
AT THE MOUTH OF THE GRAND.

BY THOMAS L. M. TIPTON.

LET us idle away one of these long,
sunny, summer days on the banks of
a Canadian water-way, whose pictur-
esque charms are not so well known
as they should be. There is very little
scenery in the Province of Ontario
which can surpass in quiet, rural
beauty that found at many points on
the Grand River, from its source away
up beyond Elora, down to where it
empties-a broad, deep, slow stream-
into Lake Erie. We will linger for a
while beside it, starting from Dunu-
ville, and following its course down to
its mouth at Port Maitland, a distance
of about five miles.

passing glance. It can boast of water-
works, electric lights and natural gas.
Many of the townspeople use this gas
for fuel in preference to wood or coal.
There are several wells in and near
the town, and they yield a fair supply.

The Grand River washes the little
town upon its southern side, and a
very long bridge and longer embank-
ment cross the stream at this point.
We will walk over them to the oppo-
site shore.

This is the bridge; beneath our feet
is the dam; beyond it the embank-
ment.

These works were constructed, whea

LONG BRIDGE AND DAM AT DUNNVILLE.

The little town that we are leaving,
with its shaded streets, its villas and
cottages surrounded by well-kept gar-
dens, its quaint fishing suburb, its
mills and its storehouses, is a place
well worth something more than a
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the present century was young, for.
the purpose of turning the waters of
the river through a feeder into the
Welland Canal. That canal drew its
whole supply of water from this river,
until it was lowered to Lake Erie


