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THE CANADIAN LUMBERMAN AND H IS
SOCIAL BETTERMENT.

HALE AND BELL'S CAMP, TWELVE ]MILES FRROM CARTIER. -READIN~G RWOM IN BACKGROUND.

ETus rise early and
accomipany this
group of stal-
wvart lumbermen
to the sceiie of
their daily toil.
It is yet dark;
even the mooni,
haningc 1il k e
a great wvhite

globe among the pine-tops, seerns
to emnit but a pallid shadow that
'Âs scarcely light. The camp-fire
shines through the opening door
in a flickerings ruddy shiadow on
the Sflo\ outside. The air is full
of the biush of the hour before
dawn-the stilliiess of the winter
wvoods. Snow and trees, trees and
snow, and darkness, and stillness,
broken only l)V the sturdy tramp of
the men, -xvho, shouldering their
axes, follow the path throughi the
forest. lIt wvill bc light eiioughyl to

l)egin xork bv the tinie they reach
thieir choppingy-place. The dark-
ness and solitude do not seenm to
axve or silence them. They are
accustomied to these things. They
always start forth to thieir day's
work longc ere most of us hiave left
our pillows. After ail, their lot is
not as bad as that of sonie of .their
work-fellows. lIt is flot as bad as
the stifling, underground life of
the miner. It affords a contact
Nvith nature of which the workînan
amnid the whirr of mnachinery knows
nothiiigc. There is pure air, open
sky, ar. that blessed quiet in wbich
great sotils have ever been nurtured.

But the life of the " bushman
bias its dangyers and its drawbacks.
Conceive of fromi fifty to two hun-
dred men shut away in an isolated
camp in the woods Nvith their even-
ings, their Sundays, rainy dayà, and
public hiolidays aIl haiiging idlv on


