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DENV it whlo mfav, the people of Prince Id~r sad
especially the Irish and Scotch, were conlsiderahlvuper

stitious thirty or forts' years ago. I>ou1tless, lîigeing trac of
this superstition caîi stili be found. The Irish belieývd iii liob-
goblîns and banshee, and the Scotch inii hsts, fair1e', and
apparitions. 1 have even known persons of both aoaiie
who believed in w'arlocks and witchles.

When I was a boy my father owned milis at the head of tliu
Orwell River on the same site and streami as those nio\\( onud
by Mr. John F. McLeod. They were then known, and 1 thinkl
stili are known, as the -Orwell Mîlls.'' Every brookz, and,
rivulet and stream ; every hili and hollow ; every house and
haunt ; every nul and rock is stili stamped oul xny nilorv. 1
fancy I eau see the old stunlp on which 1 sat when 1 uscd to
draw the finny occupant of the pond to the Land ; the oIld log
from wlîch 1 slipped and came nearly meectting \\ith a wtr
grave, the old quarry in which I used to look, for goId;: flt A(l
hole in which wve used to bathe a haif-dozen tinies a da\ \\heui
the weather was warin and our parents were away frouni hiomec
the grounds upon which we ilsed to fight aud play; the old
paths on whicli we used to tread ; the grove îin i\ ichi we used ru
snare rabbits. Ail these are hallowed spots, anid are coinctud
with hallowed associations that will neyer leave mne wvhi1e I lueç.
I think I can stili sec the ground. in which I buried niy fvrt
dog, who died in battie, and whose untiniely death causeud niani\
a tear to trickie down my youthful check. I can stili look, i ii the1(.
roomt in which my father died. I sec: the bed ini which 1 s1ept
when my augel mother Ieaned over me as the day began to dw
in the sky, and plantiug a kiss ou my cheek, said bettween lier
sobs, " My dear boy, I arn left alone. Vour father has gone to
Heaven." Haîf bewildered, I Iistened. Ail was silence. The
dreadful moaning had ceased. I kuew, young as I was, that the


