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not a settler had ever passed through the great swamp,
.and some of them believed that it was the end of the
world."

"What swamp is that V asked J.
"Oh, the great Cavan swamp. We are just two miles

from it; ,and I tell you that the horses will need a good
rest, and ourselves a good dinner, by the time we are
through it.- Ah! Mrs. Moodie, if ever you travel that
way in summer, you will know something about corduroy
roads. I was 'most jolted to death last fall; I thought it
would have been no bad notion to have insured my teeth
before I left C . I really expected that- they would
have been shook out of my head before we had done
manœuvring over the big logs.

How will my crockery stand it in the next sleigh ?"

quoth I. "If the road is such as you describe, I am afraid
tbat I shall not bring a whole platato"iDouro."

" Oh! the snow 'is a gr4at leveller-it makes all rough
places smooth. But wit regard to this swamp I have
something to tell you. About ten years ago, no one had
ever seen the other side of it; and if pigs-or cattle stray-
ed away into it, they fell a prey to the wolves and bears,
and were seldom recove

" An old Scotch emigra , ho had located himself on
this side of it, so often lost. his beasts that he determined
during the summer season, to tyy and explor-e the place,
and see if there were any end to it.¯ So he takes an axe on
his shoulder, and a bag of provisions for a week, not for-
getting a flask of whiskey,, and off he starts all alone, and

262 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

I

I


