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IT îs towards the cvcning of anautuamn day forty years ago. An
old mina, the oldest iii the village,

a pioncer indeed, entcrs flie littie log
bouge that snuggles bciid the pop-.
lars lialf-way ni) the bli. Ljike tlie
mnan, the house îs rich in years; like
him, also, if is battered and w~eatlîcr-
beaten. But these two, the dw'eller
and the dwelling, prescrnt înany points
of picturcsqueness. They began here
together, wlien the great forest ai-
ino4t smfotliere(l tiieui, before thec place
jislsf had even a naine, and fogether
thiey have settled down ini serene and
comtplacent age. Stili ilicy are not
alone, for the rooai inito wvhich the
mian enters confines a low, peculiar,
whiirring. crooniing sound. It is a
solind flot iinfamiliar to the neigh-
bour boy whio is suffered to enter ai
will, Iîîred thither by the sight of
iink and rnskrat swinging fromn a

gmî aeross tlic old man 's shoulder.
yet in tlic gloom of the interior,

hreno objeef is sliarply deflned,
Ilhe sound impresses the boy as soîne-
thling weird and uncanny. He knows,
howvever, that it is a hinely sound.
and as his cyes becoînie accustoined
to the diîn light, lie distinguishes the
bent foriti of an ol<1 woinan spinning
yarl. Thle woman, like the bouse
and man. has stood against lime and
bard weafher, but uipon hier face, even
110w, you, can sec shiîîing fhe spirit

of berlevolence. 'Sue eatis ific loy* iio
lier side-, aîîd bidIs hita wac le
transfer flic ymarn froiin flic SinnerI,
to Illewndr Thin she 11uru1S t le
smraller w1liel v.oly and wlnit
clicks., as si[e exlins i ars lier
thaf il lias revolveud 1forhy\ limes, wic-l
sîîe skeiîi A wooden w liedu lîntf
speaks wlicil il lhai doncq ils wr
And still we woiider ai our- laitest iii
ventions. But iun marvel of this necw
cenitury, caiï taike tuie place inii at
boyish imaginatiioni of tl- little
woodeîî w'indiiîg-wlieul îin tIc logz
honse bclîind flic polariis.

Thle old mtan ias buetiisîg li,
traps. Ilc throws Ilie gineit jin ilie
woodslied lavs a cope i r;qps in ai
corner. aîîd lmangs tlic gun mnicg
close to tlcheilîg Il 15 al bit viiilly
lie flîinks, and Ilie old w'omaîii. w\lio is
seffing lier wlieels alside, en1joinis limi
t(> start a fire. 'So liu faikos down
froai a rude siel f ahove- a ruder lire-
place twvo sinîl art-icles, Oute looks
like a piece of stone., IlIe otlher like a
picce of iron. And ti,1 in fact., is
wîaf they arc: fthc 0ii aîîd steel ni'
former days. Hée goesý down uplont bis
knees before flie fender, sets ont a
fcw pieces of punk. above whiclih lic
poises his bands, flic lint in one'. tht,
stecl in the oflier. Thlîre is a momnctîl
of hcsitahioii. and tlien lie strikes. VPie
sonid is sharp and lirittie, as, h li
flint and] steel conie together witli a

*HIarlow White eame to Canada from England, and in the early evnislie
peinted and sketched mueli of what ie saw then. The drawings here'reliroduteed( are
from the originals in the John 'Ross 'Robertson, eolleetion.
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