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thunder. The terror-stricken cattie, when they saw
the horse s\vimming, followed him, and by the tirne
we reached the middle of the streain ai]. xere afloat
and folloviing us i n a dismial procession. For hbalf a
mile or so thiere was rio (Jiiffcultv ; but then came the
rapids.and, the pass ofl lire.

1 knew the rapids well and on ordinary occasions
could run thern in thçeskiff without any difficulty,-but
now 1 hiad to trust to Providence for guidance, for I
could neither see nîy way tlirougli the smnoke iior (lare
to look out when traversing that fiery furnace. Sa,
as we drew near, 1 let go the gallant horse's rein,
wrapped myseif up in. a quilt, and lay down in the
stern of the skiff, xvith a paddle dragging behind ta
keep its bow down stream. In another moment weý
were in the rush of thé boiling current and beyond
human aid.

1 supposé, we could flot have'been mor 6 than thit.e
minutes passing the rapids, but it see4 to mne 'a,~
age. I neyer realized before so campletiyiea èf
utter helplessness, as during 'thaf' btief àpace oQf tin«riý
Nothing 1 cauld do would have ,anv influenrce on out,
safet'. 'l was but a waif adrifte in, the stream, ;and
the bark was, guided 'by anôther POwer than. mine.
When from the moton of the skift 1 knew that the
rapids were behind us, I poured out my heart in
grati tude to God foe deliverance. When I ventuied
to look up, flot only the. rapid s but the fire also was
béhind us,ýand a few'strolces of the paddle carried us
into the Miramichi River. Neither Mary nor mnyself
bad àufiired the slightest hurt, and, what was mare
remarkible, all thelîve stock had escaped. The
horsu was behind the skiff, swimming gallantly, and
Iooking up at me with bis great honest eyes. The
cattie had passed us in the rapids, and were swimming


