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son %vould carry my ba:igage to flie tilt, wl'here 1 would nicet ber Unclo
iRobert. It ivus sobn arratigod duit they siîould be on band at dawn.
Wie %vouid have breakfast anid start, wi'iîl ie suin.

"Oh, thon, it's, prond George wiil be to bc i wvitl you, sir. [le
lins been talkiug about yon for a, îonthi, and wondering wicother you'd
take 1dim aguain after lie brok-e the boule last tîne ; but lie said lie knew
you wvould."

Now, tiîis said George wvas a son of Robert, the oid htinter-not
particuhîarly brîglit inIibis intellect, buit tremieudous iii his physical de-
velopnient. But George couid give a, good answver sonietimnes, and it
generally bt liard. Soine merry yotnng officers, not long since, wero
upon a shooting expedition. One of thein wvas rather awkward in bis
g-ait, and lus lowver linîbs were shapod somlething like a bent bow.
Ho, intortnutly, twitted George, and told hlm that. lie thouglit George
-%as thie last man iniile-iliere wvus iiet enouffl te, finish Min, and th àt
Nvas the renson lie wvas snich a fool. "; WeIi, sir," sid George, "lnert
mennin Co buri, -hns your honour was the flrst mian made: the
mould wvarn't. riglit liko, and ye couldu't bo brongit, ont straîglit!"

Ail present were of couirse aonvulsed ivhth latigliter-one clapping
him on the back, Witll 4"George, wvhat'll you have te drink?"

'fli cire.stf.iicen joker rot ired, ever to be retninded ôf George's rop]y.
The sun was just roliing tnp in gorgeous spiendour wvhen wve mounted

tbe rocky ridgo bebiind Rilirose, dotted with: immense boulders, somoe
of wbicli, on the very top, are many tons in weighit, apparently so
balanced that a. sliglit push wvould only sem needed to ýend themn
down the bill. Thon we entered a narrow path to ponetrate the coustal
boit of woods, and traverse the long leads of niarsiies. We pass the
"lBaHd Rock," a lofty eminence, firm w'hichi Consuniption Bay, with
its islaiids, loug inlets, aud da:'k,* bold cliffs, is sproad before the. eye-
a grand panorama. Up and on wve go by the Soldier's Pond and
Soldipr's Look-out, ini thc former of ýwbicb, tradition says, a solaIier
w'as (IrowIied ;-I suppose because lio did flot look out.

We liait for a speli under the latter, and boere Uncle James says-
"Do you k-now, sir, just lucre, nany a year ago, a little .boy was in

-witlu bis mother and some women berry-picking, and lic muus to luis
niotiier and says, 'i.lother, 1 saw a little boy up tiiere dresscd jnst like
nuyself,' and up tluey -%vent but no boy ivas there; and do yen knew,
sir, hoe died that day week. And boere, sir, away 1.y that ponda, early
in the morning and bite at night, you'hI heur a nian sereechin' and
yellin' ike - Oh! it!s awfv& tce heitr."

But Unele James Nvas iuot inucl o! a wvoodsmnau, and tic seceching
was the cry o!ý the loo te lus mate.

"1Up wvith your loads~ again." On we go past, the 'Woody Hill and
Sullivan's Pond.

"Il ark!1" Grouli, droukz. IlWild geese; down, ail of you 1 Ah,
it's no go; tlîoy saw tue dog mouint the ridge. Heols!1 Shot, Bob,
Pick." 1 advaince, creeping behind tucks, of wood te witbin about 10O
yards of tlîein, but they are off-seven splendid geese. It is-moat
difficuit, in this ôpen country, to work a shot on wild geese at this-
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