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Some years ago, *hen, in com-
pany with other members of our
little family, I started, on oue fine
day in April, for the North, of
which the wounders had been relat-
ed, again and again, by our Father
and Mother, as we sat on the house !
tops, in the morning sun.  How far
we travelled each day, for we made
our journey rather leisurely, endea-
vouring not to gettoo farin advance
of opening spring. where we stop-
ed at night, what sights we saw,
what lazy, basking alligators we left
in swamps, what numerous bands
of summer birds, bright orioles, |
humming active, ruby-throats, rich- |

!
|

ly colored cardinals, merry bobo-

links, golden ycllow warblers, and

scores of others, we passed upon

the way, all restlessly heading for

the same northern goal, which |
cities we saw by day and which |
at dusky cve, how numerous the !
indications of budding, opening, !
blooming carly summer on every |
hand, I cannot find time te tell,
It was eve, near tae latter end of
the month, when 1 alighted, with
my companions, on a house top, in
a cluster of buildings, near a rush-
ing, turbulent river, tumbling with
majestic and stately piungeinto a
hugre chasm whose rocky walls were
seen, here and there, grey with age,
yet green with ever-living verdure,
while above every other sound, rose
a perpetual bass, now  decp as bel-
lowing thunder, now soughing soft-
ly asa summer breeze.  Beyond, to
our left as we advanced, we had
secn an immense lake, an ocean
s magnitude, and off b "yreus was
yet another of similar extent. The
crimson of asctting sun castaglory
over everything, and as we wiu bled

asoft “CGood-mght,” to cach »ther,
we listened to the music of that fall-

ing mass of scething waters, and
felt that we had discovered a new
world of even greater beauty than
any we had previously seen or con-
ceived. Although T was tired by
the last stage of our journey, I could
not sleep. ‘I'hat changing melody
rang in my ears throughout the
night. The gentle murmur, the
rising rush, the gathering boom, of
the writhing giant far below us, the
dying cadenceof the organ swell of
that King of Cataracts, nowsoothed,
now aroused me, and I gave myself
up to the weird fascination of the
strange scene, with its dimmmed out-
lines, and the wild music of that
mighty Fall.  Just before the glim-
mer of dawn, our leader sounded
the reveille, and soon after the
rising sun had created its first gor-
geous rainbow in the misty spray
thrown heavenward by the falling
waters, we joined in a hymn to
Morning, and to me this was more
impressive than anything to which
I have ever listened; and then,
having bodies to care for, we set to
work to secuie our breakfast, I
often laugh at Man. Heis wing-
less and awkward, to begin with,
He has to catch his hare,—no casy
matter,—before he can cook it, and
he must cook it before he can eat it,
How diffcrent are we! We take
our food upon the wing, and ecat it
as we go.  And then sce the var-
iety! everything we can catch as
we fly is catable. In all things,
from “a butterlly to a mosquito—
bectlesand beespreferred, and birds
excepted-—we find fuod for digest-
ion.  We were fortunate that April
morning, and had secured a hearty
breakfast when the sun warmed up
the atmosphere.  We soon started
once more on our journey, and fol-
lowed with zest the old Paterfam-
ilias who knew exactly where tolead
us. Crossing the narrow neck of
land, we skirted the southern shore
of the lake, which we had seen



