
UP THE STREAM 0F TIME

it kiiew with these roads, started iargely with the idea of at-
traching our ncighibours from the south; but now they
will attract Canadians as welI, and form a chain between
settiers drawn to farni in the West, but who rnight have
shunned the isolation thieir predecessors battied against. So
the new roads wiII lielp to develop the country and bring it
a niew prosperity.

Here alas, is the end of my voyage "Up the stream of
time" whichi 1 have given you iii these sketches of days
gone by. How much longer 1 may be in Canada nobody
eau foreteli, but when the liour strikes for my departure
from many kind ai-d loyal friends, ai-d the lovely land they
cal1 home, it will be with an ache in my heart as 1 stand
on the deck of the sbiip that carnies me eastwards. Mly
thouglits xviii fly to the flaming glory of Laurentian autumns,
to green forcess and snow-capped Western mountains, to
peacock-coloured lakes drowsing in summer's heat, and gold-
en grain-fields framcd with brilliant wild flowers. Iu my cars
will ring thc eerie laugh of ioons on sulent waters, the plain-
ing of the whip-poor-wili in summer evenings, the strauge
drummiug of the mosquito hawk's strong wings as lie
plunges earthwards in his nightiy huntiug. Ail these thiugs
I shall recali as my ship slips perhaps dowu the miglity
Iength of "Le Fleuve", towards the cold grey waters of the
Atlantic which 1 must cross again, for the iast time, before
1 tread the rolling fields of my East Auglian homeiand.


