
8LIFE IN THE CLEARINGS.

tation of my glorious country by such childish
fears.

When the car stopped, we parted company with the
Anerican and his brave little son. He had friends to
visit in Manchester, and I saw them no more.

Our path lay through a pretty shady grove to the
village. Groups of Indian wonen and children were
reposing beneath the shade of the trees, working at
their pretty wares, which they offered for sale as we
passed by. Following the winding of the road, we
crossed a rural bridge, from which we enjoyed a fine
view of the glorious Ripids, and entered Goat Island.

This beautiful spot is still in forest, but the under-
brush has been cleared away, and a path cut entirely
round it. The trunks of these trees are entirely
covered with the names and initials of persons who
at different times have visited the spot, and they pre-
sent the most curious appearance.

After a few minutes' walk through the wood, we
reached the bank of the river, which here is not very
high, and is covered with evergreen shrubs and wild
flowers; and here the wide world of tumbling waters
are flashing and foaming in the sunlight-leaping and
racing round the rocky, pine-covered islands, that
vainly oppose their frantic course. _%Oh, how I
longed to stem their unstemmed tides;)to land upon
those magic islands which the foot of man or beast
never trode, whose beauty and verdure are guarded
by the stern haud of death! The Falls are more
wonderful, but not more beautiful, than this sublime
confusion and din of waters-

"Of glad rejoicing waters,
Of living leaping waters."
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