
TH4E ROCKWOOD REVIEW

GRAN;DFATHIE'S CORNER.
DK[AR BOYS AND GIRLS:-

I met an old friend, a few days
ago, who had heard of you, and
asked me to send you a tale which
'he had to tell of old times, and
'whicb 1 give to you a-, he gave it Io
me.

GICAN DYA-AIIF-R.

AN OLD SETTLER'S STORV.

It is agoodmany yearsnowsince
1 first f-wung the steel ini the back-
woods of C-enada, but I shall neyer
forget the real rightdowvn bappiness
mixed writh real right-dovm bard
work, which marked those clays in
my early life. 1 was Just cntering
npon mnanhoud when I took up Lnd
in a western county of Upper Can-
ada, and now I arn verging upon
three score years and ten. Every-
thing was fresh to me, life wvas fui)
of promise, strengtb and vigor
seemned. to be niatters of course, and
1 was as handy with an axe as with
a rifle. I was one of the first set-
iers, ln a township spokezi of every-
where as a huge swarnp. andi pick-
ing a dry spot, some five or six
miles from the growing village ot
Launcelot. 1 determined to make a
home upon a stretch of land which
promised ample ireturns, for honest
labor. There were no road,c to, the
small sbanty i-hich 1 buit of logs,
and 1 had to carry on my back any
article which 1 might require in my
nevlife. I had boughtan old cook-
.Rtove, and this I took ln piece-meal,
a bottomi to-day a side to-morrow,
the top and other part-, at one trip.
and its furniture at stili another.
1 couldn't build a fireplace upon
my lot, for want of Stone, and fou nd
the stove. in the end, worth ail the
trouble. Every pound of flour,
every potato, every bit of rreat be-
yond that which fell before my gun,
had to be taken to my home in this
primitive fashion, over lois, by

almost untrodden paths, thronygh
several continuous swampm;, and
amidse difficulties whieb -would
bother me much more now than
they did in the heyday of yonth.
But 1 expected a meighbor in a fe-w
months, 1 was engaged to be rnar-
ricd in the spring, and hope ever
l4ept a sunny path before ,ne, T(>
resolve was but to do, and 1 bad
then strong resolution, Spirihg
came, 1 had three acres ready foi-
logging, and a brother came to
settie on an adjoining lot. A yoke
of oxen had been jointly securedby
us, wlichb picked U1P its living by
brovsiing upv)n the top-, of trees,
felled in clearing, and logging and
biirning went briskly on. A fe-w
potatoes were plan ted, a litti e wheat
wva! sown, and a srnall plot of oatr-
wvas put in to eupply the oxen in
the coxning winter, This done, I
took a venture wbich 1 bave neyer
regretted, and brought to, my forest
homne a wife wbo made life better
worth living, and wvho, has beert
spared to me as guide. counsellor
and more than friend froin thatdav
to this. The world seemed to inover
more smoothiy, difl'zculties vi'ere
more easily overcomi-, and I was
happy ila workirig from morning
to night while getting into -shape
my new home and its surroundings.
J ust then occurred an incident
Nvhicb 1 can hever forget, and which
threw a temporaiîy elond over the
happiness of me and mine, One
bright summer day, four strangers,
three men and a boy, arrived at mv
shantv in search of a lot flot far
distantfrom, mine. They had found
their way along the blazed track
which led to my lot, and so shewed
some famniliaricy with the woods. 1
gladly accompanied them, after they
had eateri a meal, to the lot which
they had "'taken up."' Three were
Canadians, the senior being the
father of a family, wlth ~Ir. twe
sons, a young man ând a boy, and


