
UP THE ST. LAWRENCE.

"This is as bad as the iceberg for making a fellow's brain feel
too big for his head," said Arthur at last. "We've seen two sublime
things, at all events, Bob."

Clearfrosty weather succeeded-weather without the sharp sting
of cold, but elastie and pure as on a mountain peak. Being
becalmed for a day or two off a wooded point, the skipper sent a
boat ashore for fuel and water. Arthur eagerly volunteered to
help; and after half-an-hour's rowing through the calm blue bay,
lie had the satisfaction to press his foot on the soil of Lower
Canada.

There was a small clearing beside a brook which formed a narrow
deep cove, a sort of natural miniature dock' where their boat
floated. A log but, mossed with years, was set back some fifty
yards towards the forest. What pines were those! what giants of
arborescence! Seventy feet of massive'shaft without a bough; and
then a dense thicket of black inwoven branches, making a duak
beneath the fullest sunshine.

" I tell you we haven't trees in the old country; our oaks and
larches are only shrubs," he said to Robert, when narrating his
expedition. " Wait till you see pines such as I saw to-day. Looking
along the forest glades, those great pillars upheld the roof every-
where in endless succession. And the silence ! as if a human
creature never breathed among them, though the log hut was close
by. WhenI went in, I saw a Frenchhabitam, as they callbhim,
who minds the lighthouse on the point, with his Indian wife, and
her squaw mother dressed in a blanket, and of course babies-the
queerest little brown things you ever saw. One of them was tied
into aholow board, and buried to the chin in lpunk,' by way of
bed-elothe&

"And what is punk?" asked Robert.
«Roten wood powdered to dust," answered Arthur, with an air

of seperior information. "It's soft enough; and the poor little

si,-


