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RICE LAKE. 37

This lovely spot was known as Sackville’s Mill-
dike. The hand of man had curbed the free course
of the wild forest stream, and made it subservient to
his will, but could not destroy the natural beauties of
the scene. ‘

Fearing to entangle themselves in the swarnp, they rE

kept the hllly O'round winding their way up to-the

summit of the lofty rldcre of the oak hills, the h1crhest .

ground they had yet attalned and here it was that
the silver waters of the Rice Lake in all its beauty
burstgupon the eyes of the wondering and delighted
travellers. There it lay, a sheet. of hquld silver, just
emerging from the blue veil of mist that hung upon
its surface and concealed its wooded shores on elther
side. All feeling of dread, and doubt, #nd-danger
was lost for the time in one rapturous glow of admir-
ation at the scene so unexpected and so beautiful as
ths\t?zjlch they now gazed upon from the elevation
they had gained. From ‘this ridge they looked down
the lake, and the eye could take in 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 moving curtain of mist that enveloped
them ; and soon both northern and southern shores
became distinetly visible, with all their bays, and
capes, and swelling oak and pine crowned hills.

And npow 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 hunting-grounds of the
dreaded Indians?” Hector remembered having often




