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LOST ON UMBAGOG.

CHAPTER L

¢ NDW, look here, Ned, if you don’t believe
in this expedition, you can just stay
at home and read Virgil.”

“You know very well that I'm up to that
sort o' thing as much as any of you fellows,”
replied Ned, with dignity. ¢ Only it's all non-
gense to rush off to the woods in the dead of
winter, without looking the dangers in the
fme-ll

Ned was always the conservative force in
our Parliament, and we were pretty well used
to his grumblings and croakings. So we just
put a clothes-bagket over his head and sat
down on him a while, until, after a tremen-
dous seramble all round, he emerged, red and
breathless from kicking and lsughing, and, as
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