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" I snu'U camp."

" What !

" she said.

'< Yes— very ^ood smell— when bacon fry— smell

liim lonj^ away— t\v() mile."

" 1 smell it," she .said. " How stranji:e !

"

"Smell fry long way— .smell baccy not .so far.

Smell Mr. Lyndsay pipe little whihf back."

And now f:ir ahead she saw li<'hts, and started as

tlu^ Indian smote the wat'n* with the flat ^^t his paddle,

makinji' ahmd sound, which came back in altered notes

from the hills abont them.

" Make 'em hepr at (!amp."

Presently she was at tin; foot of a little cliflp, where

th(^ twins were already noisily busy.

" Halloa, Rose ! Can you sec ?

"

" Yes, Jack."

" Is n't it jolly ? Give me a hand."

" No, me."

" This beats Columbus," said the elder lad. " Take
(tare, Spices"— this to the young'cr twin, who, by reason

of many frcc^kles, was known in the houseludd, to his

distrust, as the Cinnamon Bear, Cinnamon, Spices, or

Bruin, as caju'ice dictated.

" I '11 punch your red head, Rufus," cried the lad.

" You just wait. Ruby."
" Boys ! boys !

" said Rose. '* Now each of j'ou give

me a hand. Don't l)egin with a (piarrel."

*' It is n't a quarrel; it 's a row," said Jack.

" Adistinction notwithoutadiflference,"laughed Rose.
" Oh, here is everybody." And with jest and laughter

they climbed the steps cut in the cliff, and gaily entered

the cabin which was to be their home for some weeks.


