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flection. I begn to consideor whether I should not be
wiser to employ myself in soine ste.ady occupationin the
settlements,,than to continue ranning the risk of being
scalped'by redskins; ,drowned in a rapid, or starved to
death in the wilds. Often I could not help casting an
uneasy glance over iny shoulder,* half expecting to see
myýforimer foes, or some fresh bocly of hostile Inclians
following me along the banks.

Adventures such as I have described are amiusing. en-
ough to read about, and satisfactory in sone respects to
look back upon and talk about, but let me tell you that
they are all the fima frightfully disagrceable to encountor.
I an afraid, too, that few of us wlio have gone througl
such-for I speak for mysolf as well as for others-are
sufficiently grateful to the good God who has nercifully
preserved us froin the dangers into vhich we have run.
Well, I continued my voyage. Agaiu I heard the roar
ofrapids, and was soon ainidtheir foamning, hissinîg*iwvaves,
: whirld lielplessly about. Al I could do wasto cling to
my frail raft, and to shove it off from the liuge boulders
against which it was.ever and anon dashed. Blinded by
the spray, andI confused by thi loud noise of,the tumul-
tuous waters in my ears, I could not see where I was
going. Onward i was carried. The waves leaped higher
than ever, the foam covered me. I clung te the raft,
holding the pole with my elbow. Every mnoient I cx-
peCted that the raft vould be trn asunder, and that I
should be left struggling wiithout support in the midst of
the torrent. I feit myself rushing down a watery hill, as
I supposed into a cauldron, in which I must be over-
whiened. At the moment that I thought my dooin
sealed, thie raft seemed to stop; then I falt it gliding
slowly on. I lookd around ie; thc catarat was passed.
I w entering the broad expansa of Lake Winnepag.
I m'aaed to guide, theI îaf te ·the shore.. ere I eut
two p~ oiie, e to serve as a mast, thaeother as a spar.


