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days to rcach our objective point,
and presumably would take the saine
to reach Seal Rocks again ; so We
mnust move driven by the devii of
necessity.

Wben we were ready to st art
Frank begran to complain that he
had "somcthing in bis inside."
This Nvasn't to be wvondered at, as
1w lîad put hiinself outside a whole
Icg of venison during the lighit,
even to the marrow ini the boues, and
had eaten the kidney beside.

He wvas evidently suffering a good
deal, and lay in a shiertcred corner
in thc sun, slîivering tili his teeth
cbattered. The i-i-an liad had seve-
ral bad wettings, an-d 1 had a horri-
rible vision of plineuimonia and
rbeumatic fever, an-d of our bavingr
to depend for grub on my fishing
rod. However, in a littie lie recov-
ercd sufflciently to move slowly oei,
and later that day, -%c passed
tbrough such quantities of fallen
tiinber covercd wvith lovelicst moss.
It scened as if the moss, with its
green fingers, was doing its best to

restore the glory of life to the falleni
trees.

On Sunday we reached the rail-
way track, but at a point many miles
nearer home than Fischels. I could
have hugg-ed that track, and did al
that was possible in that way to
Frank Paul's utter disgust, as lie
wvore inoccasons and despised rail-
wvay track for walking on. About
four that aftcrnoon we got to the
settiement of Flat Bay, and at
Frank's suggestion, went to the
lîouse of Paul Benoit, where we ate
of good bread and good butter, and
good eggs and jain, and (lran< tea
with milk in it, that was nectar;
and chief joy of ail, wvashed off the
stockhiolui tar an-d oul with wbiclî
we had tried to keep off our winged
tormentcrs, the mosquitocs.

The chief joy of camping out is
the good taste of things when you
get to civilimation* I never knew
how muchi 1 though t of my grub till
that beefsteak came before me, in
the dining-car, on my journey to St.
John's.

THE SENTIMENTAL OARSMAN.

(ON THEw TFîLMES.)

J-J E belongrs to an old school of
row'î,ng mnan now a1liiost exter-

minated by the vast hoard of Cock-
ney excursionists wbichi pours itsclf
with yclls, oaths and general offen-
siveness upon nearly ail the lower
reaches of the Thames, and by the
almost equally vast hoard of mcm-
bers of the Pink Shirt Brigaide who
frequent the parts less easily reach-
cd. Hec rowvs for reasons various.
For the love of rowing ; also because
the river brings to his soul a niost
blessed peace; because he likes to
feel the fresh air and sunshine filter
through his pores it sewis to bis
very soul ; to sec the cultered flow-
ers on the sînooth-mown river lawns
of riparian estates and the wild ones

that 1)10w ini the fair meadows
throughl which the Thames carves
its gen tic way. Also does he
love to he-ar the subtle sounds
of Nature's language, so swveet,
so numnber] ess and to feel bier
sweet presence with bis every seuse.
Well does slîe deliglit him. and lie is
lier most faithful lover-not the
butterfly of two wvarm, days. Hie secs
the chestnuts shed their snow of
pink and white upon the streain. lie
secs them clotbed in emerald. lie
secs thein in Autumu, Nvhen Midas
lias toucbed tbcxn and turned the
emerald to gold; and 1w loves lier ini
lier old age, when the snow falis to
bide ber nakedness and the ramn bas
brought down the flood-water which


