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of the little fortress, snow-white, and gleaming

in the morning light. At the base of these cliffs,

all along the shore, immediately on the edge

of the lake, which, transparent and unruffled,

refiected every form as in a mirror, an encamp-

ment of Indian wigwams extended far as my

eye could reach on either side. Even while I
looked, the inmates were beginning to bestir

themselves, and dusky figures were seen emerg-

ing into sight from their pict-uresque dormitories,

and stood gazing on us with folded arma, or

were busied about their canoes, of which some

hundreds lay along the beach.

There was not a breath of air; and while
heaven and earth were glowing with light, and
colour, and life, an elysian stillness-a delicious

balmy serenity, wrapt and interfused the whole.

O how passing lovely it was! how wondrously

beautiful and strange! I cannot tell how long
I may have stood, lost-absolutely lost, and

fearing even to wink my eyes, lest the spell

should dissolve, and all should vanish away like
some air-wrought phantasy, some dream out of
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