
37RICE LAKE.

This lovely spot was known as Sackv-Ille's Mîll-
dike. The hand of man had eurbed the free course
of the wild forest s.tream, and made ît subservîent to

his will, but could not destroy the natural beauties of
the scene.

Fearing to entangle themselves in the sm-ramp,ýhey
kept the hilly ground, winding theirway- up tci -the

summit of the, lofty rid e of the oak hills,'the hi hest
ground they had, yet attained; and lieré it was that

the silver waters of -the Rice Lake in all its beàuty
bur*upon the eyes of the wondering and delighted

travellers. There it lay, a sheet -of liquid silver, just
emerging from the blue veil of' ' mist that hung upon

îts surface and concealed its wooded shores on either
side. All feeling of dread, and doubt, ýmd--danger

was lost for the time in one rapturous glow of adn*r--
at*on, ait the scene so unexpected and. so bea'tîful as
thla ich they' now gazed upon from the elevation
they d gained. From'this. ridge they looked down"
the lake, an.d the qye could take ïn an extent of many
miles, with its verdant wooded islands, which stole
into view one by one as the rays of the morning sun
dréw up the movinor curtain of mîst that enveloped
them; and.soon both northe'n and southern shores

became distinctly visible, with all their bays, and.
capes, and -swelling oak and pine crowned hills.

And now - arose the . question, " Where are we ?
What lake is this ? Can it be the Ontario, or is it

the Rice Lake ? Can yonder shores be those of the
Americans, or are they the hu-tîng-urounds of the

dr*eaded Indians-? Hector remembered having often


