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be here, me, for see the river when she ’s like
this.”

Indeed the scene was more than picturesque.
Her fishing-platform extended twenty feet from
the rocky shore'of the great Rataplan Rapid
of the Ottawa, which, begihning to tumble a
mile to the westward, poured a roaring torrent
half a mile wide into the broader, calm brown
reach below. Noble elms towered on the
shores. Between their trunks we could see
many whitewashed cabins, whose doors of blue
or green or red scarcely disclosed their colors .
in that light.

The sinking sun, which already touched the
river, seemed somehow the source of the vast
stream that flowed radiantly from its blaze.
Through the glamour'of the evening mist and
the maze of June flies we could see a dozen
men scooping for fish from platforms like that
of Ma'ame Paradis.

Each scooper lifted a great hoop-net set on
a handle some fifteen feet long, threw it easily .




