles of mountainous road, leadi rune over the sharp rocks, and instantly patch of faded brown sweetfern, brigh t. s part of the cause for the delay, and
Spot, and occasionally having Spot les we are al compassion. kneeling down ened up.here and there by nome stuidy then, perhaps, "Bob" in trying touCollet
him. to examine them. My friend spies a little willow-cak, whose red and brown the dogs. They have a particular desire

Itie a rockrond path, rather, and we bnttle of oil or ointment of nome sort in leave' are glowing in the sun's rays. We tu ses "Bob" turn up, for tbey have net
Vick our stops carefully as wewalk on a corner of the tent and we conclude tramp steadily on through it, but sud- overmuch love for the trouble of cloth-
between the tal 1lim poplars, on whicb that it is for rubbing the doge' feet. denly It ends-and several feet bença+h ng.
a few tiny golden leaves are twinkling We niff at it and half decide on apply. us, between rugged gray walls, runs a We, the guesta, ait around on the 1og
gaily, reckless of their approching end. qg*.it to Sport's, but then it umella sus little mountamu stream. In its narrow seats, watching the cones burn, and the
We hear only the occasional wbiz of a piciously like coal oil, so we content course, the water comes swirling down, bark cur up sud blase brigbtly. A
partridge's wing, or the sbrill chirrup of ourselves with rubbing them softly. tumbling headlong over the small atones torch is lighted and placed on a pole at
a me merry little red iquirrel, as it A pretty little brown partridge dog iesand runnmug cheerily around the.great one end of the camp, and Mrs. --
frolics up among the tree's branches. chaned up 'with tell-tale partridge ones, gurgling and babbling-the noisiest, takes up a long strip of bark, lights it,

At sot, we bave cnme o bthe top of a fieathers and the lovely crested bead of a maddest little brook I have ever eeu. It and bolds it over ber head,'sill further
bill and between the almost bare blue-jay before him. je li a great rush, this merry little moun brightening up the place. 1t jaes pretty
branches of the trees, we catch glimpses But how shall we occu ourselves taim-torrent, to swqll the Mattawa with sigbt-the white tents, gleaming gboatly]
of the bright waters of Lake Bouillon (on until the hunter's return ? e look on its diminutive volumes of water. But l the flickerig light; the blazig,
the Mattawa river) lying beneatb, set ail aides and suddenly Mr. -- de- we mus find some means of croUsing it. crackling fire throwing a red glow over
u a rugged frame of dark muntais cideA that gathering fuel would be the A little lower down the stream, rfallen us, and the dark figures of the men, as

and gleaming jewel-like in the sunlight. most acceptable service we Ca make birch spane the chasm, sud ths natural Lhey move noiseteusly around in their long
Here the path goes down theb ill with a them, as t ere i not eufficient wood i rida-si
quick descent, and je covered with little to make a good blaze. We take ness, serves us very nicelv, Lower black and grim above us, their
atones that slip and twirl under one' Lthe axe with us and out little dry Three more hille lie abead of us, and tops lestuin the darknees of the night
feet, almost making us take a quick des. limbesand branches for kindling wood •sheer on the top of theb highest stands a and their blackness and grimtiess
cent as well. It terminates on a tiny growing more daring we attack a higher' tal dead pine,its dark withered branches heightened by the cheery scene below.
Janding-place, where a canoe bas been fallen cedar with an ardntir that would stretched forlouly out against the bright At last we hear a faint "hallo" and
left for un, and where the servant je to be creditable even to Mr. Gladstone. blue sky. This ls to be our goal. We then a loud one, and we know the
leave us, to return again in the evening. We soon have quite a presentable pile stop on the next bill to look around. truants have returned. They answer
For a few minutes the getting acrope is a and then we go up the slope bebind the On all aides the horizon is broken by from camp, and soon we hear the bustle
puzzling question, but finally we decide oamp.with ite crowning grove of pineu. the rounded outlines of the many moun- of their arival at the landing place.
that Mrs. M - shall first take over the We stray along theIe "run-a-ways " ga- tains, and five lakes, five of our own Coming softly up, they exchange
children and then return for me an thering sncb quantities of coues-for bright Canadian lakes, nestle Iovingly at merry "Good-ovennge" with us, put
Spot. Soon th. canop, undpr my friend'a cones, great and emall, of ail the differ- the feet of their giant guardians. There away rifles and ehot bags and hounds,
ekilful guidance, l gliding easily away ent shapes, are strewn thickly over thel t perfect silence everywhere in the and seat themselves around totell the
froin the shorer and I a em lft alone, seat- ground, and the coalm air ie filled with sweet calm of the departing day. Over story of the day. Quite exultingly Mr.
ed on a huge grey boulder on the edge of the balmy breath of-tbe piles. in the western sky, the sun is setting, 51- telle about te deer that is lying
the lake. Igaze slowly around and try When we return we are rather silent? and the lofty cloud-Alps are fringed and down at the landing, and we are al very
to reahze the beauty of the place-tbe but presently our silence i broken, for in flecked with gold, that, each moment, much interested as he lives his sport
purple mountains-the bright blue the distance away back of the pine-topped grows deeper and richer, becoming at over again.
waters of the lake, whose camness the bill we bear the hounds "giving tongue." laut glowing and fdery, with everywhere But we are all hungry, and the long-
little cance bas disturbed, leaving be- We remain perfectly etil, almost hold- dasbes of~radiaat crim.on. In the East, delayed meal t. ready. What a jolly
hind it, au it glides on an ever widening ing our breath-perhaps the deer may phantom, turrets and towers of a tender meal i ie, and how wel the venison
expanse of dancing ripples, the soft come down near us I And loud and pink lie motionless on the violet sky, taites1 Venison shall always be cou-
murmuring of the water as it cones up louder we bear the deep baying of the while the darkening waters of the lake nected in my mind with this merry, un-
and kisses the sbora beneath my feet. hounds. How tbrilling it le i They are reflect the West's glory and tremble and conventional meal around the bright
and over aUl the golden haze of a mot surely near theb ill ; it bas become so quiver in tiny golded ripples. Even the camp fire.
perfect day in the Indian summer. The distinct that prolonged "wooo, wSo-o," dark mountain sides put on a gayer front With what gusto the tired hunters est,
air je filled with an " impalpable golden and the ringing echo that the mountains and become a burning gold-red as though and, shall 1 ay it, how much we all eat!
glory." Over the water come the soft send back. Now they are on the very sreams of liquid fire had been poured Little K- is like Tom Bcown, after
swisbing sound of the paddle's strokes. brow of the hill, up among the pines, over them. We are conscious of a faint that memorable breakfast at the old Inn,
mingled with the cbildren's voices, and I and soon we shall see the pretty pant- realization of God's great glory and pow- onb is firet trip to Rugby-"bis akin was
spend a deicious quarter of an hour of ing creature come bounding past us to or, and we are Bilent, but beautiful, reat. sa tight as a drum."
dolce far niente. I watch dreamingly the thLe water. But, alas, for human expec- ful thoughts cone saurging in upon us, Supper over, we collect our wrapsuand
shadows of the bille and the pine trees in tations ! Just as our hopes have reach- thoughts that for lack of means of ex. bid a regretful adieu to the pleasant
the water and feel gratefully the soft ed the highest pitch, as our imagination pression muet always remain unvoiced. camp and its occupants. By the gleam
caress of the breeze on my face-a de- already sees ther red aides and dainty A small white church stands on the of the lantern we see the graceful deer
lightful zephyr that muet surely have head,-we become aware that the deer brow of one of the smaller bille, and the lying with limbe stiffly out-stretched on
stolen away from Aeolus, and, lured by bau ewerved from its former path and sun's last rays linger lovingly on the its bed of fallen leaves, and thon we get
the beauty of the day, wandered into cbil struck off down the aide of the lake. We bright cross that, thrown up againet the into the canoe, one of the gentleman ac-
October, bringing on its breath a sweet listen until the last faint echo of the glorieus Eastern sky, mutely invites Our companying us. A last good night and
sense of summer. My brain is a confusion hound's baying bas died away in the thoughts heavenward. we stood ont from the shore accros the
of sweet immpreselons, and my mind distance. But the silence in its intensity We turn elowly away from the beauti. water. Very swiftly we glide along,.
lu enly clean ou one thing-how very, bau become painful to the bcildren; ful scene, for two l ls yet romain and skimming over the surface like soma
very fair nature is to-day. When a they look wistfully up, longing foe us to still the bare arme of the lonely old pine fleet swallow. Itis very dark andwe can.
thought does strike me it is that the one break iL, and so with a little shock of beckon to us. Our little woman looks with difficulty diecern the outlines of the
Lhing needful to fi'l myself .of njoy- disappointment, we make ourselves talk somewhat tired, so we leve ber standing mountains that glooma darkly on all aides..
ment ie, that the hounda, running some- and forget that perverse deer. at the edge of the belt'of pines. Very We do net talk muoh; silently and
where on the opposite mountains, might We wonder aimleesly around, gatber- often in our ascent we turn te look at swiftly we move on, like something in a.
come néar enough for me to hear them ing mosses and stray etrips of birch bark. ber, the tiny figure in the bright red dream. It almost appeara a dream t,
giving tongue," and perhaps see a nim- The sound of several shots fired'in-quick frock. Only six is our little woman, but us; it is not like the every day life we

ble deer bounding-downthe hill-ide to succession reaches us and we imagine she did Ûot murmur when the sharp live. One could almost imagine tbem-the lake. But now, my friend hai re- them the death-knell of th deer hiat branches cf Lb. sweet-fen brusbnd selves back lu the pro historie days of
turned, and not confident of our ability disappointed us se sorely. Soft foot-falls roughly acroses ber face, and she nOw -this picturesque spot-it bas change so
te keep Spot lu the canoe, we leave him on the dead leaves .announce someone's waits fearlessly on the lonely hil-top. little-and as we try to image it up, the
Lied to te trunk of a tree. approacuh and in a few minutes my Brave little woman i loud, brill sbriek of a locomotive breaks

The hunters are aIl out ''watcning," brother comes to us up the path from At last, theb highest peak is reached .i onone's imaginings and spoils them
Mrs. M-- telle me, and a.couple of the landing. He is rather a weary-look- we pause for breath at the foot of the al-they did not have "iron herses" in
weary hounds are iu possession of the ing hunter, for he has seen nothing ail old pine. The sweet solemn afterglow those days-and the mountains take up
camp. As we pas eswiftly over the day, and that last deer had quite dis- bas -replaced the gorgeofisly-coloured the shriek and repeat.it, and fling it fromwater, we can feel ite pulsing through gusted him-be was Bo confident it was cloud-banks; the mountains throw peak to peak until the air appears etthe birchen sides of Our canoe, and we zeig o "take t the water " on bis sombre black usdows on the gmay lakes• vibrato with the One mighty roar ;ihen
think of how little there i between us "watch" (the-one nearest camp), but the ovening star ahines out bright sud it grows fainter and fainter- and a hautsud lbe bright smihing water. When he consoled himself with Lhe theougt clear- dies softly out.-we have landed and pulled up our litlIe that some of the hunters oU the lake "Th hmis grow dark; When we have landed the servant,craft "bigh and dry," we proceed to the below had "taken it down,"' as he also on purple peaks a deeper shade descending.» who bas been waiting, tell- us, ;. th acary p by a narrow winding path. W. beard the shota. H hbad been detailed One last lingering Iook we take Of half-anxious glance over hishouidercerne nDOn it in a miniature glen-a de- off to come in at four o'clock to get the the iountains, tiie lakes, the' simple into.t bdarknes of the woodabeides'hightfuhly sheltered spot with tall birche ·night's wood and Our little pile le quite white church, and fai .beneath, aL the him : " I heard somethingrattlè4 s chainsnd cedars;and etill taller pies on al a pleasant-surprise for him. But to tiny wreafh cf soke curling up be- inither." .eaid IL lu muchian é-Oies. aur great dismay,-he cooly informe us tween the tree-tops; ethen we start doww straok;tone,ithat I was in hopes tfaLiereThre are their sleepingent, the thaat ourtrasured cedarcia ne god for IL Lb, mountain, for..the smokehas mad trni p somethiÛg weiR omehigeue for provisions and the one for Lb. 'makescod many cinders, sudf thLe lad ne think of 'be coming supper dour ot o f he common s a frur

theand sud luhIme cethe fixe-place -don't care for that sort of flavouringd' I appetite feri.. The little one aWaits:us days experiences. BnMa eBà ice
-L. eart cf IL all-wih log seia on Lhink, somehow, he made the samie mis- sud down weg allt "gmrerrily, at a nmùch dispels this Ides. ",Bo 1 ssau-rLee aides. A massive b'lackened stump •take' himse'f, snd'" che lads," pexihaps, fauter rate than 'when asoeuding-it is trap.set in there. Q Bobs tots-t..he eihnt1-iîchieMQ 'g pts and j ob ecteoi patIher forcibly. to~ it. But we 'always eeasy goingdowuì ill. epr over l i ç m): 4 ~~Ip


