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LT wvas the last of Indian summer, andiSunday night, in alittie lumbershanty,on
the bank of Il Myers's Creek," as it was known
to the shanty-men, who would hardly recog-
nise that unpretending stream by its more
pretentious name, "lRiver Mioira,> which
appears on the map of Canada, designated
by a narrowv and very crooked black line
commencing near the valley of the Upper
Ottawa, and ending at the Town of Belle-
ville, on the beautiful Bay of Quinté.

in the morning the sun had shone out
brightly through the thin purpie haze that
hovered over bill and valley, painting an
edge of rainbowv hues along the outline ofi
the far iff granite his that reared their rug-
ged fox-ms against the eastern sky, and lend-
ing a gleam of purpie and gold to, the wave-
lets that fluttered out from the current into
the quiet littie bay just in front of our
shanty.

But this wvas the hast smile that flitted
across the hectic face of the dying suminer,
for before noon a thunder-storru suddenly
burst upon us; and this, in turn, degenerated
into a cojd drenching tain as the afternoon
wore on. Glad enough we were to have
ev-n the leaky roof of the old shanty over
our heads that night, as ive spread our
blankets on the floor around the caboose or
fite-place in the centre, and prepared to
spend the evening in genuine shanty style.

To one unaccustomed to it, roughing it
in the lumber woods has its drawvbacks,
but, at the saine lime, it is not -ithout its
good points. True, a diet of bread, pork,
beans, and Ilblack strap " is not just the
thing ft. one accustomed to fate sumptu-
ously every day ; yet 1l have neyer known any
mian to spend a week in a well-kept lumber
shanty withoutgetting upa magnificentappe-
tite. And then there is something in the care-
less abandon, the entire absence of anything
like constraint or conventionality, that af-
fords a delightfuh change after one bas been

1 enduring the restraints of wvhat, for wvant of
a better naine, may be termed civilized
life.

Picture our littie group lounging on the
shanty floor, stretched on our blankets ini
just such attitudes as pleased our fancies,
around a great, roaring, crackling fire,
that sent its broad, ruddy sheets of flarne

I half-way to the smoke-browvned rafters, and
shot its whirling sparks out into the great
cold pail of damp and darkness that en-
wvrapped the outer wvorld. Close beside us
we could hear the steady measured champ-
ing of the horses as they took their supper of
ground oats in the stable which adjoined
the shanty, and outside we could hear the
storin roaring and ivhistling amiong the giant
pines, that thrashed each other wvith their
long, baie arrus just above our heads.

We were only commencing the season,
having just returned froin the IItail of the
drive," wvhich had been ail summer in reach-
ing Belleville. Out gang was nearly the
saine that had begun the season ini
that shanty for two or three years succes-
sively. There ivas the saine cook, the saine
"boss," and the saine time-keeper; while
th ere hiad been but few changes among the
teamsters and axe-men. We had lost two
men on the drive of the preceding spring, the
poor fehlows having been carried over High
Falls wvhile breaking il jain of logs ; and, ow-
ing to bis eccentricities, another of eux- nuin-
ber had been left in a remarkably substantial
stone building in Belleville when ivc return-
cd up the river. 1 behieve the difficulty
arose out of a misunderstanding as to the
owvnership, of a pait of buckskin gloves that
had been hanging at the door of a bat store.
Those two Lowet Canadian Frenchinen
playing Ilold sledge " in the corner have
taken the place of the men who were
drowned; and the St. Regis Indian sleep-
ing on the bags of grain yonder bas taken
the place of the young mnan we left in Belle-
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