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being told we had never had it, she said, "I should like

to live in your country, for among the Whites there is

not one in this section of Georgia that has escaped."
It is true, that consumption, so common in the North

ern states, and so often fatal, is unknown here; but the

universality of the ague makes these low districts in the

Southern states most unenviable dwelling-places. The

best season for a geological tour in this part of Georgia
and South Carolina, east of the mountains, is from

December to April inclusive.

I waited for the return of the owner of the lone

house, and told him I wished to visit the plantation
of Colonel Jones, at Milihaveri. He consented to let

me hire his barouche with one horse, telling me I must

send it back the best way I could, after finding my own

way for twelve miles through the pine forests, as he

could spare me no driver. The lanes through the wood

were numerous, and a storm had blown down so many
tall pines across the road, each of which it was neces

sary to circumnavigate, that we thought ourselves for

tunate when we arrived safe at the destined haven.

My new host added to the kindness and frankness of a

Southern planter, what I had little expected in the midst

of this forest, a strong love for my favourite pursuits,
and guided me at once to Jacksonborough, and other

neighbouring places, best worthy the attention of a ge

ologist.

We had many long rides together through those

woods, there being no underwood to prevent a horse

from
galloping freely in every direction. The long

leaved pines emit a faint odour somewhat resembling
that of the hyacinth, and their bright-green foliage was

finely brought out against the clear blue sky. The air
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