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CEDAR CREEK;
FROM THE SHANTY TO T1E SETTLEMENT.

CIAPTER I.

WHY ROBERT WYNN EMIRATED.

A NIGHT train drew up slowly alongside the platform at the
Euston Square terminus. Immediately the long inanimate Une of
rail-carriages burst into busy life: a few minutes of apparentiy
frantie'confusion, and the individual items of the human freight
were speeding towards all points of the compass, to be absorbed in
the leviathan metropolis, as drops of a shower in a boundless sea.

One of the cabs pursuing each other along the lamplit streets,
and finally diverging among the almost infinite ramifications of
London thoroughfares, contains a young man, who sits gazing
through the window at the rapidly passing ranges of houses and
shops with curiously flxed vision. The face, as momentarily
revealed by the beaming of a brilliant gaslight, is chiefly re-
markable for clear dark eyes rather deeply set, and a firm closure
of the lips. He scarcely alters his posture during the miles of
driving through wildernesses of brick and stone: some thoughts
are at work beneath that broad short brow, which keep him thus
still. He has never been in London before. He has.come now
on an errand of hope and endeavour, for he wants to push hinself
into the army of the world's workers, somewhere. Prosaically, he
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wuant to arn his breadl. and. 1 p>ostible, but w herxwa h t'' flam ur
n. LIke lritons in ;neral, from Dick Winitmît!n downwards,

hef think1s thauýt thle capital is the plaear in wi()tnseko"%
fortune,'and to find it. He had not expecti streets paved with
gId. nor yet with the metaphorical plenty of penny ioavs . but an
indefinite disappointment weiglis upon him as le passes through
qiarters fully as dingv and poverty-stricken as tIose ]n hls own

provincial town.
Still on-on-across "the province covrcd with hous:

ties in a great thoroughfare, whern mindnight is a niois as noon-

<1ay. and mucih more glaring; sometimes thr uzh a region of
silence and sleep, where gentility keeps proper hours. going to

ed betines in its respectable streets. Roiert Wynn bc!an to
wonder when the journey would end; for, much as he knew of
London by hearsay and from books, it was widelv different thus
personally to experience the metropolitan amplitude. A slight
dizziness of sight, from the perpetual sweeping past of lamps and
shadovy buildings, caused him to close his eves; and from spr'ula-
tions on the possible future and the novel present. his thoughts
went straight home again.

Rome to the Irish village where his ancestors had long been
lords of the soil; and the peasantry had deemed that the greatest
power on earth, under majesty itself, was his Honour Mr. Wynn of
Dunore, where now, fallen from greatness, the familv was com-
siderably larger than the means. The heavily encumbered
property had dropped away piece by piece, and the scant residue
clung to its owner like shackles. With difficulty the narrow
exchequer had raised cash enough to send Robert on- this expedi-
tien to Lcmdon, from which mucli was hoped. The young man
had been tolerably well educated; he possessed a certain amount
and quality of talent. extolled by partial friends as far above the
aveage; but the mainstay of his anticipations was a promise of a



WHY ROBERT WYNN EMIGRATE

Civil service appointment. obtained fmm an influential quarter;
snd his vusophisticated country relatives believed he had only to
present hmSelf i oner to realize it at once.

He was recallel te London Wy the sndden stoppage of the eh.
On the dim lamp over a doorway was stained the name of the
o)scure hotel to which he had been recommended ase central in
situatie, whlée cheap in charges. Cabbv's fare ws exorbitant, tho
passei<ger thought ; but, after a faint resistance, Mr. Wvnn
was glad to escape from the storm of h-less remonstrances bv pay-
ment of the full demand, and so entered the coffee room.

It was dingy and shabby-genteel, like the exterior t a quarter of
a century might have elapsed since the faded paper had been put
up, or a stroke of painting executed, in that dispiriting apartm>ent.
Meanwhile, all the agencies of travel-stain had been defsring both.
An odour of continual meal-times hnng about it; likewise of
smoke of every grade, from the perfrmed havanna to the plebeian
pigtail. The little tables were dark with hard work and antiquity;
the ehair-seats pohihed with innumerable fictions. A ereeping
old waiter, who seemed té have known better days in a higher class
esablishment, came to receive the new comers orders; and
Robert sat down to wait for bis modest chop and glss of ale.

That morning's "Times " lay on his table: he glanced over the
broad sheet of advertisements-that wondrous daily record of need
and of endeavour among the- toiling millions of London. The
inexplicable solitude in a crowd came about the reader's heurt :
what a poor chance had a provincial stra r amid the josting
multitude all eager for the prizes of fort and competence!
Robert went back for anchor to one stro g facrt. The Honourable
Mr. Currie Faver, Secretarv to the Board of Patronage, had
declared to the member for the Irish county of C-, on the eve
of an important division, that his young friend shonid have the
earliest appointment at his disposl in a certain department.

ID 4
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rio>tyert \n i t; i it an mward gratulatîn on te superionty >fAhis

auspices. Tru;e. the promise made in January yet remaned due m
Juiy ut there were numberless excellent good reasons why Mr
'urrie Favor had been as yet unable to redeem his pledge.

Robert turned his paper to look for the news. a paragraph in
the corner arrested lhis attention.

" We learn from the best authority that. owing to the diminution
of.business consequent upon recent Acts of the legislature, it is the
intention of Her Majesty's Commissioners of Public Locomotion to
reduce their staff of officials, so that no fresh appointments eau be
made for some nonths.

He gazed at this piece of intelligence much longer than was
necessary for the mere reading of it. The Board of Public
Locomotion was the very department in which he had been
promised a clerkship. Robert made up his mind that it could not
be true; it was a mnere newspaper report: at all events, Mr.
Currie Faver was bound by a previous pledge ; whoever remained
unappointed. it could not be a friend of the hou. member for C .

There were voices in the next compartment, and presently their
conversation was forced on Mr. Wvnns attention by the strongly
stated sentiment, The finest country in the world-whips al]
creation, it does.'

Soîne rejoinder ensued in a low tone.
" Cold " with a rathe? scornful accent, "I should think @o.

Gloriously cold ! Nortejf your wet sloppy winters and foggy skies.
but ice a yard and a half thick for months. What do you think of
forty degrees below zero, stranger ?"

Robert could fancy the othe invisible person shrugging his
shoulders.

"Don't like it, eh ? That's just a prejudice here in the old
country ; natural enough to them that don't know the difference.
When a man hears of seventy degrees below the freezing point, he's
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apt t. gut a siver. Lut ther., we <k>n t mind it ;,the -(der the

ierrier . wiitr ur time of fun. e ig îatd skainii parties,
logging ami utiig bees. and other sociainties nknown to vou
ii Englani. Ay. we re the finest people and the tinest countrv on

earth, and siee I've been to see vurs. I'm the qteadier in that

opinion.--
" But emgrants in the backwoods have so few of the comnforts tf

ivilization," beLran the other person, with a weak, irresolute voice.
"Among which is foremost the tax-gatheru. I suppose?" was

the triumphant rejoinder. -Well, stranger, thats an animal I
never saw in full blow till I've been to the old countrv. I was
obliged to clear out of our lodgings vesterday because they Came
down on the furniture for poor-rate. Says I to the landiady, wLo
was crying and wringing her hands, ' Why not come to the country
where there's no taxes at all. nor rent either. if vou choose f
Then it would frighten one, all she cùtnted up on her fingers-
poor-rate, paving-rate. water-rate, lighting, income-tax, and no end
of others. I reckon that's what you pay for your high civilizatioi.
Now with us, there's a water privilege on a'most everv farm, and
a pile of maple-logs has fire and gaslight in it for the whole winter;
and there s next to no poor, for every man and woman that's got
hands and health can make a living. Whv, your civilization is
vour misfortune in the old country; you've got to support a lot of
things and people besides yourself and vour family."

"Surely you are not quite without taxes," said the other.
" Oh, we lay a trifle on ourselves for roads and bridges and

schools, and such things. Theres custom houses at the ports; but
if a man chooses to live without tea or foreigu produce, he won't
be touched by the indirect taxes either. I guess we've the
advantage of you there. You can't hardly eat or drink, or walk
or ride, or do anything else, without a tax somewhere in the
background slily sucking your pocket."

11
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déA United States citizen," thought Robert Wynn. «"What a
peenliar accent he ha@! and the national swagger ton." And Mr.
Wynn, feeling intensely British, left his box, and walked into the
midet of the ioom with his newspaper, wishùin to sngest the
presence of a third person. He glanced at dbe American, a
middle-aged, stout-built man, with an intellgent and energe*e
eountenence, who returned the glance beenlv. Te" was some-
thing indeseribably foreign about hi. dres, iongh in detail it was
as usual; and his manner and air wre those of one not accus-
tomed to the conventional life of cities. Hi. companion was a tali,
pale, elderly persn, who bore his piping voiee in hi appearanee,
and seemed an eager listener.

" And vou say that I would rnake an indcpendence if I ei-

grated?" asked the latter, fidgetting nervously with a piece of
paper.

"Any man would who has pluck and pereverance. You would
have to work hard, though :" and hi. eyes fell on the wlite irreo-
lute hands, dubious as to the reqnisite qualities being there
indicated. "You'd want a strong constitution if vou're for the
baekwoods."

*'The freedom of a settler's life, surro inded by ail the beauties
of nature, would have 2rrat charms for me," observed the other.

"Yes," replied the American, rather drily; "but I reeken you
wouldn't see mauv beauties till you had a log shantynr.at all
events. New that yoiung man "-he had eaught Robert Wynn's
eye on him again-" is the very build for emigration. Strong,
active, healthy, wide awake: no ofence, young gentleman, but
such as you are badly wanted in Canada West."

From this began a conversation which need not be mnutely
detailed. It was enrious to see what a change was prodieed i
Robert's sentiments towards the settler, by learningr that he was a
Canadian, and not a t nited States rMan: ".the national swagger"

12



WHY ROBERT WYNN EMIGIATEI

became little amore tha a dignified asertion of dependence,
quite suitable toi a Bntish subjeet . the accent he had dxsliked
became an interestÜg local chratertic. Mr. Hiram iot was
the ao of an Eng*ish ettler, who liad fjedhunaelf on the left
bank of the Ottawa, amad whatwas then prmeval forest, and was
now a flourlsihg townshp, .covered with prosperous farms and
village Ilere had the sturdy Saxon struggled with, and finally
cunquered, adverse circumsitanes, Ieavmg bis elde sen posessed of
a smal freehold estate, md his other chüdren portioed comfortably.
so that mach of the aeighrbhood was peopled by his descend-
aat& And this, Hiram's frat vimt to the mother contry-or he
was Canadian born-was on colonial usmines, being deputed from
has section of the rovimce, along with others, to g*ve evidence, as
a landed proprietor, before the Secretary of State, whose gate-
lodge bis father would have been proud to keep when he waa a
poor Suffolk labourer.

"New there's an injusice," quoth Mr. Hoit, diverging into
poltic. "England has fprty-three colonies, and hbt meman to
overuee them al-a man that's jerked in and out of office with
everv sucesve miistry, nd is almost necerily more uitant
on porty manoeuvres than on the welfare of the young nations he
rules. Our colony aloe-the two Canada-is bigger than
Gveat Britaia and Ireland three times over. Take in al along
Vancouver's Island, and it's as big a Europe. Ter's a pretty
caadoerable lice of the globe for one man te mnage 1But
fomy-two other ensam set. be nsged s weli; and I guese
a anwry of ity-th.e. chldrea of all ages left to one care-taker
woulk rua prety wild, I do."

"yet we never hoar of mis angoemet," observed Mobetin
Ml mhcky ao fut; &ar Mr. Hira.m Hoit retained a the Biton's
psgtive of grumblig, a inIve mutes bd S rehmsred a

- e ca ngue of ohmiial grievees very ene àenRy.

13
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TJiien i suppos- von'il be for joining the stars and stripes," said
he young man.

" Never!" exclaimed the settler. "Never, while there's a rag
of the union jack to run up. But it's getting late; ;" and as he
rose to his feet with a tremendous yawn, Robert perceived his
great length, hitherto concealed by the table on which he leaned.
·· This life would kill me in six months. In my own place, I'm
about the farm at sunrise in summer. Never knew what it was
to be sick, young man." And so the party separated]; Robert
admiring the stalwart muscular frame of the Canadian as ho strode
before him up the stairs towards their sleeping rooms. As he

passed Mr. Holt's door, he caught a glimpse of bare floor, whence
all the carpets had been rolled off into a corner, every vestige of
eurtain tuaked away, and the window sashes open to their widest.
Subsequently he learned that to such domestie softneses as car-
pets and curtains the sturdy settler had invincible objections, e
regarding them as symptoms of effeminacy not suitable to bis cha-
racter, though admitting that for women they were well enough.

Robert was all night felling pines, building log-huts, and wander- b
ing amid interminable forests; and when bis shaving water and a
boots awoke him at eight, he was a little surprised to find himself
a denizen of a London hotel. Mr. Holt had gone ont hours before.
Affer a hasty breakfast Mr. Wynn ordered a cab, and proceeded a
to the residence of the hon. member for C- county.

It was a mansion hired for the season in one of the fashionable f
squares; for so had the ho&. emmber's domestic board of control,
his lady-wife and daughters, willed. Of course, Robert was un-
inensely too early; he dismissed the cab, and wandered about the
neighbourhood, followed by suspicious glances from one or two
policemen, until, after calling at the house twice, he was admitted
into a library beset with tail dark bookcases. Ilere st the M.P. b
enjoying the oium cum dignitate, in a handsome morning gown,.

14



WHTY ROBERT WYNN EMIGRATED.

with bundles of parliamentary papers and a little stack of letters
on the -table. But none of the legislative literature engrossed his
attention just then: the "Morning Post " dropped from bis fingers
as he arose and shook hands with the son of his constituent.

" Ah, my dear Wynn-how happy--delighted indeed, I assure
you. Have yon breakfasted ? all well at home ? vour highlyO<
honoured father? late sitting at the House last night--close of the
session mot exhausting even to seasoned members, as the Chan-
eellor of the Exchequer sid to me last evening in the lobby ;"
and here followed an acote. But while he thus ran on most
affably, the under-current of idea in bis mind was somewhat as
follows: "What on earth does this young fellow want. of me?
His family interest in the county almost gone-not worth taking
pains to please any longer-a great bore-yet I must be civil ;-oh,
I recollect Currie Faver's promise-thinks he bas given me
enough this session-"

Meanwhile, Robert was quite interested by his agreeable small
talk. It is so charming to hear great names mentioned familiarly
by one personally acquainted with them; to learn that Palmerston
and Lord John eau breakfast like ordinary mortals. By-and-by,
with a blush and a falter (for the mere matter of bis personal pro-
vision for life seemed so paltry among these world-famed characters
and their great deeds, that he was almost ashamed to allude to it),
Robert Wynn ventured to make his request, that the hon. member
for C- would go to the hon. Secretary of the Board of Patron-
age, and dlaim the filfilment of bis promise. Suddenly the M.P.
became grave and altogether the senator, with bis finger thought-
fully upon his brow-the identical attitude which Grant had com-
memorated on canvas, beaming from the opposite wall.

"An umfortunate juncture; close of the session, when every-
body wants to be off, and ministers don't need to swell their
mlaoritiCe any longer. I recollect perfectly to what yon allude;

15
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but, my dear young friend, all these ministerial promises, a you
term them, are more or les conditional, and it, may be quite out of
Mr. Carrie Faver's power ta fulfil this."

" Then he shouki not have made it, si"said Robert, hotly.
"For instance," proceeded the hon. 1eman, not noticiag the

interruption, "the new arrangements of the comminoers renden
it almost imposnble that they shoud appoint to a clerkship, either
supernumerary or otherwise, while they are reducing the ordinary
staff. But I'Il certainly go to Mr. Faver, and remind him of the
circumatance: we can only be refused at worst. Yeu may be
assured of my warmest exertions in your behalf: any request from
a member of your family ought to be a command wit 3 me, Mr.
Wynn."

Robert's feelings of annoyance gave way to granication at
Mr. A-'s blandness, which, however, had a slight acid behind.

"And though times are greatly altered, I don't forget our old
electioneering, when your father proposed me on my first bustings.
Greatly altered, Mr. Wynn; greatly altered. I must go to the
morning sittiug now, but 'l send you a note as to the result
of my interview. You must have much to see about London. I
quite envy you your first visit to such a world of wouders; I av&
sure you will greatly enjoy it Good morning, Mr. Wynn. I hope
I shal have good news for you."

Ând so Robert was bowed out, to perambulate the streets in
rathe bitter humour. Was he to return to the poor scantily
supplied home, and continue a drag on its resources, lingering out
his days in illusive hopes ? Oh that hs strong hands and strong
heart had some scope for their energies! He paused i one
mighty torrent of busy faces and eager footsteps, and despised
himaelf for bis inaction. Ail these had busines of moe kiud or
other; a&ll were eamnestly intent upon their calling; but he wa a
waif and astrawon the top of the tide, with everv muscla stoutly

16



WHY ROBERT WYNN EMIGRATED.

strung, and every faculty of his brain clear and sound. Would ho
let the golden years of his youth slip by, without laying any
fowndation for independence ? Was this Civil Service appointment
worth the weary waiting? lEmigration had often before presented
itaelf as a course offering certain advantages. Mr. Holt's conversa-
tion had brightened the idea. For his family, as well as for himself,
it woukl be beneficiaL • The poor proud father, who had frequently
been unable to leave his house for weeks together, through fear of
arrest for debt, would be happier with an ocean between him and
the ancestral estates, thronged with memories of fallen affluence:
the young brothers, Arthur and George, who were nearing man's
years without ostensible object or employment, would fiud both
abundantly in the labour of a new country and a settler's life.
Robert had a whole picture sketched and filled in during half an
hour's ait in the dingy coffee room; from the shanty to the settle-
ment was portrayed by his fertile fancy, till he was awakened
from his reverie by the hearty voice of Hiram Holt.

" I thought for a minute you were asleep, with your hat over
your eyes. I hope you're thinking of Canada, young man

Robert could not forbear smiling.
"Now," said Mr. Holt, apparently speaking aloud a previous

train of thought, "of all things in this magnificent city of yours,
which I'm free to confess beats Quebec and Montreal by a long
chalk, nothing seema queerer to me than the thousands of young
men in your big shops, who are satisfied W struggle all their lives
in a poor unmanfy way, while our millions of acres are. Iout
for hands to feUl the forests and own the estates, and create happy
homes along our unrivalled rivers and lakes. The young fellow
that sold me these gloves "-showing a new pair on his hands-
"would make as fine a backwoodsman as I ever saw-six feet high,
and strong in proportion. It's the sheerest waste of material to
haie that felow seling stockings."

17
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But Mr. Holt found Robert Wynn rather taciturn; whereupon
he observed: "I'm long enough in the world, young man, to see
that to-day's experience, whatever it has been, has bated your hopes
a bit; the crest ain't so plumy as last night. But I say you'il yet r
bless the disappointment, whatever it is, that forces vou over the
water to our land of plenty. Come out of this over-crowded nation,
out where there's elbow room and free breathing. Tell you what,
young man, the world doesn't want you in densely packed England
and Ireland, but you're wanted in Canada, every thew and sinew
that you have. The market for such as you is overstocked here:
out with us you'1l be at a premium. Don't be offended if I've
spoke plain, for Hiram Holt is not one of them that can chop a
pine into matches: whatever I am thinking, out with the whole
of it. But if you ever want a friend on the Ottawa-

Robert asserted that he had no immediate idea of emigration ;
his prospects at home were not bad, etc. He could not let this
rough stranger see the full cause he had for depression.

"Not bad! but J tell you they're nothing compared to the
prospects you may carve ont for yourself with that clever head and
those able hands." Again Mr. Holt seized the opportunity of
dilating on the perfections of his beloved colony: had he been a
paid agent, he could not have more zealously endeavoured to en-
list Robert as an emigrant. But it was all a product of national
enthusiasm, and of the pride which Canadians may well feel con-
cerning their magnificent country

Net morning a few courteo lines from the hon. niember for
C- county informed Mr. Wynn, with much regret, that, as he
had anticipated, Mr. Currie Faver had for the present no nomina-
tion for the department referred to, nor would have for at least
twelve months to come.

" Before which time, I trust," soliloquised Robert a little fiereely,
"'I shall be independent of all their favours." And amidst some

18
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severe reflectionspn the universal contempt accorded to th ueedy,
and the corrupted state of society in England, which estimates a
man by the length of his purse chiefly, Robert Wynn formed the
resolution that he would go to Canada.

CHAPTER II.

CROSSING THE "FERRY4

ROBERT WYNN returned home to Dunore, having gained nothing
by his London trip but a little of that bitter though salutary tonie
called experience. His resolve did not waver-nay, it became his
day-dream; but manifold obstacles occurred in the attempt to
realize it. Family pride was one of the most stubborn; and not
until all hope from home resources was at an end, did his father
give consent.

About a month after his meeting with Hiram Holt in the London
coffee house, he and his brother Arthur found themselves on board
a fine emigrant vessel, passing down the river Lee into Cork
harbour, under the leadership of a little black steam-tug. Grievous
had been the wailing of the pasengers at parting with their kins-
folk on the quay; but, somewhat stilled by this time, they leaned
in groupe on the bulwarks, or were squatted about on deck mong
their infinitude of red boxes ahd brilliant tins, watching the villa-
whitened shores gliding by rapidly. Only an occasional vernacular
ejaculation, such as "Oh, wirra ! wirra !" or, "Och hone, mavrone !"
betokened the smouldering remains of emotion in the frieze coats
and gaudy shawls assembled for'ard: the wisest of the party were
arranging their goods and chattels 'tween-decks, where they must
sneamp for a month or more; but the majority, with truly Celtie
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improvidence, will wait till they are turned down at nightfall, and
have a general scramble in the dusk. *

Now the noble Cove of Curk stretches before them, a sheet of
glassy water, dotted with a hundred sai, from the base of the sultry
hill faced with terraces and called Queenstown, to the far Atlantie
beyond the Heads. Heavy and dark loom the fortified government
buildings of Haulbowline and the prisons of Spike Island, casting
forbidding shadows on the western margin of the tide. Quickly
the steam-tug and her follower thread their way among islets and
moored barques and guard ships, southward to the sea. No pause
anywhere ; the passengers of the brig " Ocean Queen " are shut up
in a world (<ftheir own for a while; yet they do not feel the bond
with mother country quite severed til they have cleared the last
eape, and the seerline lies wide in view; nor even then, till the
little black tug casts off the connecting cables, and rounds away
back across the bar, wîthin the jaws of the bay.

Hardiy a breath of breeze: but such as blows is favourable ; and
with infinite creaking all sail is set. The sound wakes up emigrant
sorrow afresh ; the wildly contagious Irish kry is raised, much to
the diseomposure of the eagtain, who stood on the quarter deck
with Robert Wynn.

" The savage.! they wil be fitting mates for Red Indians, and
may add a stave or two to the war-whoop. One would think they
were all going te the bottom imediately." Hie walked. forward
te quel the noise, if possible, but he might as well have stamped
and roared at Niagaa.. iNot a voice cared for his thueats or his
rge, but those vithin reach of is arm. Thet holerie littie man
had to eeme bock baoied.

"4Masthe ebert., would ye lika 'eu te stop ?" whispered a great
kulking peasant wbu had been Iooking on; "for if ye would, Ill
de it while ye'd. be taking a pinch o' U."
.Ady Calaghan disappeared somewhere for a moment, and pre-
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sently emerged gh an old violin, which he began to scrape vigor-
«aay. Even his tuning was irresistibly comical; and he had not
been playing a lively jig for ten minutes, before two or three

couples were on their feet, performing the figure. Soon an admir-
ing circle, four deep, collected about the dancers. The sorrows of
the exiles were efectually diverted, for that time.

"A clever fellow," quoth the captain, regarding Andy's red hair
and twinkling eyes with some admiration. "A diplomatie tend-
ency, Mr. Wynn, which may be valuable. Your servant, I pre-
sume

"A former tenant of my father's, who wished to follow our
fortunes," replied Robert. "He's a faithful fellow, though not
much more civilized than the rest."

That grand ocean bluff the Old Head of Kinsale, was now in
the offing, and misty ranges of other. promontories beyond, at
whose base was perpetual foam. Robert turned away with a sigh,
and descended to the cabins. In the small square box allotted to
t'hem, he found Arthur lying in his berth, reading Mrs. Traill's
"Emigrant's Guide."

"Ive been wondering what became of you; you've not been on
deck since we left Cork."

"Of course not. I should have been blubbering like a school-
boy; and as I had enough of that last night, I mean to stay here
till we're out of sight of land."

Little trace of the stoicism he professed was to be seen in the
tender eyes which had for an hour been fixed on the same page:
but Arthur was not yet sufficiently in manhood's years to know
that deep feeling is an honour, and not a weakness.

Towards evening, the purple mountain ranges of Kerry were fast
fading over the waters; well-known peaks, outlines familiar from
childhood to the dwellers at Dunore, were sinking beneath the
great circle of the sea. Cape Clear is left behind and the lonely
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Fassnet lighhouse ; the "Ocean Queeu" is coming to the blue
water, and the long solemn swell raises and sfinks her with pen-
dulum-like regularity.

" Ah, then, Masther Robert, an' we're done wid the poor ould
counthry for good an' all '" Andy Callaghan's big bony hands are
clasped in a tremor of emotion that would do honour to a pictu-
resque Italian exile. "The beautiful ould counthry, as has the
greenest grass that ever grew, an"'the clearest water that ever ran.
an' the purtiest girls in the wide world! An' we're goin' among
sthrangers, to pull an' dhrag for our bit to ate; but we'll never be
happy till we see them blue hills and green fields once more !"

Mr. Wynn could almost have endorsed the sentiment just then.
Perhaps Andy's low spirits were intensified by the uncomfortable
motion of the ship, which was beginning to strike landsmen with
that rolling headache, the sure precursor of a worse visitation.
Suffice it to say, that the mass of groaning misery in the steerage
and cabins, on the subsequent night, would melt the heart of any
but the most hardened "old salt." Did not Robert and Arthur
regret their emigration bitterly, when shaken by the fangs of the
fell demon, sea-sickness? iDid not a chance of going to the bottom
seem a trivial calamity? Answer, ye who have ever been in like
pitiful case. We draw a curtain over the abject miseries of three
days ; over the Dutch-built captain's unseasonable joking and huge
laughter-he, that could eat junk and biscuit if the ship was in
Maelstrom! Robert could have thrown his boots at him with
pleasure, while the short, broad figure stood in the doorway during
his diurnal visit, chewing tobacco, and talking of all the times he
had crossed "the ferry," as he familiarly designated the Atlantic
Ocean. The sick passengers, to a man, bore him an animosity.
owing to his ostentatiously rude health and iron nerves, which is,
of all exhibitions, the most oppressive to a prostrate victim of the
sea-fiend
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The third evening, an alterration becane audible on the coin-
panion ladder, as if some ship's officer were keeping bac&k some bodv
else who was determined to come below.

"That's Andy Callaghan's voice," said Arthur.
"Let me down, will ye, to see the young mastiers ?" came

muffled through the doors and partition. "Look here, now"
-in a coaxing tone - " I don't like to be cross; but though
l'm so bad afther the sickness, I'd set ye back in vour littie
hole there at the fut of the stairs as asy as l'd put a snail in its
shell."

At this juncture Robert opened their state-room door, and pre-
vented further collision. Andy's lean figure had become gaunter
than ever.

" They thought to keep me from seeing ye, the villains! I'd
knock every mother's son of 'em into.the middle o' next week afore
I'd be kep' away. Sure I was comin' often enough before, but the
dinth of the sickness prevented me; an' other times I was chucked
about like a child's marvel, pitched over an' hether bv the big
waves banging the side of the vessel. Masther Robert. asthore,
it's I that's shaking in the middle of my iligant new frieze shute
like a withered pea in a pod-I'm got so thin intirely."

" We are not much better ourselves," said Arthur, laughing;
"but I hope the worst of it is over."

" NI give the fuli of my pockets in goold, if I had it this minit,
said Andy, with great, emphasis, "to set me foot on the nakedest
sod of bog that's in Ould Ireland this day! an' often I abused it;
but throth, the purtiest sight i life to me would be a good pratie-
field, an' meself walkin' among the ridges !"

"Well, Andy, we mustn't show the white feather in that way;
we could not expect to get to America without being sick, or
MUffering some disagreeables."

"When yer honours are satisfied, 'tisn't for the likes of me to
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grmble," Andv said resigne . Onl if evqrybodov knew what
was befoe them, thev mightn' do many a tang,maybe'"

Very true. Andv."
SSo we're all savin' down in e steerge, sir. But oh. Masther

Robert, I a'most forgot to tel] , account of that spalpeen that
thonght to iindher yer own fosth -brother from comin' to see ve:
bumt there's the most wondherf l baste out in the say this minit;
an' it's spoutin' up water like the fountain that used to be at
Danore. onlv a power bigger; an' lvin' a-top of the waves like an
island, for all the world? I'm thnkin' he wouldn't make much of
cranehmg up the ship like a hazel nut"

"A whale! I wonder will they get mit the boat& ?" said Arthnr.
with sudden animatio. I think I'm well enough to go on deck,
Bob: I'd like to have a shot at the fellow."

" A very useless expenditure of powder," rejoined Robert. BWt
Arthur, boylike, sprung u pstairs with the rifle. which had often
done execntion among the wildfowl of his native meorland.
Certainly it was a feat to hit snh a prominent mark as that mouw-
tain Of blubber; and Arthur felt justly ashaimed of himself, when
the animal beat the water furiously, and dived headlong in his pain.

Now, the only other cabin passengers on board the brig were a
retired militarv officer and his familv, consisting of a son and two
daughters. They had made acquaintance with the Wynns on the
first day of the voyage, but since then there had been a necessarv
suspension of interrourse. And it was a certain mild but decided
disapproval in Miss Armytage's grave glance, when Arthur turned
round and saw her sitting on the poop with ber father and littk
sister, which brought the colour to his cheek, for he felt he had
been guilty of thoughtless and wanton cruelty. He bowed and
moved further away. But Robert joined them, and passed half
an hour very contentedly in gazing at a grand enuset. The closing
act of which was as follows: a dense black brow of clond on the
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margin of the sea; beneath it burst a fiaming bolt of light Irn
the sun's great eye, along the level waters. Far in the zenith were
broad beams radiating across other clouds. like golden pathwavs.
Slowly the dark curtain seemed to close down over the burningr
: lory at the horizon. "How very beautiful !" exclaimed MisE
\rmytage.

' Yes, mv dear Edith, except as a weather barometer," said her
father. "In that point of view it means-gtorm."

" Oh, papa '" ejaculated the little girl, nestling cloe-not to
him, but to her elder sister, whose hand instantly clasped hers
with a reassuring pressure, while the quiet face koked down at the

perturbed child, smiling sweetlv. It was almost the first smile
Robert had seen on her face ; it made Miss Armytage quite hand-
some for the moment, he thought.

Miss Armytag, caring very little for his thought, was orccupied
an instant with saying something in a low tone to Jay, which

radually brightened the small countenance again. Robert canght
the words, " Our dear Saviour." They reminded him of his mother.

Captain Armytage was correct in his prediction; before mid-
aight a fierce north-easter was raging on the sea. The single
1beneficial result was, that it fairlv cured ail maladies but terror:
f)r, after clincging to their berths during some hours with every
muscle of their bodies, lest they should be swung off and smashed
in the lurches of the vessel, the passengers arose next morning,
well and hungry.

"I spind the night on me head, mostlv, said Andy CaPlrhan.
Troth, I never knew before how the files managed to walk on

the ceilin' back downwards ; but a thrife more o' practice would
tache it to meself for half me time the floor was above at the
rafters over me head. I donno rightly how to walk on my feet
the day afther it."

This was the only bad weather they experienced, as viewed
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nautically: even the captain allowed that it had been "a stifflsh
gale ;" but subsequent tumults of the winds and waves, which
seemed tremendous to unsophisticated landsmen, were to him mere d
ocean frolics. And so, while each day the air grew colder, they ti
neared the banks of Newfoundland, where everybody who could
devise fishing taekle tried to catch the famous cod of those waters.
Arthur was one of the successful captors, having spent a laborious g
day in the main-chains for the purpose. At eventide he was found ha
teaching little Jay how to hold a line, and how to manage when T
a bite came. Her mistakes and her delight amused him; both M m
lasted till a small panting fish was pulled up. sb

" There's a whiting for you now," said he, "all of your own fÉ
catching."

Jay looked at it regretfully, as the poor little gills opened and 114
shut in vain efforts to breathe the smothering air, and the pretty
silver colouring deadened as its life went. "I arn very sorry," she h
said, folding her hands together; " I think I ought not to have
killed it only to amuse myself:" and she walked away to where her a
sister was sitting. V

"What a strange child !" thought Arthur, as he watched the
little figure crossing the deck. But he wound up the tackle, and
angled no more for that evening.

The calmwasunext day deepened by a fog; a dense hazeSettled
on the sea, seeming by sheer weight to still its restless motion.
Now was the skipper much more perturbed than during the rough
weather: wrapt in a mighty pea-coat, he kept a perpetual look-out
in person, chewing the tobacco meanwhile as if he bore it an ani-
inosity. Frequent gatherings of drift-ice passed, and at times t
ground together with a disagreeably strong sound. An intense
chill pervaded the atmosphere-a cold unlike what Robert or
Arthur had ever felt in the frosts of Ireland, it was so much more
keen and penctrating.
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The captan says it s from icebergs, said the latter, drawmg
up the collar of his great coat about his ears, as they walked the
deck. " I wish we saw one-at a safe distance, of course. But
this fog is so blinding "

Even as he spoke, a vast wlutish berg loomed a-beam, unmenselv
higher than the topmasts,in towers and spires snow-crested. What
great precipices of grey glistening ice. as it passed by. a mighty
half-distinguishable mass! what black rifts of destructive depth:
The ship surged backward before tie great refluent wave of its
movement. A sensation of awe struckt the bravest beholder, as
slowly and majestically the huge berg glided astern, and its grim
féatures were obliterated by the heavy haze.

Both drew a relieved breath when the grand apparition had

passed. "I wish Miss Armytage had seen it, said Arthur.
"Why ?" rejoined Robert, though the same thought was just in

hiS own mind.
. Oh, because it was so magnificent. and I an sure she would

admire it. I could almost make a po<m about it myself. Don't
you know the feeling, as if the sight wereu too large, too impoéing
for your mind somehow ? And the danger only intensifies tnaL"

Stili, I wish we were out of their reach. The skipper's temper
will be unbearable t'Il then."

It improved considerably when the fog rose off the sea, a day
or two suboequently, and a head-wind sprang up, carrying them
.owards the Guilf. One morning, a low grey stripe of cloud on the
horizon was shown to the passengers as part of Newfoundland.
Long did Robert Wynn gaze at that dim outline, posessed by all
the strange feelings which belong to the first sight of the new
world, especiallywhen it is to be a future home. No shame to his
manhood if some few tears for the dear old home dimmed his eyes
as he looked. But soon that shadow of land disappeared, and,
pasng Cape Ray at a long distance, they entered the gret
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estuary of the St. Lawrence, which mighty inlet, if it bad place in
our little Europe, would be fitly termed the Sea of Labrador; but
where all the features of Nature are coloal, it ranks only as a

gulf.
One morning, when little Jay had gone on deck for an ante-

breakfast run, she came back in a state of high delight to the
cabin. "Oh, Edith, such beautiful birds! such lovely little birds!
and the silors say they're from the land, though we cannot see it
anywhere. How tired they must be after such a long fly, ail the
way from beyond the edge of the sea! Do come and look at them,
dear Edith-do come !"

Sitting on the shrouds were a pair of tiny land birds, no bigger
than tomtits, and wearing red top-knots on their head& How
welcome were the confiding little creatures to the passengers, who
had been rocked at sea for nearly five weeks, and hailed these as
sure harbingers of solid ground! They came down to pick up
Jay's cruimbs of biscuit, and twittered familiarly. The captain
offered to have one caught for her, but, after a minute's eager ac-
quiescence, she declined. "I would like to feel it in my hand,"
said she, "but it is kinder to let it fly about wherever it pleases"

"Why, you little Miss Considerate, is ihat your principle
always ?" asked Arthur, who had made a great playmate of her.
She did not understand his question; and on his. explaining in
simpler words, "Oh, yeu know I always try to think what God
wouldlike. That is sure to be right, isn'tit ?"

"I supose so," said Arthur, with sudden gravity.
"Edith taught me-she does just that," continued the child.

" I don't think ahe ever dos anything that is wrog at aIl. But
oi, Nr. Wynn," and he feit a sudden tightening of her grasp on
his hand, "what big bird is that? look how frightened the litte
ons are!"

A hawk, which had been circling in the air, now made a swoop

7.g
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on the rigging, but was anticipated by his quarry: one of the birds
Iew actually into Arthur's hands, and the other got in among some
barrels wich stood amidships.

" Ah," aid Arthur, "they were driven out here by that chap I
suppose. Now l'Il give you the pleasure of feeling one of them in
your hands."

"IButthat wicked hawk !"
"And that wicked Jay, ever to eat chickens or mutton."
"Ah! but that is diferent. How his little heart beats, and

flutters. I wish I had him for a pet. I would love you, littie
birdie, indeed I would."

For some days they stayed by the ship, descendiug on deck for
crumbs regularly. furnished them by Jay, to whom the effioe of
feeding them was deputed by common consent. But nearig the
Island of Anticosti, they took wing for shore with a parting twitter,
and, like Noah's dove, did not retur. Jay would not aow that
they were ungratefuL

CHAPTER III.

UP THE ST. LAWRENCE.

LrrrL Jay could hardly be persnaed into thie belief that they
were now suiling on a river ; that the swift broad tide bearng

the4 more than one hundred. and twenty miles acro at
A of 1 a ', wa the mon* o a stream havig Ueem

inrmâonta ffr sway, md one w emough to step over
Arthur sh her tha St Lawrence on a map h ng i the aloem;
but mh emnni & dint se - ieer muc. "Then
'where are the bsAm? My geography mys that a m" alay hW
bankal wa I àa
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In the evening ihe was able to show her the wide pitiless snow
ranges of Labrador, whence blew a keen desert air. Perpetual pine-
woods-looking like a black band set against the encroaching snow
-- edged the land, whence the brig was some miles distant, taeking
to gain the benefit of the breeze off shore.

Presently came a strange and dismal sound wafted over the
waters from the far pine forests-a high prolonged howl, taken up
and echoed by scores of ravenous throats, repeated again and
again, augmenting in fierce cadences. Jay caught Mr. Wynn's arm
closer. "Like wolves," said Arthur; "but we are a long way off."

"J must go and tel Edith," said the child, evidently feeling
safer with that sister than in any other earthly care. After he had
brought her to the cabin, he returned on Sleck, listening with a
curious sort of pleasure to the wild sounds, and looking at the dim
outlines of the shore.

As darkness dropped over the circle of land and water, a light
seemed to arise behind those hills, revealing their solid shapes
anew, stealing silently aloft into the air, like a pale and pure
northern dawn. At first he thought it must be the rising moon,
but no orb appeared; and as the brilliance deepened, intensified
into colour, and shot towards the zenith, he knew it for the aurora
borealis. Soon the stars were blinded out by the vivid sweeping
flicker of its rays ; hues bright and varied as the rainbow thrilled
along the iridescent roadways to the central point above, and
tongues of flame leaped from arches in the north-west. Burning
searlet and ambe, purple, green, trembled in pulsations acros the
ebony surface of the heavens, as if some vast fre beneath the
horizon was flashing forth coruseations of its splendour to the
dark hemisphere beyond. The fioating banners of angels is a
hackneyed symbol to express the oppressive magnificence of a
Canadian aurora.

The brothers were fascinated : tbeir admiration had no words.
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"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,-
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animal's head was just visible, so that it looked like a young live
mummy. But the grandmother squaw was even uglier than the
grandchildren; a thousand and one lines seamed ber coppery faS,
which was the colour of an old penny piece rather burnishe&hom
use. And she had eyes, Bob, little and wide apart, and black as
sloes, with a snaky look. I don't think she ever took them off me,
and 'twas no manner of use to stare at her in return. So, a I
could not understand what they were saying-gabbling a sort of
patois of bad French and worse English, with a sprinkling of
Indian-and, as the old lady's gaze was getting uncomfortable,
I went out again among my friends, the mighty pines. I hope we
shall have some about our location, wherever we settle."

" And I trust more intimate acquaintance won't make us wish
them a trifle fewer and slighter," remarked Robert.

" Well, I am afraid my enthusiasm would fade before an acre of
such clearing," rejoined Arthur. "But, Bob, the colours of the
foliage are lovelier than I can tell. You see a little of the tinting
even from this distance. The woods have taken pattera by the
aurora: it seems we are now in the Indian summer, ad the maple
trees are just burning with scarlet and, gold leases."

"I suppose you did not see many of our old country tues?"
"Hardlyany. Pine is the most plentiful of all: howlI like its

sturdy independent look! as if it were used to ha±tling wth snow-
storms, and got strong by the exercise. The mate showed me
hickory and heml4 and a lot of other foreignere, while the men
were cutting19 in the bush."

"You have picked up the Canadian pbraeeology already,"
observed Robert.

"Yes;" and Arthur reddened slightly. "Impossible te avoid
that, when you're thrown among fellows that speak not.hing ese.
But I wanted to tell you, that coming back we haileA a boat frm
onr.of thne outward-bound ships lying jfônder at auhar: the maie
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nys their wood and water is half a pretence. They are smuggliiig
kins, in addition to their regular freight of lumber."

"Smuggling skins !"
"For the skippers' private benefit, you understand: furs, sucli

as sable, marten, and squirrel; they send old ship's stores ashore
to trade with vagrant Indians, and then sew up the skins in their
clothes, between the lining and the stuff, so as.to pass the Custom
Rouse officers a& home. Bob! I'm longing to be ashore for good.
You don't know what it is to feel firm ground under one's feet
after six weeks' unsteady footing. I'm longing to get out of this
floating prison, and begin our life among the pines."

Robert shook his head a little sorrowfully. Now that they were
nearing the end of the voyage, many cares pressed upon him, which
to the volatile nature of Arthur seemed only theme for adventure.
Whither to bend their steps in the first instance, was a matter for
grave deliberation. They had letters of introduction to a gentle-
inan near Carillon on the Ottawa, and others to a family at
Toronto. Former friends had settled beside the lonely Lake
Simcoe, midway between Huron and Ontario. Many an hour of
the becalmed days he spent over the maps and guide books they
had brought, trying to study out a result. Jay came up to him one
afternoon, as he leaned his head on his hand perplexedly.

"What ails you? have yon a headache ?"
"No, I am only puzzled."
Her own small elbow rested on the taffrail, and her little fingers

dented the fair round cheek, in unwitting imitation of is posture.
"Is it ab@n a lesson? But you don't have to get lessons."
"No; it ÏWabout what is best'for me to do when I land."
"Edith asks God always; and he shows her what is best," mid

the child, looking at him wistfully. Again he thought of his pious
prayerful-mother. She might have spoken through the childish lips.
He elosed his boks,renarking thatthey were stupid. Jay gave hlim
her hand to walk up and dom the deck le bad never made it a
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custom to consult God, or refer to him in matters of daily life,
though theoretically be acknowledged his pervading sovereignty.
To procure the guidance of Infinite Wisdom would be well worth a
prayer. Something strong aa &achain held him back-the pride of
his consciously unrenewed heart.

When the weather became favourable, they passed up the river
rapidly ; and a succession of the noblest views opened around them.
No panorama of the choice spots of earth could be lovelier. Lofty
granite islets, such as Kamouraska, which attains an altitude of five
hundred feet; bold promontories and deep basin bays ; magnificent
ranges of bald blue mountains inland; and, as they nýared Grosee
Isle and the quarantine ground, the soft beauties f ciyilization
were superadded. Many ships of all natio y at anchor ; the
shore was dotted with white farmhouses, and neat villages clustered
each round the glittering spire of a church.

"iHow very French that is, eh ?"· said Captain Armytage, refer-
ring to those shining metal roofs. " Tinsel is charming to the eyes
of a habitan. You know, Pve been in these parts before with my
regiment; so I am wel acquainted with the ground. We have
the parish of St. Thomas to our left now, thickly spotted with white
cottages: St. Joachim is on the opposite bpnk. The nomenclature
all about here smacks of the prevailing faith and of the old
masters."

"'Tis a pity they didn't hold by the musical Tndian names," said
Robert Wynn.

"6Well, yes, when the music don't amount to seventeen syllables
a-piece, eh ?" Captain Armytage had a habit of saying " ehe" at
every available point in his sentences. Likewise had he the most
gentleman-like manners that could be, set off by the most gentle-
man-like personal appearance ; yet, an inexplicable something about
him prevented a thorough Iiking. Perbapo it was the intrinsic
sellfihness, and want of sinceity of nature, whie one instinctively
felt after a little intercourse had worn off the daue of his engaging
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-demeanour. Perhaps Robert had detected the odour of rum, inef-
fectually concealed by the fragrance of a smoking pill, more fre-
quently than merely after dinner, and seen the sad shadow on his
daughter's face. following. But tiht 'A '+ prevent Captni

Armytage's being a very agreeable and well-informed companion
nevertheless.

" Granted that 'Canada' is a pretty name," said he; " but it's
Spanish more than native. 'Aca nada'-nothing here-said the
old Castilian voyagers, when they saw no trace of gold mines or
other wealth along the coast. That's the story, at all events. But
I hold to it that our British John Cabot was the first who ever
visited this continent, unless there's truth in the old Scandinavian
tales, which I don't believe."

But. the galant officer's want of credence does not render it the
less a fact, that, about the year 1001, Biorn Heriolson, an Icelander,
was driven south from Greenland by tempestuous weather, and dis-
covered Labrador. Subsequently, a colony was established for
trading purposes on some part of the coast named Vinland; but
after a few Icelanders had made fortunes of the peltries, and many
had perished among the Esquimaux, all record of the settlement is
blotted out, and Canada fades from the world's map till restored
by the explorations of the Cabots and Jacques Cartier. The two
former examined the seaboard, and the latter first entered the
grand estuary of the St. Lawrence, which he named from the
Saint's day of its discovery ; and he also was the earliest white man
to gaze down from the mighty precipice of Quebec, and pronounce
the obscure Indian name which was hereafter to suggest a world-
famed capital Then, the dwellings and navies of nations and genera-
tions yet unborn were growing all around in hundreds of leagues of
forest; a dread magnificence of shade darkened the face of the
earth, amid which the red man reigned supreme. Now, as the
passengers of the good brig "Ocea Queen " gazed upon it three
eenturies subseqently, the slow a«e had chopped away those
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forests of pines, and the land was smiling with homesteads and
mapped out in fields of rich farm pioduce: the encroachments of
the irresistible white man had metamorphosed the country, and
almost blotted ont its olden masters. Robert Wynn began to
realize the force of Hiram Holt's patriotie declaration, "It's the
finest country in the world !"

"And the loveliest !" he could have added, without even a saving
clause for his own old emerald isle, when they passed the western
point of the high wooded island of Orleans, and came in view of
the superb fails of Montmorenci; two hundred and fifty feet of
sheer precipice, leaped by a broad full torrent, eager to reach the
great river flowing beyond, and which seemed placidly to await the
turbulent onset. As Robert gazed, the fascination of a great water-
fali came over him like a spell. Who has not felt this beside
Lodore, or Foyers, or Tore? • Who bas not found his eye mes-
merized by the falling sheet of dark polished waters, merging
into snowy spray and crowned with rainbow crest, most change-
able, yet most unchanged?

Thousands of years has this been going on; you may read it in
the worn limestone layers that have been eaten through, inches in
centuries, by the impetuous stream. Thus, also; has the St. Law-
rence carved out its mile-wide bed beneath the Heights of Abraham
-- the stepping-stone to Wolfe's fame, and Canadian freedom.

* CHAPTER IV.

W OODE N-NESS.

PILED on the summit of Cape Diamond, and duplicated in shadow
upon the deep waters at Ms bue, three hundred feet below, stands
the fortress of Quebec. t xburgh and Ehrenbreitstein have been
used as old-world symbols to suggest its beauty and strength; but
the girdle of mighty river is wanting to the former, md the latter
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is a trifling miniature of the Canadian city-queen. Robert Wynn
knew of no such comparisons; he only felt how beautiful was that
mass of interwoven rock, and wood, and town, reflected and rooted
in the flood; he scarcely heard Captain Armytage at his left re-
minding him for the tenth time that he had been here before with
his regiment.

" There's Point Levi to the south, a mile away, in front of the
mountains. Something unpleasant once befell me in crossing
there. I and another sub. hired a boat for a spree, just because the
hummocks of ice were knocking about on the tide, and all prudent
people staid ashore; but we went out in great dreadnought boots,
and bearskin caps over our ears, and amused ourselves with pulling
about for a while among the floes. I suppose the grinding of the
ice deafened us, and the hummocks hid us from view of the people
on board; at all events, down came one of the river steamers
slap on us. I saw the red paddles laden with ice at every revolu-
tion, and the next instant was sinking, with my boots dragging me
down like a cannon-ball at my feet. I don't know how I kicked
them off, and rose: Gilpin, the other sub., had got astride on the
capsized boat; a rope flung from the steamer struck me, and you
may believe I grasped it pretty tightly. D'ye seS here ?" and he
shôwed. Robert a front tooth broken short: " I caught with my
hands first, and they were so numb, and the iW forming so fast on
the dripping rope, that it slipped till I held by my teeth; and
another noose being thrown around me laso-wise, I was dragged
in. A narrow ebcape, eh ?"

"Very narrow," echoed Robert. He noticed the slit shiver
that ran through4he daughter's figure, as she leaned on her father's
arm. Ris haanm face looked down at her carelessly.

"Edith shudders," aid he;,.",I suppose thinking that so wonder-
ful an escape ought to be remembered as more than a more
adventure." To which he received m answer, save an appealing
look from her soft eyea He turned with a short laugh.
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sWell, at all events it cured me of boating among the ice.
Ugh! to be sucked in and smothered under a floe would be
frightful."

Mr. Wynn wishing to say something that would prove he was
not thinking of the little aside-scene between father and daugh.
ter, asked if the St. Lawrence was generally so full of ice in
winter.

It was difficult to believe, now in the balmy atmosphere of the
Indian summer, with a dreamy sunshine warming and gladdening
all things-the very apotheosis of autumn-that wintry blasts
would howl along this placid river, surging fierce ice-waves together,
before two months should pass.

"There's rarely a bridge quite across," replied Captain Army-
tage ; "except in the north channél, above the Isle of Orleams,
where the tide has les force than, i the southern, because it is
narrower; but in the widest place -the hummocks of ice are fre-
quently crushed into heaps flfteen or twenty feet high, which makes
navigation uncomfortably exciting."

"I should think so," rejoined Robert, drily.
"Ah, you have yet to feel what a Canadian winter is like, my

young friend ;" and Captain Armytage nodded in that mysterious
manner which is intended to impress a " griffin " with the cheering
conviction that unknown horrors are befòre him.

"I wonder what is that tall church, whose roof glitters so in-
tensely?"

" The cathedral, under its tin dome and spires. The metal is
said te hinder the lodging and help the thawing of the snow, which
might otherwise lie so heavy as to eadsnger the rooft"

" Oh, that in the reason !" ejaculated Robert, sddenly enlight-
ened as to the need.be of al the surface glitter.

"Rather a pretty effect, eh? and absolutely unique, except in
Canadian cities. Lt suggests an infinitude of greenhouses refeet-
ing sunbeams at a variety of angles of incidene."
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"I presume this is the lower town, lying along the quays ?" said
Robert.

"Yes, like our Scottish Edinburgh, the old city, being built in
dangerous times, lies hu4dIed close together under protection of its
guardian rock," said th\Captain. "But within, you could fauvy
yourself suddenly transported into an old Normandy town, among
narrow crooked streets and high-gabled houses: nor will the
degree of cleanliness undeceive you. For, unlike most other
American cities, Quebec has a Past as well as a Present : there is
the Fench Past, narnw, dark, crowded, hiding undér a fortifica-
tion; and there is the English Present, embodied in the handsoiae
upper town, and the suburb of St. John's, broad, well-built, airy.
The line of distinction is very marked between the pushing Anglo-
Saxon's premises and the tumble-down concerns of the stand-still
habitan.'

Perhaps, also, something is due to the difference between Pro-
testant enterprise and Roman Catholie supineneSs.

" There's a boat boarding us already," said Robert.
It proved to be the custom-house officers; and when their.domi-

ciliary visit was over, Robert and Arthur went ashore. Navigating
through a desert expanse of lumber rafts and a labyrinth of hun-
dreds of huils, they stepped at iat on the ugly wooden whaie
which line the water's edge, and were crowded with the usual faMc
of a port; yet singularly noiseless, from the boarded paiement
beneath the wheels.

Though the brothers had never been in any part of France, the
peculiarly French aspeet of the lower town struck them imme-
diately. The old-fauhioned dwellings, with steep lofty roofs, accu-
mulated in narrow alleys, seemed to date 'bek to an age long
anterior to MontamIni' final struggle with Wolfe on the heights,
even back, perhee, to the brave enthiniast Champlain's flrst
setlement under the superb headland, replacing the Indian village
of Stadacona. To perpetuate his faine, a sreet alongside the river
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(called after him; and though his "New France"" has long sine(
ined the dead names of extinet colon i-s. the practical effects i H

hls early toil and struggle renain. in this Anwrioan Gibraltm . ,.0
which he originated.

Andy Callaghan had begged leave to accompany his Voung maS-
ters ashore, and marched at a respectful distance behind them. h
along that very Champlain Street. looking about him with un-
feigned astonishment. "I suppose the quarries is all used up in;
these parts, for -the houses is wood, an' the churches is wood. th
and the sthreets has wooden stones ondher our feet," he solik-
quized, half audibly. "It's a mighty quare counthry intirely:
between the people makine a land on top of the wather for
emselves by thim big rafts. an' buildin' houses on 'em, and kindlWg
lires-"

Here his meditation was rudely broken into by the sudden
somerset of a child from a doorstep he was passing ; but it had
scarcely touched the ground when Andy, with an exclamation in V
Irish, swung it aloft in his arms.i H

"Mono mush thig thu! you crathur, is it trying which ver head
or the road is the hardest, ye are ? Whisht now, don't cry, me fme <j

boy, and maybe I'd sing a song for ye."
" Wisha then, cead mille failthe a thousand times, Iriahman,

whoever ye are !" said the mother, seizing Andy's band. "And
my heart warms to the tongue of the old counthry! Won't you h
come in, honest man, an' rest awhile, a' it's himself will be glad
to see ye ?"

" And who's himself?" inquired Andy, dandling the child. m
",The carpenter, Pat M'Donagh of Ballinoge-" t
" Hurroo!" shouted Andy, as he executed a whirligig on oe h

leg, and then embraced the amazd Mrs. M'Donagh fraternally.
"My uncle's son's wife! au' a darling purty face you have of yer
.wn tom." W

" Don't be- funnin', now," said the lady. bridling; "au' you might
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lave axed a persoii's lave before ye tossed me cap that wv.
Here. Pat. corne down an' see yer cousin just arrived from the ould
otnt hrv !"

Robert and Arthur Wynn, missing their servitor at the next
tiirn,. and looking back. beheld something like a popular émeute in
1he narrow street, which was solely Andy fraternizing with his

()lntrvTnen and recovered relations.
" Wait a minit," said Andy, returning to his allegiance, as he saw

them looking back: "et me run afther the gentlemen and get lave
to stav."

"Lave. indeed " exclaimed the republican-minded Mrs. M'Do.
uagh ; "it's I that wud be afther askin lave in a free couithry!
Why. we've no masthers nor missusses here at ail."

" Hut. woman, but thev're my fostherers - the voung Mr.
Wynns of Dunore."

Great had been that name among the peasantry once; and even
yet it had not lost it8 prestige with the transplanted Pat M'Donagh.
He had left Ireland a ragged pauper in the famine vear, and was
now a thriving artisan, with average .wages of seven shillings a
day; an independence with which Robert Wynn would have con-
idered himself truly fortunate, and upon less than which many a

lieutenant in Her Majesty's infantry has to keep up a gentlemanly
Ippearance. Pat's strength had been a drug in his own country:
here it readily worked an opening to prosperity.

And presently forgetting his sturdy Canadian notions of inde-
pendence, the carpenter was bowing cap in hand before the gentle-
men, begging them to accept the hospitality of his house while
they stayed in Quèbec. " The M'Donaghs is ould tenants of yer
honours' father, an' many a kindnes they rsaved from the family4
and 'twould be the joy of me heart to see one of the ancient stoek
at me table," he said; "an' sure me father's brother's son is along
wid ye."

"The ancient stock " declined, with many thanks, as they wanted
c 2
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to see the city; but Andy, not having the same zeal for exploring.
remained in the discovered nest of his kinsfolk, and made himself
so acceptable, that they parted subsequently with tears.

Meanwhile the brothers walked from the lower to the upper I
town, through the quaint steep streets of stone houses-relics of y
the old French occupation. The language was in keeping with h
this foreign aspect, and the vivacious gestures of the inhabitants
told their pedigree. Robert and Arthur were standing near a
group of them in the market-square, assembled round a young fi
bear brought i! by an Indian, when the- former felt a heavy hand
on his shoulder, and the next instant the tenacity of his wrist was
pretty well tested in the friendly grasp of iiram Holt.t

CHAPTER V.

DEBARKA TION.

THE chili of foreignnes and lonelines which had been creeping
over Robert Wynn's sensations since he had entered the strange
city, was dissipated as if a cloud had suddenly lifted off. The
friendly face of the colossal Canadian beaming a welcome upon

him, with that broad sunshiny smile which seems imnediately to
raise the temperature of the surrounding air, did certainly warm
his heart, and nerve it too. He was not altogether a stranger in a
strange land.

" And so you've followed my advice ! Bravo, young blood!
You'l never be sorry for adopting Canada as your country. Now,
what are your plans?" bestowing an aside left-hand grasp upon
Arthur. "Can Hiram Holt help you? Have the old people come
out ? So much the better; they would only cripple you in the
beginning. Wait till your axe has cut the niche big enough. You
push on for the west, I suppose ?"

Al these inqmries in little longer tha a breath ; while he
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wrung Robert's hand at intervals with a heartiness and power of
muscle which almost benumbed the member.

"We have letters to friends on Lake Erie, and to others on
Lake Simcoe," said Robert, rescuing is hand, which tingled, and
yet communicated a very pleasurable sensation to his heart. "We
had not quite decided on our line of march."

" Well, how did you come? Emigrant vessel?"
Adopting the laconie also, Robert nodded, and said it was their

first day in Quebec.
" Get quit of her as soon as you can; haul your traps ashore,

and come along with me. I'il be going up the Ottawa in a day or
two, home; and 'twill be only a step out of your way westward.
You can look about you, and see what Canadian life is like for a
few weeks; the longer, the more welcome to Hiram IHolt's house.
Is that fixed ?"

Robert was beginning to thank him warmly-
" Now, shut up, yolng man ; I distrust a fellow that has much

palaver. You look too manly for it. I calculate your capital ain't
much above your four hands between you ?"

Arthur was rather discomfited at a query so pointed, and so
directly penetrating the proud British reserve about monetary
circumstances; but Robert, knowing that the motive was kind-
hearted, and the manner just that of a straightforward unconven-
tional settler, replied: " You are nearly right, Mr. Hiolt; our
capital in cash is very small; but I hope stout bodies and stout
hearts are worth something."

"What would you think of a bush farm? I think I heard you
say you had some experience on your father's farm in reland ?"

" My father's estate, air," began Arthur, reddening a little.
HoIt measured him by a look, but not one ofdispleasure.

" Farms in Canada grow into estates," said he: "by industry and
puah, I ahouldn't be surprised if you became a landed proprietor
yourSelf before your beard is stiff." Arthur had as yet no symptom
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'f that manly adornment, though anxiously watching for the down.
The backwoodsman turned to Robert.

" Government lands are cheap enougi, no doubt: four shillings
an acre, and plenty of them. If you're able, I'd have you venture
on that speculation. Purchase-money is payable in ten years;
that's a good breathing time for a beginner. But can you give up
al luxuries for a while, and eat bread baked by vour own bands,
and sleep in a log hut on a mess of juniper boughs. and work bard
al day at clearing the eternal forests, foot by foot ?"

" We can," answered Arthur, eagerly. His brother's assent was
not quite so vivacious.

Hiram Holt thought within himself how soon the ardent young
spirit might tire of that monotony of labour; how distasteful the
utter loneliness and uneventfulness of forest life might become to
the undisciplined lad, accustomed, as he shrewdly guessed, to a
petted and idling boyhood.

"Well said, young fellow. For thme years I can't say well
dome; though I hope I may have that to add also."

By this time they had passed from the Market Square to the
Esplanade, overhanging the Lower Town, and which 'ommands a
view almost matchless for extent and varied beauty. At this hour
the shades of evening were settling down, and tinging with sombre
hues the colouring of the landscape: over the western edge the
sun had sunk; far below, the noble river lay in black shadow and
a single gleaming band of dying daylight, as it crept along under
the fleets of ships.

Indistinct as the details were becoming, the outlined manes
were grander for the growing obseurity, and Robert could not
restrain an exclamation of " Magnificent !"

" Well, I won't deny but it i handsome," said Mr. Holt, secretly
gratifled; "4I never expect to see anything like it for situation,
whatever other way it's deficient. Now I'm free to confess it's
only a village to your London, for forty thousand wouldn't be
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missed out of two or three millions: but bignes ain't the only
beauty in the world, else I'd be a deal prettier than my girl Bell,
who's not much taller than my walking-stick, and the fairest has
in our township"

The adjective " pretty" seemed so ridiculously inappropriate to
one of Mr. Holt's dimensions and hairy development of face, that
Robert could not forbear a smile. But the Canadian had returned
to the legdcape.

" Quebec is the key of Canada, that's certain; and so Wolfe
and Montcalm knew, when they fought their duel here foite
pize."

Arthur pricked up lis ears at the celebrated names. " Oh, Bob,
we must try and see the battle-fleld," he exclaimed, being fresh
from Goldsmith's celebrated manual of English history.

"To-morrow," said Mr. Holt. "It lies weqt on top of the chain
of heights flanking the river. A monument to the generals stands
near here, in the castle gardens, with the names on opposite sides
of the square block. To be sure, how death levels us all! Lord
Dalhousie built that obelisk when he was governor in 1827. You
see, as it is the only bit of history we possess, we never can com-.
memorate it enough ; so there's another pillar on the plains."

Lights began to appear in the vessels below, reflected as long
brilliant lines in the glassy deepo. " Perhaps we ought to be
getting back to the ship," suggested Robert, " before it is quite
<iark"

" Of course you are aware that this la the aristocratie section of
the town," said Mr. Holt, as they turned to retrace their steps.

Here the citimens give themselves up to pleasure and politics,
while the Lower Town i the business place. The money i made
there which is spent here ; and when our itiuerating legisiature
eome round, QuebSe is very gay, and eonsiderably excited."

"Ierating l 1 what's that ?" aske& Arthur.
"Why, you see, in 1840 the provinces bf Upper ain Lower
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Canada were legally united; their representatives met in the saine
House of Assembly, and so forth. KingstotŠras made the capital,
as a central point; however, last year ('49) the famous device of
itineration was introduced, by which, every four years, his Excel-
lency the Governor and the Right Honourable Parliament move
about from place to place, like a set of travelling showmen."

"And when will Quebec's turn come ?"
"In '51, next year. The removal of court patronage is said to

have injured the city greatly: like all half-and-half measures,
it pleases nobody. Toronto growls, and Kingston growls, and
Quebec growls, and Montreal growls ; Canada is in a state of
chronic dissatisfaction, so far as the towns go. For myself, I never
feel at home in Quebec; the lingo of the habitans puzzles me, and
I'm not used to the dark narrow streets."

" Are you a member of the parliament, Mr. Holt ?" asked
Arthur.

"No, though I might be," replied Hiram, raising his hat for a
moment from his masses of grizzled hair. "I've been town reeve
many times, and county warden once. The neighbours wanted to
nominate me for the House of Assembly, and son Sam would have
attended to the farms and mills; butI had thatEuropean tripin
my eye, and didn't care. Ah, I see you look at the post-office,
young fellow," as they passed that building just outside the gate of
the Upper Town wall; "don't get homesick already on our hands;
there are no post-offices in the bush."

Arthur looked slightly affronted at this speech, and, to assert
his manliness, could have resigned all letters for a twelvemonth.
Mr. bolt walked on with a preoccupied air until he said:

"I must go now, I have an appointment ; but I'l be on board
to-morrow at noon. The brig 'Ocean Queen,' of Cork, you say ?
Now your path is right down to Champlain Street; you can't lose
your way. Good-bye ;" and his receding figure was lost in the dusk,
with mighty strides.
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" He's too bluff," said Arthur, resenting thus the one or two
lain-spoken sentences that had touched himself.
" But sound and steady, like one of his own forest pines," said
obert.
" We have yet to test that," rejoined Arthur, with sone truth.

'I wonder shall we ever find the house into which Andy was
ecoyed; those wooden ranges are all the image of one another.
am just as well pleased he wasn't mooning after us through the

Upper Town during the daylight; for, though he's such a worthy
ellow, he hasn't exactly the eut of a gentleman's servant. We
uat deprive him of that iligant new frieze top-coat, with its three
pes, till it is fashioned into a civilized garment."
Mr. Pat M'Donagh's mansion was wooden-one of a row of such,

tuated near the dockyard in which he wrought. Andy was already
n the look-out from the doorstep ; and, conscious that he had

n guilty of some approach to excess, behaved with such meek
ilence and constrained decorum, that his master guessed the cause,
nd graciously connived at his slinking to his berth as soon as he
was up the ship's side.
But when Mr. Wynn walked forward next morning to summon
dy's assistance for his luggage, he found that gentleman the

ocus of a knot of passengers, to whom he was imparting informa-
ion in his own peculiar way. " Throth, an' he talks like a book

itself," was the admiring comment of a woman with a child on one
arm, while she crammed her tins into her red box with the other.

" Every single ha'porth, is wood, I tell ye, barrin' the grates;
an' tisn't grates they are at all, but shtoves. Sure, I saw 'em at
Pat M'Donagh's as black as twelve o'clock at night, an' no more a
sign of a blaze out of 'em than there's light from a blind mI's
eye; an' 'tisn't turf nor coal they burns, but only wood agin. It

that wud sooner see the plentiful hearths of ould Ireland, where\
he turf fire cooks the vittles dacently ! Oh wirra 1 why did we
ver lave it ?"
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But Mr. Wynn intercepted the rising chorus by the simple dis-
syllable, "Andy !"

"Sir, yer honour !" wheeling round, and suddenly resuming a
jocose demeanour ; "JI was only jokin' about bein' back. I must
be kapin' up their sperits, the crathurs, that dunno what's before
them at al at all; only thinks they're to be all gintlemin an'
ladies." This, as he followed his master towards the cabins:
" Whisht here, Misther Robert," lowering his tone confidentially.
" You'd laugh if you heard what they tbink their goine' to get.
Coinin' would be nothin' to it. That red-headed Biddy Flanagan"
(Andy's own chevelure was of carrot tinge, yet he never lost an
opportunity of girding at those like-haired), "who couldn't wash
a pair of stockings if you gev her a goold guinea, expects twenty
pound a-year an' her keep, at the very laste; and Murty Keefe
the labourin' boy, that could just trench a ridge of praties, thinks
nothin' of tin shillins a-day. They bave it all laid out among
them iligant. Mrs. Mulrooney is lookin' out for her carriage
by'ne-by ; an' they were abusin' me for not sayin' I'd eut an' run
from yer honours, now that I'm across."

" Well, Andy, I'd be sorry to stand in the way of your advance-
ment-"

" Me lave ye, Misther Robert !" in accents of unfeigned surprise;
"not unless ye drove me with a whip an' kicked me-is it yer
poor fostherer Andy Callaghan ? Masther Bob, asthore, ye're ail
the counthry I have now, an' all the frinds; an' lIl hold by ye, if
it be pjasin', as long as I've strength to strike a spade."

Tears actually stood in the faithful fellow's eyes. "I believe
you, Andy," said his master, giving his hand to the servant for a
grasp of friendship, which, if it oftener, took place between the
horny palm of labour and the whiter fingers of the higher bern,
would be for the cementing of 8ociety by such recognition of
human brotherhood.

When Àndy had all their luggage on deck in order for the
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ý>ats, he came up mysteriously to Mr. Wynn, where he stood by
he taffrail.

" There's that poor young lady strivin' an' strugglin' to regulate
hem big boxes, an' her good-for-nothin' father an' brother smokin'
n the steerage, an' lavi' everything on her. Fine gintlemin,
ndeed ! More like the Injins, that I'm tould lies in bed while
heir wilves digs the praties !"

Edith Armytage was so well accustomed to such unequal divi-
ion of labour in her family, that it had long ceased to seem
singular to her that she was invariably the worker, who bore the
brunt of every labour and of every trouble-on whose forecasting
care depended the smooth arrangement of her father's designs;
For he could plan well enough, but had a lofty disdain of details.
The small matter of the luggage was type of allher experience.

Jay rather enjoyed the hauling about of huge articles, and
attempting to bring on deck things much larger than her
strength; and when she and Edith were jointly essaying to push
and pull up the companion-ladder a carpet-bag of unusual size,
it was suddenly lifted from between them, over Jay's head, and
borne on deck.

" Oh, Mr. Wynn, thank you!" said the little thing, demurely.
" It was a little too big for me and Edith. There is a leather
valise besides, that's very heavy ;" and she looked a wistful
request. Robert thought internally that it would have been good
business for the Captain to bring, at leuat, his own things on decký;
and he could not prevail on himself to do more than offer Andy's
services as porter, which were gratefully received. Did Miss
Armytage's grey eyes, as they rested upon bis for a minute, under-
stand his thoughts? Probably ; he believed she did. Presently up
sauntered her worthy father, wiping his silky moustache and beard
from the smoke.

" Well, dear, how have you managed? Beautifully, I have no
doubt. She's a model of a daughter, Wynn !"
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" Papa, I hope we may soon land; I positively long to tread tie
tirm earth again."

" What would you do if you were rocking and rolling in a trans-
port five months round the Cape? All in good time, dear: I have
one or two trilling matters to settle ;" and he went down to the cabins.

Just before noon, liram Holt stepped on deck.
"I hope you're ready," were the second words of his greeting. A

"Glorious day for sight-eeing; I've arranged to drive to Cape hi
Rouge over the plains; for we must be off to-morrow, up the river i
to Montreal. Where are your boxes?"91

During a few minutes' delay for the transit of the luggage to M
the boat, Captain Armytage approached, and with those penliary a
pleaing manners which made him a (psimating man to all who
did not know him somewhat deeper than the surface, he engaged t]
Mr. Holt in conversation: he was invited to join the excursion to g
Wolfe's Cove, end stepped over the side of the ship after the others. b

"I Reginald! take càre of your sisters till my return. They need o
not go on shore till the afternoon. Au retir;" and he kissed his -

hand gaily to Miss Armytage and Jay, who stood at the vessel's i
side. But Robert could not help remembering their expressed
anxiety to get ashore, and the captain's fascinations were lost upon
him for a good part of their expedition.

Always thus: postponing business and anybody else's pleamure
to his own whim or amusement-for he was intrinsically the most
selfish of men-Captain Armytage had hitherto contrived never to C

succeed in any undertaking. ie considered himself the victim of
unprecedented ill fortune, forgetting that he had himself beea his W
own evil genius. His son could hardly be otherwise than a clip of 9
the old block. Now he turned away from the taffrail with a 1
scowl; and, vowing that he would not be mewed up while " the î
governor" was enjoying himself, presently hailed a boat and went
aihore, leaving his sisters to walk up and down the deck and long
for the land. C
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'HAPTER VI.

CONCERNING AN INCUBUS.

ANDY carried his wrath at the Captain's company so far as to sbake
his fat close to that gentleman's bland and courteous back, while
lie bent forward from his thwart in speaking to Mr. Holt ; which
gestures of enmity highly amused the Canadian boatmen, as thev
grinned and jabbered in patois (old as the time of Henri Qtre)
among themselves.

" The deludherer!" muttered Andy. "He'd coax a bird off a
three wid his silver tongue. An' he must come betune my own

gintlemen an' their frind-the old schamer r' Her a tremendous
blow was lodged (in pantomime) under the Captain's rib. " Sure.
of corse, they can't be up to his thricks, an' he an oui sojer !"
And here Andy let *y vivaciously beneath his unconscious adver-
sary's left ear, restraining the knuckles within about half-an-inch
of his throat.

"Are you speaking to me,.my good man?" said the Captain,
suddenly wheeling round upon Andy, who sat face to his bock.

" Is it me, yer honour ?" and the dolorous ubmiwiveness of
Andy's counteance wa a change marvellous to behold. "What
oild the likes of mehave to eay to the likes of you, sir?"

Arthur Wynn's gravity was fairly overcome, and he got a heavy
fit of coughing ià is pocket-handkerchief. Captain Armytage
gaoed keemly at Andy for a mosent, during which he might as
well have stawed at a plester bù for ail the discoveries he mle
in the pussve simple coutnne.

"Six houx' knapsack dril iig1 do that fello some good,"
Nid thaon e, imaig Iis former poSitio saa -he thremd of
converin .together. "In uaner to your inquiry, Mr. Hoit,
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I have not quite decided whether to settle in Upper or Lower and
Canada." life

"IThen, sir, you must know very little of either," was the bluint Frei
reply. "There's no more comparion between them than between and
settling in Normandy and in North Britain." I

"6Can't say J should like either location," rejoined the Captain, but
with his brillant smile. "But I've been here with the regiment, wes
and am not quite without personal experience. The life of a late
seigneur would just suit me ; if I could find an eligible seignory woÉ
for sale-" to

Riram Holt stared. A man who had come out with his family get
in an emigrant vessel, talking of purchasing a seignory! But tis
was a magnificent manner of the CaptaiW. Sixpence in his pocket stu
asWhmed the dimensions of a sovereign in is imagination.LO

"Some of them are thirty thousand acres in extent," Mr. Holt Ire
remarked drily. fau

"Ah, yes, quite a little principality: one should enjoy all the BS
old feudai feelings, walking about among one's subject oenitir, ho
taking a patrnal interest in their coerns, as weil as boued to dii
them by pecnniary ties. I should build a castellatd bainnial
resialn, peppoe-box turrets, eteetera, and resist modern nW Er
lights to the uttermost." vi

"As son a livinguman mained to adaa man, as Iwould of
bamper myslf with that old-world feudalty !" elraimd the
western pioneer. "Why, e, ea you bave seoen the. wteed th
woraout land they serateh with a wrhd plough,-fa@ hr àll, Pl
witat dresmng of rotation of cRp, er drainage, or any othe af
impevement ? Do you reme the s strips of Inge

wasw fiekl edging the. m.d, coeig ou of on. unnamar, in
miseable divisions of one or two i perhaps, j afeång
starvatiâ o the nhlaà ? What i nhe u that whee V to
quatitis of wheat wure form.ry expesd; the mi no gwsa je
hardly enouger the. people tonet? <j, the countryn i t A
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and subdivided to the last limits that will support even the sleepv
life of a habitan; all improvement of every kind is barred; the
French population stand still in the midst of our go-ahead age:
and you would prolong the system that causes this!"

It was one of the few subjects upon which Mr. Hoit got excited;
but he had seen the evils of feudalism in the strong light of
western progress. Captain Armytage, for peace' sake, qualified his
lately expressed admiration, but was met again by a torrent of

.words-to the unalloyed delight of Andy, who was utterly unable
to comprehend the argument, but only hoped "the schamer was
gettin' more than he bargained for."

"Pauperism will be the result, sir; th ce is incorrigible in its
stupid determination to do as its forefathers id, and nothing else.
Lower Canada wants a clearing ont, like what you are getting in
Ireland, before a healthy regeneration can set in. The religion is
faulty; the habits and traditions of the race are faulty; Jean
Baptiste is the drone in our colonial hive. He won't gather
honey: he will just live, indolently drawling through an existence
diversified by feastand fast days ; and all his social vices flourish
in shelter of this seignorial system-this-this upas-tree which
England is pledged to perpetuate :" and Mr. Holt struck bis hand
violently on the gunwale of the boat, awakening a responsive grin
of triumph from Andy.

The Captain was spared a reply by the boat just then touching
the wharf; and while they are landing, and lodging the luggage in
Pat M'Donagh's house till the starting of the Montreal boat next
aftérnoon, we may say a few words concerning .the feudal system
extant in Lower Canada, at the period when this story begins.

Henri Quatre was the monarch under whose sway the colony
was originated. Champlain and De Levi knew no better than
to reproduce the landed organization of France, with its most
jedionable feature of the forced partition of estates, L ns-
Atlantic province, for defensive purposes, against the numerous
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and powerful Indian tribes. Military tenure was superadded. on
Every farmer was perforce also a soldier, liable at any time to be air,
called away from his husbandry to fight against the savage ha
Iroquois or the aggressive British.I Long after these combative w
day had passed away he military tenure remained, with its laws
of serfdom, a canker at the roots of property; and thinking men en*
dreaded to touch a matter so inwound with the very foundations of get
the social fabrie in Lower Canada. But in 1854 and 1859 legisW sen
tive acts were passed which have finally abolished the obnoxious
tenure; each landholder, receiving bis estate in freehold, has paid b
a certaiA sum, and the province in general contributed 650,0001., ing
as indemnity to those whose old established rights were surrendered
for the publie weaL Eight millions of inhabited acres were freed sy
from the incubus, and Lower Canada has removed one great
obstacle in the way of her prosperity. ve

At the period when iram Holt expresed himself so strongly on Mr
the subject, a grinding vasalage repressed the industry of the
habitan. Though their annual rent, as oen.itaire* or tenantwas
not large, a variety of burdensome obligations was attached. H
When a man sold his tenure, the seigneur could demand a fme, to
sometimes one-twelfth of the purcbase-money; heavy duties were
charged on s sns. The ties of the Roman Catholie Church in
were oppremswe. Various monopolies were possesed by the
seigneurs. The whole system of social governmebt was a repro- en
dwto, in the. nieteenth eentury, of the France of the fifteent. P

Mr. Holt was somevwat cooled whenM is party had reached the P
citadel, through streeta so steep that the drive to their, summit
seemed a feat of horsemanship. Here was the great rock whence P1

Jacqes Cartier, drt 0f European eyes, viewed the mighty river i er
the time of our Henry vi., now bristling vith fortivî-ia- which
brandh away i angles round the Upper Town, erowned with a a
battery 0f thirty-two poundes, whose black musses ne M <
peaceful shipping below. Robert Wynn eould not help re
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on that peculiarly Canadian charm, the exquisite clearness of the
air, which brought distant objects so near in vision that he could
hardly believe Point Levi to be a mile across the water, and the
woods of the Isle of Orleans more than a league to the eastward.

Captain Armytage had many reminieces of the fortres, but
enjoyed little satisfaction in the relating of any ; for nothing could
get the seignorial tenure out of Mr. Holt's head, and he drove in
sentences concerning it continualy.

Outside the castle gates the Captain remembered important
business, which must preclude him from the pleasure of accompany-
ing his friends to Wolfe's Landing.

" Well, sir, I hope you now acknowledge that the seignorial
system is a blot on our civilization."

"I wish it had never been invented 1" exclaimed the Captain,
very sincerely. And, with the gracefullest of bows, he got quit of
Mr. Hoit and his pet aversion together.

Hiram's· features relaxed into a smile. "1 knew I coul4 con-
vince him; he appears an agreeable ompanion," remarked Mr.
Holt, somewhat simply. But the subject had given the key-note
to the day; and in driving along the road to Cape Bouge, parallel
with the St Lawrence, he ws finding in for his opinion
in most things they met and passed. The swai4ning country, and
minute suof land, vexed Hram's spirit. Not until they
entered the precinets of the battle-elMd, and he was absorbed i
pointmg out the spots of peculiar interest, did the feudality of the
provinee cese to trouble hlm,

Ail along the river ,as bordered by handsome vilas and
pleasure-ground of Quebe merchauts. Cultivation bas gradually
erept upen th. battle4eld, obliterating landmarka of the strife.
The roek at the base of which Wolfe expired bas been removed,
and in isd ries a pMar rowned with a bromne hehmet snd
swoed, msd is insribed:

Hm mD WOIFE, VicrRoUBo.

57



58 CEDAR CREEL

Not till seventy-five years after the deed which makes his fame it
was this memorial erected: a tardy recognition of the service lik
which placed the noblest of our dependencies-a province large as ho
an old-world empire-m British hands. by

fav

CHAPTER VII. 'n
THE RIVER HIGHWAY.

"WELLMisther Robert! if ever I laid my eyes on the likes of
such a sip, in all my born days !"

With this impressive ejaculation, Andy Callagihan backed on the hu
wharf to take a completer view of the wondrous whole. His
untravelled imagination had hitherto pictured amrsafter the an
one pattern and similitude of those which sailèupon the river Le ad
and in the Oove of Cork-"craft which had the aquatie appendages th
Of Mats and decks, and still kept up an exterior relation with the he
ship tribe. But this a steambeat! this great three-storied wooden M
edifice, maaive looking as a terrace of houses!

" An'a hole in the aide for a hall-door!" soliloquised Andy. sa
"No, but two holes, one for the quality an' the other for the com-
monality. An' no deck atalat all for the people to take the air,
only al cabins intirely ! If it is't the very dead image of a side
of a sthreet swimmin' away !»

Andy's outspoken remarks attracted some noice when he was
fairly aboard.

" This is the foreoeabin, and you must try to keep giet," said
Arthur. "We'll be ofg presntly ; and whatever you do," he added
ina low tone, "keep elear of that bar"-indicting a counter
xraees wkoe liquou were o Md, and where custow had ae-
gated alreay.- . . gnap

"Never fear, sir," was the reply; " thoughi they'venoright to-pemt p
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e it there forenent us, an' they knowin' that the bare sight of it is
e like fire to tow with many a one. But sure they're not thinkin' only
s how to get money :" and Mr. Callaghan ended his moral reflections

by sitting down beside a family of small children, who squalled in
different keys, and treating one of them to a ride on his foot, which
favour, being distributed impartially, presently restored good humour.

" An' isn't there any peep of the fresh air allowed us at all ?»
inquired Andy of a man near him, whose peculiar cut of garments
had akeady -excited his curiosity. "It's a quare vessel that hasn't
aither a sail or deck: we might al go to the bottom of the say in

f this big box, 'athout bein' a bit the wiser."

The emigrant with the six children looked rather anxious, and
e hugged her baby closer, poor woman; glancing for a minute at the
s bar, where her husband was sipping gin, and already brawling with
e an American. But as the apple-complexioned man whom Andy
e addressed happened to be a French habitan, limited in Englislh at
s the best of times, the Irish brogue puzzled him se thoroughly, that

a he could only make a polite bow, and ignify his ignoraace of
1 Monsieur's meaning.

" Maybe he's an Injin," thought Andy; " but sure I thought thim
. vages wore no clothes, and he has an iligant blue coat an' red

- tie. I wondher would it be any good to thry the Irishwid
him;" and, as an experiment, he mid something in the riehest
Munster dialet. The Canadian's politenes was almost forgotten
in bis stare of surprise, and he took the earliest opportunity of

changing bis place, and viewing Andy respectfully from afar.
But if it had a repellant effect on the habitan, it exerted a strong

i attractive force upon other of the paengers. Mr. Calaghan was
i never happier than when at the focus of a knot of his countrymen,

r for his talents were essentially social; and before the evening was
over, his musical feats with voice and violin had so charmed the
aforeosid Canadian, that h came up and made him another of the

I polite bows.
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"Very much obliged to you, sir, if I only knew what you were
sayin',» replied Andy, with equal courtesy.

"He's inviting you to his daughter's wedding," interpreted one
of the sailors who stood by; " you and the fiddle."

"With all the pleasure in life, sir," promptly replied Andy, as
he imitated the bow of the worthy habitan to perfection. "I'm
always ready for any fun-goin'. Ask the old gentleman when and
where it's to be," he continued, jogging the interpreter with bis
elbow. 4

" The day after to-morrow, at a village near Montreal;" upon
learning which, Andy's countenance fell, and the festive vision
faded from his ken. " Maybe it's in China Id be by that time,"
said he, with incorrect notions of geography; " but I'm obliged to
you al the same, sir, an' wherever I am Ill drink her health, if
'twas only in aglass of wather. I'll have a pain in 'ne back if I
bow much longer," added Andy, sotto voce; "I don't know how he's
able to keep it up ét all

"Why, where tre you going to ?" asked the sailor, laughing;
" this ain't the way to China by a'long chalk"

" Going to make me fortune," replied Andy, boldly, as he dropped
the violin into its case and latchèd the cover tightly; as if a secret
were locked in. While no more idea bad he of his desain, nor
plan for future life, poor faithful þasant, thax the fme Newfound-
land dog which slept not far from him that night in the fore-eabin,
a mm of cremy curIs.

Meanwhile, al the evening, and all the night through, the noble
etemmer stemNm the broad brimming nood, steadily onwards, ea-
ingbehiid her on the moenlit air a breail of dark smoke ruddy
with sparkm, at every palpitation of ber mighty else
black pine forests to the edge of the soe; pst knot of wbie-g cetred round the umusa glemming metal spire; 
caMOlece of other rivera, dark pathe joiuing te great S
highway; blowing off stem now amd then at youmg ife
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towns, where, upon wooden wharves, waited pasengers and freight
in the moonlight, swallowing into either mouth all presented to
lier, and on untiringly again. Robert Wynn stayed on the amall
open poop astern, gazig at the picturesque panorama, half
revealed, half shaded by the silvery beams, long aller the major
part of the pawsengers were snug in their state-rooms or berthe
below. With the urging of the fire-driven machinery he could
hear ningled the vast moan of the river sweeping along eastwards.
It saddened him, that never-silent voice of "the Father of Waters."
Memories of home came thronging round him-a home for him ex-
tinct, dead, till in this distant land he should create another. At
the threshold of a great undertaking, before hand ias been put to
work it out, the heart always shrinks and shivers, as did hie here.
Looking upon the length and breadth of ail that had to be done, it
seemed too hard for him.

But not so when next morning he arose from a few hours' sleep,
and beheld the bright sunahine liting up the glorious Canadian
world. Looming giants by moonlight are reduced to very ordinary
obstacles by daylight; and the set of desponding thoughta which
had weighed upon the young man as he contemplated the inky
river and darkling country, seemed now to belong te another phase
f being. Despondent! with the wide free world to work in, and

its best prizes lying beside the goal, ready for capture by the steady
heurt and active hand. Robert felt almost as if that shadowy home
in the forest were already built, already peopled iwith th dear ol
faces he had left behid. Tie pure fresh air-clear as is rarely
b ieathenmuope,(for it is asfin our oldworld the breath of

dnains has for centuries been soiling the elemanta)-
the riehly coloured seede, wer. a cordialto hie young brain. The
stunr was fat approaching the Isle o( St. Helen's; and beyomd,
agiste background of purplp tain, lay "the Silver Tovn,"
ri wit that surface glitter ,peaar to Canadian cities of t s
LowePgovince ; as if MNeutreal led seat lher chief edilces *. b.
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electro-plated, and they had just corme home brightly burnished. usn
In front was the shining blue current of the St. Lawrence, escaped till
from a bewildering perplexity of islets and rapids, which had appa- bli
rently ruffled its temper not a little.

"Part of our Ottawa flows here," said Mr. Bolt, glancing at the spi
stream with a sort of home affection-" our clear emerald Ottawa, wc
fresh from the virgin wilderneus; and it hasn't quite mingled with it '
muddy neighbour yet, no more than we westerns can comfortably we
mingle with the habitan. and their old-world practices down here. th
You see, Wynn, the St. Lawrence has been running over a bed of mi
maril for miles before it reaches Lake St. Louis; and the Ottawa toi
has been purified by plenty of rocks and rapids; so they don't suit br
very well-no more than we and the habitea-ha! ha!" Mr. trf
Holt was vastly amused by the similitude. Be pointed to a very mi
distinctly marked Une of foem wavering on the river surface, and th
aidi, " There's the demarcation." he

"I am glad it is of such an evanescent nature, sir," replied K
Robert. Be might have said how much grander the river became th
when al brawling was forgotte, and both currents fused into one of
glorious stream. m

"Now,» said Arthur, with the contrariety of youth (and aside, as oX
is written in stage-plays), "rm certain these rench Canadians are tà
not so black as they're painted. I like those sociable white vilages el
round the tin spires; and the, guide-book says the people are t
amiable and civil. I'll iv ti at subject, Bob." b

"I would advise you to investgate breakfat just new» was the K
repiy, a thei steward's bell swung forth itasmmons. Thon com- hi
mneed a procession of pasengerst the eating-room; through te
legth of the mid saloon, where the
Poenli1 earpets, marble tabloe, brilliant cndle and sires, i
weat the service of the puliie; by a narw rcase p

w4 te the lowest story Of the veel, a o a e ut by
and lined at the sies with urtained rosof bert"s The
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usual pause followed for the advent of the ladies: nobody sat down
till they had come from their cabin on the middle deck, and esta-
blished themselves wheresoever they listed.

"That's like Irish politeness," whispered Arthur, whose good
spirits were always talkative. "My father, dear old gentleman,
would take off his hat to a petticoat on a bush, I do believe."

The company was very mixed, and quite as much conversation
went on in French as inEnglish. It seemed to the strangers as if
the balance of gentlemanly deportment, and yet vivacity of manner,
might possibly lie on the side of those who spoke the former
tongue. Next to Arthur sat the sallow States'-man, bolting hie
breakfast with unconscionable speed, and between whiles, in a high
treble voice, volunteering his opinion pretty freely on Canadian
matters, as if he were endowed with a special commission to set
them right. Badly as Iliram Holt thought of the seignorial system,
he was perforce driven to defend it in some measure, much to
Arthur's delectation; but he soon discovered that to carry war into
the enemy's country was bis best policy, so he seized the institution
of slavery in is canine teeth, and worried it well The States'-
man theught that a gentleman might be permitted to travel with-
out being subject to attacks on bis country: Mr. Holt observed
that he thought precisely the same, which species of agreement
eloeed the contersation. And the States'-man relieved his feelings
subsequently by whittling a stick from the firewood into impalpa-
ble chips, with is heels resting on the apex of the saloonstove.
Kind-hearted Hiram Bolt had meanwhile more than half repented
his hoStility.

" Tell you what, sir," smid he, going up and extending his hand;
"it wan't the matter, but the manner of your talk that raised my
dander a while since. I agree in most of what you say about ths
province here, and I hope as much as you do that the last badge of
fndi.n may soon be swept away.»

The American put his bony pale hand almost sullenly iuto the
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Canadian's brawny palm, and after suffering the pressure, returned
to his interesting pursuit of whittling, which he continued i Yro
silence for the rest of the voyage.

CHAPTER VIII.

"JEAN BAPTISTE" AT HOME.

AFTER seeing most of the thoroughfares of Montreal, and receiving
the set of sensations experienced by all new comers and recorded
in all books of Canadian travel-principally wondering at the incon-
gruities of French and English nationality grafted together, and
coherent as the segments of the fabled centaur-the awtive com-
merce of a British port carried on beneath the shadowg. walled-
in convents suggesting Belgium-friars endued with long black
robes, passing soldiers clothed in the immemorial scarlet-a Rue
Notre Dame and a St. James's Street in neighbourhood-the
brothers witnessed another phase of American life as they dined at
a monster table-d'hôte in the largest hotel of the city. The
imperial system of inn-keeping originated in the United States bas
been imported across the border, much to the advantage of British
subjects; and nothing can be a queerer contrast than the Englih-
man's solitary dinner in a London coffee room, and his part in the
vast collective neals of a trans-AtlIntic hotel

"New tothissort of thing,Ishouldimagine ?" said the gentle-
man next beside Robert, in a particularly thin, wiry voice.

"Yes, quite a stranger," anawered Bobert, looking round, d
seeing that the speaker was a person with a sharp nos and smail
keen black eyes.

"So I thought; your looks betray it Everything seerm queer,
I pess. Intending to be a settler, eh?" Then, without waiting
f n anwer, "That's right: I always welcome the infusin of
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young blood into our colony, particularly geitle blood ; for we are a
rough set, mister, and want poli-and---and---l that."

These deferential words, uttered in the deferential manner of
inferiority to acknowledged excellence, certainly pleaed Robert ;
for what heart is unsusceptile to subtle lattery? Ând of al
modes of influence men are mosteasily lattered or disparaged by
reference to what is no worthiness or fault of their own-the social
station in which it has pleased the Creator that they should enter
this world. The keen brain behind the keen eyes knew this well;
the-fact had oiled a way for his wedge many a time. Whatwas
his motive for endeavouring toingratiate hlmasif with young Wynn
for the next twenty minutes?

" Now, mister, if it's a fat that you be settling, I can give. you
a chance of some of the ffnest lots of land ever offered for sale ir
Monteclm township. A friend of mine has a beautiful farm there
that would just suit you; best part cleared and under fence-ne
water privilege-land in good heart, and going, I may my, dirt
cheap."

Robert felt much obliged for the interest in his welfare which
prompted this eligible offer. "But unfortunately I have very
little money to inves,» said he carelessly. The swift pemetrating
glance that followed from his compamon was unse, as le
erumhled his biscuit on the table-cloth. "I am rather disposed to
try the backwoods," he added.

"The buh1!" in accents of am eament. "The bush ! it may do
very well for labourers, but for a gentleman of your pretensiOns, it
would be misery-wholly unsuitable, sir-wholly unsuitable. No,
no, take my advioe, and aee where the advantages of civilisation
-- th camfor f of to whieh you have ien aceustomed-are

"I regret to 'y," Bobert inteposed, " that even one thusand
is immensiy mMre ha i puss," tamming to the (naimn wih a
frak mi whieh was by tà*e nMa -plidted in- the sharpne.
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And from the ors of that revelation, conversation unaccountably
tiagged.

" Do you know to whom you talked at table ?" asked Hirain
Holt, afterwards. He had been sitting ome way further up at the
other side. "One of the mont noted land-jobbers in the country-
a man who buys wild lands at three shillings an acre, to sell them
agin at ten or fifteen, if he csa; and he never loses an oppor-
tunity of driving a trade. Bis bargain of a clered farm is probably
some worn ont dilapidated ocation not wrth half-a-dollar an acre
till hundreds have been spent on it." t

" Then I've gained on. benedt by being poor," said Robert; a
"nobody can have a motive for over-reaching me "-which was t
philosophie consolation.

Mr. Holt's business wouid not permit him to leave tili next
evening. And so the Wynna, eontinuing to lionie, looked into the a
vat but dreary Romish cathedral, whieh seatu te& thom lnd people
inù its nine spacious aises and seven chapela; clambered to the
roof, and viewed the city from a promenade at an elevation of 120 s
feet; and then drove to that special. beauty of Montreai-& e
mountain. This is ail âmore then 500 feetin height, and nsd= si
from head to foot with the richest verdue 0 wood; amomg whi"h li
grow the mont delicious applea extant smS Paris sected one a 1
prime. From the mcmit a anscaà pe of level enry s
below westwards; in middle, distant viliges; on te hoeiman, the G
O wa confluence, bounding Mantreal Tsland snd foming oî- rs. th
Southwards, acros the& t. Lawreane, the -bil of Vermont fir th
away ; arer, the fertile valey of* h Bihali as

"Let's go off to omef tii Aim à sud-" said Arthr, sd-
demly. "Di.nias the eelhhe, and we wi walk b k l' ask fir fEc
a drink of water in one of the s ospe eei-

'e." z - g
"Perbh up yor Frmh, isa," uid "bé uf«r ey de a

gablit feat I h.ard a hI.Bw chsMteeing in the steeage, couing fad
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ip the river Yesterday mormunt yh the way, he and Andv had
-aruck up a fnendship. and siich bwing as tihey hat ti eah

Wær's mncompjrehensible hîngo "'
I wonder what hem s doim tn>-day.' sad Arthur. reflpetivplv

he asked me so particularlv whether we should want him afain tili
the evenng.

··Found out a nest of Insh sonmewhere. I suppose."
-There's a fellow takxng off his hat to us," remarked Arthur, as

they passed a carter. "Evervbdv seems ti bow toi everyhody in
this country. But did you ever see such an old-fashioned vehicl
as he dnves? And ie keeps talking to himself and his horse ail
the way, apparently."

Rapidly walking down the fine road to the plain. they werp not
ong in nearing a grop of neat white houses round the invariable
4hining steeple.

" The village looks as sociable as the people," said Robert.
How neat evervthing seems !-Hallo. Arthur, we've come in for

iome festivity or other, by all the gay ribbons about."
"Bon jour, Madame," said Arthur. boldly, to a tidy old lady.

ittng in her green verandah. "Nous sommes des etaners--I'd
like to ak her what it's ail about," he whispered confidentially to
Robert; but I'm out of my depth aliady."

The aged Canadieme arose, with the politenes so natunal to her
;allic descent, and bade them welcome. But sonnds issuing from

the opposite hous rivetted their attention. "As sure as I'm here.
that's Andy's violin," exclaimed Arthur: "I'd know his serape
anvwhee;" and he crosed the road in a moment.

Without doubt Andy was the player, ay, and the performer too;
for he was dancing a species of quick-.tep solo, surrounded by a
circle of grinning and delighted habit<a. The most perfeet
gravity dwelt in his own obuntenance, meanwhile, aloyed by jut
a spice of lurking fun in his deep-et eyes. Which altogther
faded, as a candle blown out, when suddenly he perceived the
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accession to the company. Silence suceeded the dead blank on
his features, down hung the violin and its bow on either side, and
the corners of his mouth sunk into a dismal curve.

"Go on, old boy-erape away," shouted Arthur, hilariously.
"So many pretty faces would inspire anybody:" and whether it
was that the black-eyed Canadian damsels felt the compliment
through the foreign idiom, there was considerable blushing and
bridling as the speaker's glance travelled round the group.

They deservej bis encomium. he -alight sprightly type of
dark beauty abounded; and so pietti decked out with bright
ribbons and flowers, that it was evident the tastefulness whi'U ren-
ders French modistes unrivalled had not died out in these collateral
relatives of the nation. Ffrward stepped Monsieur, the master of
the house and father of the bride, begging that Messieurs would be
so benevolent as to seat themselves, and would honour.him by partak-
ing ofrefreshment; both which requests Messieurs werenothingloth
to fulfil. It was hardly to be realized that these were the besotted
&amka, the nimprovable race, the blotch on the fair face of
Canadian civilization';. these happy-looking, simple-minded people:
Hiram Holt- was a slanderer. Ful an hour passed before the
Wynn could get away from the embarrassing hospitalities and
politenes of the good villagers, who shook banda all round at part-
ing, inmmost affectionate style. As for Andy, much to his own
disooenfort, he was kissed by his host.

"Now I could ondherstand if it was the missus that shaluted
me," said he, rabbing across his cheek with his cuif as soon as he
was ou the road ; "throth an'they're al very fond of me intirely,
considherin' they never laid eyes on me ill this mornin', barriay'
himanl£, An' I never see natar houses-they're as clane as a gin-
tlaman's; .you might ate off the fire. If only the people wud
forget that quare t&lk they have,. a' spake like Christhens, that
a body could know what they'e 'sayin', 'twould be a dale more
comfortable."



FROM MUD TO MARBLE.

" And how could you get on without understanding them ?'
asked Arthur.

" Oh, 'twas a enough sometimes ; for whin they wanted me to
come to dinne they had only to show me the table; and whin
they wanted me to play, they only rubbed acros their arm this
way, and said, 'jawer, jawer:' (I brought away that word, any-
how," added Mr.ßallaghan, with reat satisfaction). "Ali other
tmes they spake to me I bowed pfinty, an' that did the business.
But there was a man alongside me at the- dinner, that had a few
words of English; an' he tild me that this time of the year they
ail marries, to be ready against the winter. I likes that fhion,
Misther Robert ;" and herewith Andy heaved a little sigh, think.
ing perhaps of a certain pretty blue-eyed Mary in Ireland.

"Put your best foot foremost, Cailaghan," said Mr. Wynn: "we
shail scarcely reach town lu time ;" and al three quickened their

PaCe-
"I'il never believe a «yllable against the habieme again," id

Arthur. "Their old-fashioned politene ais a perfect relief from
the bluff mannrs of most other Canadians. They nM t. meto
have a lot of virtun , good-humour, good-mature.-ad
I ike th"ir habit of living ail together, chidren sstted resnd the
parent tree like branches of a banyan. We would give a trie to
be able to do it ouraelves, Bob:" and the mile with which the
brothers net each other's eye. was rather wistful.

CHAPTER IL

aFOX MUD TO ARBLE."

HiNÂX Ho rT was proud of his aostry. Not that he had ixteen
qurte s whoeeof to hoast, or even six; his pedige ooud have
blannedl an oenutcheonn only with spade, and shu#-n mabask
for gefeatiss But then, sociey all about him w ilike
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plight; and it is a strong ensoation,inathisainmatters moral,
to be no worse than one's neighbours. Truly, a Herald's College
would find Canada a very jungle as to genealogy. The man of
marble has had a grandfather of mud, as was the case with the
owner of Maple Grov&

And, instead of resenting such origin as an injury received from
his progenitorse worthy Hiram looked back from the comfortable
eminence of posperity whereunto he had attained, and loved to
retrace the gradual steps of labour which led thither. He could
remember most of them; to hie memory's eye the virgin forest
stretched for unknown and unnumbered miles west and northward
of the settler's adventurous clearing, and the rude log ahanty was
his home beside the sombre pines. Now the pines were dead and
gone, except a few isolated giants standing gloomly among the
maple plantations; but the backwoodsman's shanty had outlived
all subsequent changes.

er., iin the wide courtyard to the of Mr. Hol's home it
was preserved, like a curioms thing set in a musenm-an
embodiment of the old stuggling TdaysT alls of
great unhewn logwdstened at the oerners by notehing; the
ozeices- ohinkod up with chips and day; the singie mde square
window shuttered acroes; the roof of beswood trougbs, ail black-
ened with age; the rough door, creaking on clumsy wooden
hinges when Mr. Hoit unlocked it-4hese wer. not eneouraging
features, viewed by the light of a future personal experience.
Robert stole a glance at Arthur as they stepped inside the low
dark shed, and, s Arthur had wiih uimular motives also stolen a
glance at Robert, their eyes naturally met, and both laughed.

They had been thinking a twin thought-" How willrny brother
like such quarterias thisinthfefret?.

* A queer oenern," roemarked Arthur, in a low voice, and
r1bing hsr chrin.

"Bater" replied Bobert, Iooking equally dubious.
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"I iketo show the shanty to youngsters,"said Mr. Holt, as he
turned from pushing back the shutter, "that they may se. what
they have to expect. From such a start as this we Canadians
have al waked up into opulence-that i, the hardworking share
of us; and there's room enough fr tens of thousmnds to do the
same off in the bush."

"I hope so, air," wastb9east desponding remark of which
Robert could think. For the naked reality of a forest life came
before him as never previously. The halo of distance had faded, as
h. stood beside the rude fireplace, fashioned of four upright lime-
tone slab in a corner, reaching to a hole in the roof, down which

the wind was howling just now. It was rather a bleak look out,
notwithstanding the honeyed promises of the old setiler pouring
on his ear.

9 Tobesurethereis. Fortune's at your back in the bush; and
you haven't, as in the mother country, to ris by pushing others
down. There's no impausabe gif eyou frim anything
you choose to aim at. It strikes me that the motto of our capital
is as good aa a piece of advioe to the setter-'Industry, Intelli-
gence, andIntegrity'-with a beaver as pattern of the two first
principles, anyhow. 1o recollect the beaver, my youmg chaps, and
work like it.

"I don't remember the building oof tho," be added; 'but every
stick was laid by my father's own band and my mother chinked
between them til all was .tght and right. I teU yon r'mn prouder
of it than of a piece of faoeywork,such asrve seenframed and
glazed. I love every Iog in. the old timbers." And Mr. Holt
tapped the wall affectionately with his walking-staf "It was the
furth et clearing then, and my father ha. the it. because
of theî spring yoder, which is eoyered with a tone and civilised
ito a wel now-day."
"Andisetonsodmedmasatha oomestr saidRobert.
" Twenty yers grws a ity i Canada,"replied Mr. Holt, some-
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what loftily. " Twenty years between the mamp and the crowded
street: while two inches of ivy would be growing round a Europeau
ruin, we turn a wildernemss into a cultivated country, dotted witi
villages. The history of Mapleton is easily told. My father was
the first who ever built a sawmill on the river down there, and the
frame-houses began to gather about it shortly. Then he ventured
into the grist line ; and I'm the owner of the biggest milln in the
place now, with half-a-dosen of others-competing, and al doing a
fair busines in flour, and lumber for exportation. You se in this
]and we've room enough for all, and no man need scowl down
another of the me trade. 'Taint so no England, where you must
knoek your bread out of somebody ease' nouth." *

"Not always, air," said Robert, "nor commonly, I hope."
"I forgot you were a frelh importation," observed Mr. Holt, with

a satiged chuiekie. "You ain't colonized yet. Well, let'k come
and look at something else."

Xeanwhile Arthur had the dime of the shanty,
by pacing along and aerom :ixteen feet one way, twelve the other.
Nmow limit for the in-door life of a family ; but the eottae Id
soMewht grown with their growth, and thrown ont a couple of
rnali bed-hambers, like bud of icipient anies,-from thn

trunk. A curiosity of woodcraft it looked, m mosy, gnarled, and
weaherbe ,that one could easily have believed it had qprwg

fron the ground without titen of hantd, a speimen of
@sme gian forest fung.a

I"le ave a charge in my wiIlltat i's not to be dibed,"
maid Eiama. "'Tweeli be mrilege to move a log of the whoie
nm ' D'ye her, Sm r
His so had j ms com'e up ad akman hs; w isà vs a

mtaial axpedinum et à-;. Holt and is guet remdi the m .
Being given to habits -taume e.rli..., the ... o a we"ts

one in the ho* s whn.mpany hie %-- th.go-with
SM s nomig walks; Md the Wynmm had be iumuured by
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a knocking-up at five o'clock for that purpose. Mr. Holt had
strode into their room, flung open the window shutters and the sash
with a resounding hand.which completely disipated sleep, and ren-
dered it hardly matter of choice to follow him, since no repose was
to be gained by lying in bed. Sam's clear brown eyes sparkled as
he saw the victims promenading after his tall father at the Gothie
hour of six, and marked Arthur furtively rubbing his eyes.

"You're tremendously early people here," remarked Arthur,
when young Holt joined them. "I had a mind to turn round and
close the shutters again, but was afraid I might affront your
father."

" Affront him ! oh no; but he'd just come again and again to
rouse you, till you were compelled to submit in self-defence He
wakes up young people on principle, he says."

" Well, he practises his precepts," rejoined Arthur, "and seems
to have trained his children in the same.»

"Yes, hehasmade us all practical men; seven chipsof the old
block," observed San.

Seven brothers 1" ejaculated Arthur. " I saw only three last
night. And are theyallastallasyou?"

"About forty-four feet of length among us," said San. " We're
a long family inmpore ways than one;" and he looked down from
his altitude of seventy-five inches on the young Irishman.

"It is quite a pleasant surprise to see your sister," Arthur re-
marked.-

"Bell am't kept up the family tradition of height, I must say.
She's a degenrate specimen of the Holts ;" and the speaker's
brown eyes snanmed wih a beam of fondne.; "for which rean,
I supose, she'llm>t bear tke name long."

"Ând who's the lucky man ?" aked Arthur, feeling su instant's
dpagr l surpas, and bhiMng at the min.

« Oh, ot 0f halfd -n-pr-tn , 'twuld be hard k my.
We all -Marry early in anada: most of my coetMporaries are

D 2
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Benedicts long ago. Three brothers younger than I have wives
and children, and are settled in farms and mille of their own."

" And might I ak- ?" began Arthur, hesitating w ,n the
very personal nature of the inquiry struck him.

" To be mre you might. Well in the first place, I took a fancy
to go through college, and my father Ieft me in Toronto for four
years at the University of Uper Coanada. That brought me up to
twenty-three years old ; and then-for the last two years nobody
would have me," added Sm, elevating his black brows.

"Perhaps you are too fastidious; I remark that about men who
have nice ssters," said Mr. Arthur, with an air of much experi-
ence -. "now, Robert and I never se. anybody so nice as Linda-
at least, hardly ever."

" A saving clause for Bell," said her brother, laughing, "which is
polite, at al1 events. I must tell her there's a young lady at home
that you prefer immensely."

Which he according1y did, at the ensing breakfat; and pretty
Miss Holt pretended to take the matter greatly to heart, and
woula n"t permit Arthur to explain; while mischievs Sam
soouted the notion of the unknown "Linà" being bis siter,
except by the rather distant tie of Adam and Eve.

What a plentiful table was ths at Maple Grove! 8everal sorts
of meat and wid fowl, several species of bread and cake, seeral
indigenous preserves; and Robert could no h.lp goig baek with
aching heart to the scant supply of meagre fare at home; he av
aguin hi sweet pale mother trying to sok cheserfal er the poor
meal, and Unda keeping up an artificial gaiety, whil her souI was

k " s and privations Hi face grew ster ad Md at the
memory; enjoyment or amuS ment was eriuinal fer him while
they verMeEering. & Bo we, by-and-by, Mr. Holt invited hin
and Arthur to r n for the wintr moIti at Maçle GwwVe, with
a view of gaing inight of anai mancnadi farm-
ing, h. decidedly ond He wihed to pulh on etwee; what.
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ever hardships lay before them, had better be combated as soon as
possible. A lengthened stay here would be a bad preparation for

e the wilderness life; they could scarcely but be enervated by it.
" You're a brave lad," said Mr, Holt, " and I admire your pluck,

y though you are plunging right into a pack of troubles; but the
r overcoming of each one will be a step in the ladder to fortune.

Now l'Il go and get out the horses, and ride you over to Mr.
y Landenstein's office: he'l know all about the wild lands, and

perhaps has a cleared farm or two cheap."
o But unfortunately such farms did not suit Robert's pocket. One

of two hundred acres, fifty cleared and the rest bush, was offered
for 240., with a wooden house thrown into the bargain ; but the
purchaser's fancy for the forest was unconquerable : it puzzled even

is Mr. Holt. He returned from Mapleton the proprietor of a hundred
e acres of bush in a newly settled western township, and felt much

the better and cheerier that his excursion had ended so. The
t future had something tangible for his grasp now ; and he only
d grudged every hour spent away from his sphere of labour as an

opportunity of advantage lost.

CHAPTER X.

th ORDIoRGY.

W " THY wor very kind to us," observed Andy, from his elevation
er in the waggon; "an' this counthry bates al the world at 'ating

and dhrinking."
e This to Arthur Wynn, who was seated rather despondingly iii

front of the collection of boxes, potsand pails, which formed their
stock-in-trade for bush life. Sam Holt and Robert were walking

th on beforq the horse, a furlong a-head; but Arthur had dropped
- behind for meditation's ake, and taken up his residence on the
t waggon for awhile, with bis cap drawn over his eyes. I dare say
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Miss Bell bad something to do with the foolish boy's regret for
leaving Maple Grove.

"Every day was like a Christmas or an Aisther," continued
Andy, who had no idea that any one could prefer silence to con-
versation; "an' the sarvints had parlour fare in the kitchen
always, an' a supper that was like a dinner, just before goin' to bed.
Throth, they had fine times of it-puddins -an' pies, if yon plaze:
the bare lavins would feed a family at home. An' it's the same,
they tell me, in al the farmers houses round about. I never
thought to see so much vittles."

No reply could be elicited from Mr. Arthur Wynn but a grunt.
" Didn't you ?" put in the driver, with a smail sneer. Andy had

deemed him too far distant to catch his words, as he walked beside
his horse.

"Why, then, you've long ears, my man; but sure it's kind
for ye," retorted Mr. Callaghan, his eye twinkling wickedly. I
fear that his subtle irony was lost upon its subject. "Of coorse
I'm not used to ye're foreign food. Our vittles at home are a dale
dacenter, though not so common."

And Arthur, through his half-drowsy ears, was amused by the
colloquy that ensued, in the course of which Andy completely
floored the Canadian by a glowing description of Dunore, delivered
in the present tense, but referring, alas! to a period of sixteen or
twenty years previously. But the smart black-eyed backwoods.
man wound up with the utterly incredulous speech:--

"They left all them riches, to 'come and settle in our bush!
whew !" He jerked his whip resoundingly upon the fryingpan
and tin kettle in the »rear, which produced a noise so curiously
illustrative of his argument, that Ârthur laughed heartily, and
shook off hisftof blues.

The aspect of Nature would have helped him to do hat., The
thousand dyes of the woods were briliant as if the richest sunset
had gashed from the heaveus, and painted the earth with a uer-
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manent glory of colour. ,A drapery of crimson and gold endued
the maples; the wild biues and briars were covered with orange
and scarlet berries; the black-plumed pine trees rose solemnly be-
hind. A flat country, for the most part; and, as theravellers
slowly receded westward, settlements became sparse afEd small;
the grand forests closed more densely round them; solitary clear-
ings broke the monotony of trees.

The first of anything that one sees or experiences, remains
stronger than all after impressions on the memory. With what
interest did the embryo settlers regard the first veritable log-hut
that presented itself, surrounded by half an acre of stumps, among
which struggled potatoes and big yellow squashes. A dozen hens
pecked about; a consumptive-looking cow suspended her chewing,
as also did her master his hoeing, to gaze after the waggon, till it
disappeared beyond the square frame of forest which shut in the
little clearing.

Again the long lines of stately oaks and firs, with a straight and
apparently endless road between them, like the examples of per-
spective in beginners' drawing books, but with the vanishing point

always receding.
c"I, see they've turnpiked this road since I was on it before,"

observed the driver.
"Where ?" asked Andy, looking about "I don't see a turnpike

-- a'sure I ought to know a tolman's dirty face in any place.
Sorra house here at all at al, or a gate; or a ha'porth except
trees," he added, in a diagusted manner.

"There," said the Camadian, pointing to a ploughed line along
each side of the road, whence the earth had been thrown up in the
centre by a serqpe; "that'stunpiking."

Ye might have invented a new name," rejoined the Irihman,
with an offended air, "an' not be milading people. I thought it
w'as-ee 0< the ould pkergate where I usd to bave to pay four.
pince for me, as and car; au' throth, much as I hated it, I'd be
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a'most glad to see one of the sort here, just for company's sake. A
mighty lonesome counthry ye have, to be sure!"

"Well, we can't be far from Greenock now; and I see a bit of a
snake fence yonder."

It was another clearing, on a more enterprising scale than the
last described; the forest had been pushed back further, and a
good wooden house erected in the open space; zigzag rail fences
inclosed a few fields almost clear of stumps, and an orchard was
growing up behind. A man in a red shirt,·who was engaged in
underbrushing at a little distance, said that "the town was only
a mile away-Greenock, on the Clyde.

Alas for nomenclature! The waggon serambled down a rather
steep declivity, towards a dozen houses scattered beside a stream:
stumps stood erect in the single short street, and a ferry-boat was
the only craft enlivening the shore. A Greenock without com-
merce or warehouses, a Clyde without wharves or ships, or the
possibility of either-what mere travestie effected by a name !

"A nest of Scottish emigrants, I suppose,» said Robert Wynn, as
he contemplated "the town."

"Yes, and they'll push their place up to something," replied am
Holi: "if pluck and perSeverance can do it, they will. Only one
enemy can ruin a Scotchman here, and that's the 'drap drink.'
Ten to one that in twenty years, you find ths ground covered with
factories and thousands of houss ; that solitary store is the germ
of streets of ahops, and the tavern will expand into half a score
hotels. Sandy will do it ail."

"rin afraid you could not speak so well of Irish progres.u
."Because the canker of their religion continues to produce its

legitimate. effects in most cases ; and the. influece of whisky-4he
gareat bane of social life in our colony-is even mor'peomiaat
than over the lower clas Sotch settiers. Still,. thy do inaiuily
better here than at home; and you'11 meet with many a &ori-ag
Hibernian in the b.ckwoods and pioneer cities."
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" I presume this is a pioneer city ?" looking round at the hand-
h1 of wooden shanties.

"Don't despise it ; Rome had as small a beginning, and was
.nanned by no more indomitable hands and hearts than our fron-
tier emigrants."

"XWe are producing quite a sensation," said Robert. For the
najor part of the inhabitants came outof doors to view the strangers,
with that curiosity which characterizes a new-born society; many of
the men bethought themselves of some business at the wooden
tavern by the water-side, where the waggon drew up and the new
arrivals entered in.

A store where everything was sold, from a nail or a spool of
slack," to a keg of spirits or an almanack : sold for money when

it could be had, for flour or wool or potash when it oouldn't; like-
wise a post-office, whither a stage came once a week with an odd
passenger, or an odd dozen of newspapers and letters; like-
wise the abode of a magistrate, where justice-was occasionally dis-
pensed and marriages performed. The dwelling that united al]
these offices in its single person, was a loig, low, framed house,
roofed with shingles, and but one story in height; proprietor, a
certain canny Scot, named Angus Macgregor, who having landed
at Quebec with just forty shillings in the world, was making rapid
strides to wealth here, as a landed proprietor and Store-keeper
withont rivalry. Others of the clan Gregor had come ont, allxred
by tidinge of his prosperity; and so the broad Dorie of Lowland
Scotch resounded about the tavern table, almost as mueh as the
Canadian twang.

Al doing well. Labour was the sole commodity tbey possessed,
and it sffleed to purchase the best things of life in Canada,
espeeially that slowupward rising in circumstances and
whel is one of the sweeiest sensations of struggling humanity, and
whieh only a favoured few among the working classes a enjoy at
hIK&-n Robert Wynn was almost as cnrious about their affairs as
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they were about his; for he was fergized afresh by every instance
of progress, and little inducement was required to draw from the
settlers their own histories, which had the single monotony running
through each, of gradual growth from poverty to prosperity.

"What sort of roads have you across the ferry to the Cedars?"
inquired Sam Holt of mine host.

" The first part of the concession line is pretty-good, but I canna
say as much for the 'corduroy' afterwards: the riding's not -so
easy there, I guess."

"Corduroy !" ejaculated Arthur.
"Oh, wait till you feel it," said Sam,'with much amusement in

his eyes. "It's indeseribable. I hope we won't meet it in the dark,
that's ail."

"Drivin' across ladders for ever, with he rungs very far apart,"
explained a Canadian to Andy, in the background, as the latter
rubbed his finger-tips over the ribs in the material of his pantaloons,
and looked puzzled.

" An' what description of vahicle stands sich thratement ?" asked,
Mr. CaUlaghan, "an what description of baste ?"

"Oxen is the handiest,'cos they've the strongest legs,' returned
his informant, with a fresh puff of his pipe.

"Well, of all the counthries--" began Andy, for the twentieth
time that day; and perbaps as many as ten additional utterances
of the ejaculation were forced by the discovery that he and the
gentlemen were to occupy the same sleeping apartment; but,
above ail, by the revelation that behind a ragged curtain i the
corner reposed two wayfaring women, going to joi their husbands
in the woods, and having also a baby. The latter creature, not
being at all overawed by its company, of -course screamed in the
night whenever the fancy aeiend it.; and good-natured Andy found
himself at one period actually walking up and down with the warm
bunde if flanne1 i bis arms, patting it on the back soothingly.

Next morning they left the little settlement,. and, crossing the
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ferry again plunged into the primeval forest Robert felt as if
that mock Clyde were the Rubicon of their fate.

I leave the old degenerate life,» he murmured to himself,
"with allits traditions ofease. Igoforth to face Fortune in
these wilds, and to win her, if ever sturdy toil of limb and brain
succeeded."

This spirit of independence was manly, but Robert did not at the
moment join to it the nobler spirit of dependence on the Divine
Disposer of events: self-rust fled his heart; and this is the great
snare of youtb.

cYou are looking unusually valorous," said Sam Holt, who
marched alongside, He had volunteered to stay with them for
their first fortnight of bush life, like a kind fellow as ho was.
Something about these young Wynns had attracted his regard, and
perhaps a touch of compassion. He would, at least, help them to
put up the shanty, he said.

And truly the road grew very bad; at a short bit of swamp they
made their first acquaintance with" corduroy." Sam explained
the structure when the waggon had done bumping over it: trunks
of trees had been laid along the road as "leepers" in three con-
tinuoup limes; ad across them round logs, close together by theory,
but inpractice perhaps a foot or two apart, with unknown abysses.
of mud between.

They wished even for the corduroy expedient a little further on,
when- the line became encumbered with stumps left from the
underbrushing,'and which caught in the axietree every few smore
yard& Now came the handspikes into 'action, which provident
Sam had cut, and laid into the waggon when the road was fair ad
smooth ; for the *heels had to be lifted high enough toslip;ove
the obstacles. n the pauses of manual labour came the chiling
thought, "Al this difficulty between us and home."

Sunlight faded from the tree tops; and soon night was desoénd-
ing darkly among the pines.

8.1



" We mt either camp in the wv66i, or get shelter at sone
settler's," decided Sm. We'll tty s quarter of a mile further,
nd -e what it brigs." So away they wet again, outing at the

mon, snd endesvoring to teer the equipage free of mud-holes hol
and stmps.

" I am afraid our cups and ac< en are all in a smash," mid
Aur. Robert had a Seeet iving to the me effeet; but,
thon, oeokryware in s aluary to whieh o suaty-man hua right.

Andy reseued a wuhing basi and ewer, by,,wearsg the former 
his head and the latter on hii left arm-helmet and sbield-wisè;
exeopt at t.alwhen he.took bis trn at handpiking.

A light glasmad through the trees, and a dog barked imuta-
neouly: tey ere on the verge of s clearing; snd, heuring the
voies oside, the owner of the house easme forth to welome the

*tnveBuse, with a heartinens widely diferent from the umon-

place hospitality of more crowded countrie.

ent
CHAPTER XI.

TrHE ÂTTLE WITH 'E W EEKUB UGINL. e

A rmri Ire oflogs upmn the wide heurth, logu bult up into
walls snd roof, logo wrought into rough furniture of tables sad
stools-here, vithia thieueigruat's haut, the. ai-encompssing forest,
had butchgditspe. n hadblprseditintohis w
msrvias; foma a foe ithWdbe8ome"arited; thewoodenrealmpid he
taibut, being sbjiigsted.

Thee tId eife of the csin wu rude oegh. No applianes foer
essMt mmy fea comit, s we in BagIand undoestad .the but

Yet the ss vif, itting by her wheel, sud dresed in the
home-spun fruits theseol, ha a vel--&o bIoomsing aspct, whiebh
gigh m amd meino eld n heyM imprvd; and the t Wers
boy,.buiding a miniature shanty of chips in th eaner,his motted
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,zn testifying to ail gorts of weather-beating, looked as happy as
f he had a toyshop at his command, instead of the word being
atterlv unknown in his experience: and the baby, rolled up in the
iollowed pine-log, slept as sweetly as if satin eurtains inclosed its
"st. lack to Sam Holt's mind recurred words which he knew
welI- "A man's Jife consisteth not in the abundance of the things
that he possesseth."

The woman rose and curtsied. She had not been accustomed to
make that respeetful gesture for a long time baek; but something
m the appearance 44he-strangers half *nvoluntarily constrained it.

"I needn't ask if yon're Canadian-born," said Mr. Holt; " you've
the manners of the old country."

·Mv father and mother were from Wiltshire. and so be I," she
e answered, setting back her wheel, and looking gratified at the
inplied commendation. "But that be go long ago as I scarce
-member."

. And she made amends by marrying me," said the settler.
rnt»ring from the outer door, and latching it behind him. "Mary,
:et the pan and fix some supper quick. Them duck I shot won't
>e bad. You see, I've been expectin' you along rather ;" and he

dng down an armful of wood, which he began to arrange with
ruhitectural reference to the back-log and fore-stick
" Expecting us ?" exclaimed Robert Wynn.

st " You're for lot flfteen in ninth concession, township of Gazelle?
18 Wall, so I guessed ; for I ,beard from Zack Buntijg who lives at

the ' Corner,' that it was sold by Landenstein; and I calc'lated
vou'd be along presently:" and he finished hie fire-building by a
tonch with his foot, which appeared to demolish much of his labour.
but in reality conduced to hie object of intensifying the heat and

he I)ae..
ch " B " to the boy, who had sat on the ground staring at the

'iew comers, " go tell your mother to be spry." The little fellow
e ent accordingly, by the side door through which she had dia-
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appeared a few minutes previously; and the Irish servant, planting
himlE on the vacated spot with his toes to the lre comfortably, le
commencd to ereot Of the child's chips a two-storied mansin

"Yoe've got a good slice of bush there, back from the pond; A
though the cedar will be troublesome, I guess."

" Oh, we bargained for the cedarà," nid Saijolt. "There's
enough to clear without laying au axe to tAem for many a day."

" It's ail the doing of that sprMing eree, runnin trough the
middleof the lot,esa âne a water-pivlege as everIsse; but the
cedars are where it gets to the pond. If the bed wu deepened
down below, its my opinion the samp would be draind"ti

"You seem to know the ground vell," nid Robert, with in-
teres-

" I gueoInought to,thathave shot over it bdoreever a blazed ¶
line ran through themi woods. We was furthest west once, but s
that's over by a long spel; the. n.ighbourhood's pretty thick now,
and the 'Corner' will be a town shortly."

" Wel, if this ls a thik neighbourhood, I should like to know
his i4da of a thin ono," nid Arthur, muétvoe, to Sam Holt. "We
have met only this house for miles."

",Oh, they ain't many miles, only you thought they was, cos' I
gue you ain't used to the samps," put in the mttler. "The back
lot to Ours, of theM mame umber, i. took by a Sc*hman, and lut
week I run a blaud line acrs to bis clearing through theush;
for yo »s rm often away, trapig or still-hunting, Md Mary
here thought she'd be a tridolemo anan if he hadavayof h
gomg over the hl to he frimd Ers. Iacphoam. Th. éte way
in round byte'onur,'hichmakssitfgve mil" fl; bunow
Bmny cm run acren of a mes , by m ing the marks; em't
you, my ladr

"YM, father," mnswered the boy, prnudly. "<And I eau cbop
a ble mySef, too." Bnny wu not much taller thanan a» h
!andle.
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Arthur looked from the child round at the wife, who vas often
left alone in this solitude of woods, and longed for th. slender
chain of a scarred lind of trees betwen hier and nome other woman.
À healthy, firm outline of face, wholly unacquainted with ner-
vousnes; quiet, self-reant, hard-vorking; peohaps cf a Dutch
type of character. Her h MUband vas a stardy broad-eSt man, with
lithe limbç, and qick senses looking out from his clearfeatared
countenaane: he liad a roving unsubdued eye, beetting the humter
more than the fermer.

" I wouldn't deire," nid the latter, usating imsf on the end of
the table, while his wif. superintended a pan of friuuling pork on
the coals-" I wouldn't deire, for a feler that wanted to settle
down for good, a.more promising latin than yourn at the Cedars.
The high ground grows the vry b-t aorts of hard wood-oak,
sugar -p, elm, bawood. Not too many beech, or I'd expect
sand; with her and there a big pine and a handful of baa.
The underbrushing ai't much, excpt in the amp."

"rm glad to hear that," Maid r. Holt, "for the fail is going
fast, and well have to vork pretty brd bfore mow om."

"so rm thinkin'. But ypw ain't going to Stte: yoS haven't
the eut of it : you're sttled already."

"How do you know ?"
"Oh, you didn't lis. ai they did paiing hi thumb tovards

the Wynns, l whe I feil t taikin of the ground. I know'd my
mem at on. Nor yo didn't starn about ai they did, a if the
hoe and wxiu. wu a show at a copper ahad"

"Yo ms esse o ur ioity," sid Bobert, politely.
"Surily; .very man that has eye is veleorne to use 'em," re-

plied' the. beekw anan, bluntly. "We amn't got D mnrs in
the bSh, nor dot vant 'em, as I tell Mary her., when ahe talks
My palaver. Now, vife, hm peittesi must be doe;" and Md lhft
his sa on the tabl, to ry Overps n.

" Then take the cakes out of the bakekettle, will you," aid
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Mary; "and if them ducks be raw, 'tain't my fault, remember."
She was evidently a womma of fev wordS, but trininant.

Thus wuared, her humband did not pres 1he poit, but took the
stmwing fowl under hàown ere, dipaying a praoical expeuience
of 1ookery wn in many a day of bush lie.

" Theme dukwassooyrmpod,stranger; ifyoubea good
hamd with tei gun, you'Il neverant for fresh meat while that
water holds logether. The ines masklge and piokerel I ever
se was hooked out of it."

Arthur's fad; brightned ; for the ortmam i n was strong
in him, and he had beem diappointed hitherto by fiing the woods
akog thim rack empty cf gaiMe.

40ms 1heitters haveM meeme than to wait by the read to
beihot," explained th. b.skwnnma, alie dihed up hi stew-
a Mrt of hcdgopodge of widfowl, the theory of which voil have
hcrded an opime; but the prstial *eet was mst avoury.

Now the boy Bey had neve in hi smllife Mem auy edicee
noble than a 'oghoame cn th. grond4e r; and the upper tory
which M. Cmllaghan had bhilt with hi hpsa to hi. a

q r a phe- m a man having two hea.
" Well, only think Of that r e=la mea Andy; "the boy doem't

know what a stairs i."
-" And how shoula he?" uao the fither, irt e aharply. "B]e

ha'n't - nothi>hm the bu. Orne timI Itok him te Greock
and ,h. elIdn't step wmd=a what med,ill the h ma.. e

together. For all that, he ha'n't a bad a' Cf hopg, and
can drive aam of en, andisgom' upmhrdyas myrife--
*1, Beay ?-

lHeautalthe wood Iwantedwhie y Wenavaylasttiue,
Peter," éeisd im 1h. mothier. S. the stuangers saaw that the

ripa 1  whimk leds parets to bae Itir emdig viMir
wih copy-books amid theI lBM of Prgue," is applime to busk.
wood w--p.h...e also

4
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As a general rule, conversation does not flourish in the bush.
The settier's isolated life is not favourable to exchange of thought,
and events are few. Silenoe had fallen upon the woman in this
house to a remarkable degree, and beUome incorporated with her.
She went about her work quietly and quickly, speaking but five
sentences in the course of the evening. The last of these was to
notify to her husband that " the skins was readv."

"We've no beds," said he, with equal curtness. "You muet try
and be snug in a wrap-up on the floor to-night. More logs,
Benny ;" and additional wood was heaped down, while he brought
forward a bundle of bear and buffalo kin, enough to blanket them
all. Mary had already picked up the pine-log containing ber
baby, and taken it into the other room out of sight, whither her
hushand followed ; and Benny crept into a sort of bed-closet in the
far corner.

Al night long, through the outer darkness, came a sound as of
a limitless sea upon a lonely strand. Robert knew it for the wind
wandering in the foest, and even in his home dreams it mingled
a diapason, until the early sun gleamed through the chinks of the
door, and flang a ray across his face. Simultaneoualy the poultry
outside and the infant within woke up, commencing their several
noises; and the farmer, coming out, built up the fire, and hung
down the bake-kettie to heat for the breakfast bre.d. Then he
invited his company to "a wash" at the spring ; and, leading
them by a wood path beside the house, they came to a pellucid
pool fed by a rivulet, which, after flowing over its basin, ran
off rapidly to lower ground. Here Benny ws fiung in by bis
father, though the water was quite deep enough to drown him;
but he dived, and came out buoyant as a coot.

" Now go fetch the ow, my lad, and help your mother to fix
breakfast, while we walk round the clearing." But this morning
she had an eficient coadjutor in the person of Andy Callaghan,
who dandled the baby while the cakes were being made, bis sharp
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eye learning a lesson meantime; and milked the cow while the
child was being dressed; and eut slices of pork, superintending its
frizzling while the room was being set to righta Three or four
attempts to draw the silent woman into conversation were utterly
abortive.

"e Troth,an' you're a jewil of a wife,» remarked the Irishman,
when everything seemed done. "I'Ill engage I won't have the
good luck to get one wid her tongue in such good ordher."

Mary Loganlaughed. "It be from having no folk to talk
with," she said.

"IAn' a sin an' a shame it is for himelf to lave you alone,"
rejoined Andy, looking complimentary. "Now I want to know
one thing that has been botherin' me ever since I came in here.
What's them strings of yallow stuf that are hangin' out of the
rafthers, an' are like nothin' I see in all my days, 'cept shavin's?"

"Stae," answered Mrs. Logan, looking up; "them's sarce."
«Im as wise as ever," said Andy. Whereupon she went to the

compartment which acted as store-loset, and, bringing out a pie
which had a wooden spoon erect in it, profered him a bit

"Ah," quoth Mr. Callaghan with satisfaction, "that's English
talk; I know what that manes well. So ye calla apples 'simre!'
rve heerd tel that every counthry has a lingo of its own, an' I
partly b'lieve it now. But throth, that way of savin''em would be
great news intirely for the childer at home!»

So thought Robert Wynn afterwards, when he found the
practice almost univerm among the Canadians, ad wondered that
a domestie expedient so simple and serviceable should be cofned
to American housekeepers.

"IPeter planted an orchard the fret thing when we settled, and
maples be plenty in the bush," said Mrs. Logan, with unusual

"Ye, ma'am,» rejoined Andy, suavely, and not in the leit
seing the connection between maple treas nd apple-pie. "I
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wondher might I make bould to am you for one of them sthrings?
they're sich a curiosity to me." And he had the cord of leathern
pieces stowed away in one of the provision hampers before the
others came in from the fields.

There they had seen the invariable abundance and wastefulness
of bush-farming: no trace of the economy of land, which need per-
force be practised in older countries, but an.extravagance about the
very zig-zag fences, which unprofitably occupied, with a succession
of triangular borderings, as much space as would make scores of
garden beds. "Nobody cares for the selvedges when there is a
whole continent to cut freo," remarked Sam Holt, in a sen-
tentious way he had.

A yield of from twenty to five and twenty bushels per acre of
wheat, and two hundred and fifty bushels of potatoes, were men-
tioned by the farmer as an average crop. His barns and root-house
were full to repletion. Nothing of all this propertywaslocked up:
a latch on the doors sufficed.

"I suppose, then, you have no rogues in the bush?" said
Bobert.

" Where everybody's as well off as another, there aint no
thievin'," was the pithy answer. "A wolf now and thon among
our sheep, is all the robbers we bas.

After breakfat the bullocks were yoked afresh.
"I gue as how you've stumps before you to-day, a few," said

the farmer, coming out aie on shoulder. "'Taint only a blase up
beyond your place at the Cedars, and not much botter than a track
of regulation width from the 'Corner' to there. Only for that job
of underbrushing I want to get fnished, 'd be along with you to-
day.-

He and his boy Beny walked with the travellers so far as their
way lay together. The wife stood at the door, sbading her eyes
with her hand, till the lumbering waggon was lostto view round the
*0 Of the woods.
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The day's journey was just a repetition of yesterday's, with the
stumps and the mud-holes rather worse. The "Corner," with its
single sawinill and store, offered no inducement for a halt ; and a
tedious two miles further brought them to "hum."

CHAPTER XIL

CAMPING IN THE BUSH.

"WZ L 1" exclaimed Robert Wynn, "here is my estate; and
neither pond, nor swamp, nor yet spring creek, do I behold."

He looked again at the landmark-an elm tree at the junction
of the lot line and the concesion road, which bore the number of
eahI, "Nine, Fifteen," in very legible figures on opposite sides. A
" blaze" had been made by chopping away a slice of the bark with
an axe, about three feet from the ground, and on the white space
the numbers were marked by the surveyor. Al roads through the
forest, and al farm allotments, are first outlined in this way.
before the chopper sets to work.

The new townships in Upper Canada are laid out in parallel
Unes, -running nearly east and west, sixty-<ix chains apart, and
sixty-six feet in width; which are termed concession lines, bein:
conceded by governmnt as road allowances. These lands thus
enclosed are sub-divided into lots of two hundred acres by other
Unes, which strike the conoessin roads at right angles every thirty
chains; and every Mfth of these lot Unes is also a cross-road. W
have al looked at maps of the country, and wondered at the sort of
chess-board counties which prevail in the back settlements: tk
mme system of parallelograms extends to the farms.

Robert's face was a little rueful Twenty yards in any directioe
he could not see, for the overpowering bush, except along the li
of road darkened with endless forest. The waggon was being un-

e
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packed, for the driver sturdily dectared that his agreement haI
bceen only to bring thein as far as this post on the concession :h
must go back to the " Corner" that evening. on his way home.

"An' is it on the road ye'l lave the masther's things ?" remon
strated Andy.

"I guess we han't no masters here, Pat," was the reply: "but il

you see anywar else to stow the traps, I ain't particler." And he
stolidly continued unloading.

"Come," said the cheery voice of Sim Holt, " we will have day-
light enough to explore the lot, and select a site for a camp. I

't think I can discover the tope of cedars over the hardwood trees
here. The boxes will take care of themselves, unless a squirrel
takes into his head to inspect them. Let's follow the concession

o: ine along westward first."
A Callaghan stayed by the luggage, feeling by no means sure of its
tL eafety, and saw the rest of the party gradually receding among the
e M trees, with sensations akin to those of a sailor on a desert island.
hv Sitting upon the tool-chest, like an item of property saved from a

wreck, Andy looked from the base to the summit of the huge walls
of forest that encompassed him, and along the canal of sky over-

le head, till hi oountenance had fallen to zero.
t The shipwrecked sensation had gone further: Mr. FHolt saw it

nc lurking in other faces, and forthwith found al advantages possible
tus in the lot. The soil was sure to be the best : he could tell by the
r timber. Its height proved the depth of earth. When the trees

grew shorter, a hidden treasure of limestone flag lay beneath the
mrface, useful for drains and building. And even the entangled

ot cedar swamp was most desirable, as furnishing the best wood for
rail-fences and logkfqr a honse,

But nothing could look more unpronisiing. Blackish pools
;io Mof water alternated with a network of massive roots all over the
i isoil, underneath broad evergreen branches; trunks of trees leaned
un- in every direction, as if top-heavy. Wilder confusion of thicket
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could not be conceived. "The cedars troublesome ! I should think
soi groaned their owner.

"This is the worst bit," acknowledged Sain. Now, if we could
see it, the lake is down yonder; perhaps if we strike a diagonal
across the lot, we may come to some rising ground." With the
pocket compass for guide they left the blazed line, which they had
followed hitherto. After a short distance the bush began to thin,
and the forest twilight brightened.

",A beaver meadow 1" exclaimed Sam Holt, who was fooemost
Green as enerald, the small semi-circular patch of grass lay at the
foot of gentle slopes, as if it had once been a lakelet itself. "Two
acres ready cleared, with the flest dairy grass only waiting to be
eaten," continued encouraging Sam. "And the clearing on the him
wiil command the best view in the township; there's the site for
your house, Wynn. Altogether you've had rare luck in thislot

"iBut why is that green fiat called a beaver meadow?" asked
Robert.

"Do you see the creek running alongside? No, you can't for
theunderbrush; but it's there al thesame. , Well,they say that
long ago beavers dammed up the curent in such places as this,
with elay and brushwood, so that the water spread over al level
spaces near; and when the Indiana and French were at war, the
red men cut away the dams and kille tUe beavers wholesale, to

- spite their enemies. You're to take that jut as an o det, recol-
lect."

"And is ail that verdure an appearance or a reality r
"Something of both: I don't say but you will occasiodaly fn

it tranherous footing, needing drainage to be omfoetable. Susl
there's the pond at last."

They bd ·been limbing out of the dener -woods, am g a
younger growth on the face of the slope ; and whe.they tano
'*e sheet of water was partially visible over the ankran cedst

Awamp.
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"A pond! " exclaimed Arthur; "why, it must be three miles
across to those limestone clifs. What pretty islets! Such endless
varieties of wood and water !"

"I think we Americans are rather given to the diminutive style
of parlance." quoth Mr. Holt. "We have some justification in the
colossal proportion of all the features of nature around us. What is
this pretty lake but a mere pool, compared with our Brie and
Superior ? "

" lt is one of a chain," remarked Robert, taking from his breast
pocket a map of the district, which had his own farm heavily scored
in*l ink. Often had he contemplated that outline of the terra
incognita on which he now trod, and longed for the knowledge he
now possessed, which, after its manner, had brought him both good
and eviL Like balls threaded on a cord, a.succession of lakes, con-
nected by cascades and portages, or by reaches of river, stretched
away to the north-west, sorely marring the uniformity of the chess-
board townships.

As they picked their way back along the lot line northward, Mr.
Holt stopped suddenly. "I hear a very singular noise," he said,
"for which I am wholly at a loss to account, unless there be
Indians about in the neighbourhood. Even then, it is totally unlike
their cries. Liste !"

Ris sharper senses had detected before tlheirs a distant wail,
proceeding from some distance in front, apparently-weird and
wild as it could be, dying away or surging upon the ear as the wind
swept it hither or thither. Arthur shrugged his shoulders. "You
have no gnosts in these forests, Hoit, I suppose ?"

" The country's too new for anything of the sort," replied he,
gravely.

"Nor any mocking birds that can be playing us a trick ? Or
dryads warning us off their territory ?"

He had recognised the performance of Andy Callaghan, who, when
they turned the corner of the allotment, was discovered seated on
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the boxes as when they saw him last, and crooning the dismialest
melody. But lie had, in the meantime, recovered himself suf-
ficiently to gather brushwood, and kindle a fire beside the road;
likewise to cook-a panful of rashers as the shadows grew longer and
the day later.

"But sure I thought ye wor lost entirely ; sure I thought ye wor T:
never comin' at all, Masther Robert, avourneen. 'Twas that med tr
me rise the keen. A single livin' thing I didn't lay my eyes on w
since, barrin' a big frog. I'm afeard thim are like sticks, Masther be
Arthur, they're so long fryin'." PL

" No matter, Andy, they'il do first-rate. I'd only advise you to tri
chop up more. I feel like eating al that myself; " and, trencher pi
on knee, they dined, with real backwood appetites. pu

A shelter for the niglit was the next consideration. Mr. Holt má
constituted himself architect, and commenced operations by lashing
a pole across two trees at about his own height; the others eut ve
sticks and shrubs for roofing. Three young saplings sloped back da
to the ground as principalrafters, and on these were laid a thateh ca
of brushwood; the opèn ends of the hut were led with the same in
material.

"Now," said Sam Holt, contemplating the work of his hands on
with professional pride, "when we have a big -ire built in front, «I
andi a lot of hemlock brushi to lie on, we shail be pretty comfortable." cre

And he instructed his novices further in the art of making their
couch luxuriously agreeable, by picking the hemlock fine, and at
spreading over it a buffalo skin. Samn Hoit had evidently boecome thr
acquainted with " considerable" bah lore at his University of II
Toronto. o
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CHAPTER XIII.

THE YANKEE STOREKEEPER.

TiiREE men stood with their axes amid the primeval foreet. Vast
trunks rose around them to an altitude of thirty or even ffty feet
without a bough; above, "a boundless contiguity of shade," and
below, a dense undergrowth of shrubs, which seemed in some
places impenetrable jungle. Three axes against thirty thousand
trees. The odds were immensely in the dryads' favour; the

pines and hardwoods might have laughed in every leaf at the
puny power threatening their immemorial empire, and settled that
ris inertie alone must overcome.

If, as Tennyson has bestowed upon the larkspur ears, the highier
vegetation can listen also, the following conversation would that
day have been heard from the triad of axinen beginning their
campaign against the forest, and "bating no jot of heart or hope"
in the contest.

"Here's the site for your shanty," said Mr. Holt, dealing a blow
on a fine maple before him, which left a white scar along the bark.
"It has the double advantage of being close to this fine spring
creek, and sufficiently near the concession line."

"And I'n sanguine enoughto believe that there will be a view
at some future period," added Robert, "when we have hewed
through some hundred yards of solid timber in front. By the way,
iolt, why are all the settlers' locations I have yet seen in the

country so destitute of wood about them? A man seems to think
it his duty to extirpate everything that grows higher than a pump-
kin; one would imagine it ought to be easy enough to leave
clumps of trees in picturesque spots, so as to produce the effect of
the ornamental plantations at home. Now I do not mean exclu-
sively the lowest grade of settlers, fS of coue from them so much
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ta4- vas not to be expected ; but gentlemen farmers. and such
like."

"I 4re say they contract sucli an antipathy to wood of every
species during their years of clearing, that it is thenceforth re- W
garded as a natural enemy, to be eut down wherever met witb.
And when you have gen one of our Canadian hurricanes, you will
understand why.an umbrageous elm or a majestic oak near one's th
(lwellings may not always be a source of pleasurable sensations." n

"Still, I mean to spare th't beautiful butternut yonder," said th
Robert; of all trees in the forest it is prettiest. And I shall try so
to clear altogether in an artistie manner, with an eve to the prin- H
ciples of landscape gardening. Why, Holt! many an English h
parvenu planning the grounds of his country seat, and contemplat-
ing the dwarf larches and infantine beeches struggling for thirty m
years to maturity, would give a thousand guineas for some of these n<
lordly oaks and walnuts, just as they stand." wi

Sam Holt refrained from expressing his conviction that, after a
winter's chopping, Robert would retract his admiration for timber le
in any shape, and would value more highly a bald-looking stumpy ag
acre prepared for fall wheat, than the most picturesque maple- ia
clump, except so far as the latter boded sugar. r

" To leave landscape gardening for after consideration," said he,
with some slight irony, "let us apply ourselvese at present to the il
shanty. I think, by working hard, we might have walls and roof ,of
up before dark. Twenty by twelve will probably be large enough it
for the present-eh, Robert?" in

Oh yes, certainly; for the house was to be commenced-so soon, s
that the shanty oould be regarded only as a temporary shelter. ho
Blessed, labour-lightening sanguinenes of youth! that can bound
over intermediate steps of toil, and aemplish in a few thoughts t
the work of mnonths or yeas.

So Mr. Holt measured the above dimensions en the ground, ful
choosing a spot where the trunl< appeared something less maive
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than elsewhere, and set his auxiliaries to cut down all the trees
within the oblong, and for a certain distance round; arranging
also that the logs should fall as near as might be to where they
were wanted for the walls.

Now, the seàttler's first-felled tree - is to him like a schoolboy's
flrst Latin 1ie1rPnsion, or a lawyer's first brief-the pledge of ability,
the earnest of future performances. Every success braces the
nerves of mind, as well as the muscles of body. A victory over
the woodland was embodied in that fallen maple. But Andy was
so near getting smashed in the coming down of his tree, that Mr.
Holt ordered him to lay by the axe, and bring bis spade, to dig a
hole in a certain spot within the oblong.

"An' it's mighty harmless that crathur 'ud be iagin the wood,"
muttered the Irishman; "throth, the earth in <his conthry is
mostly timber. An' in the name of wondher what does he want
wid a hole, barrin' we're to burrow like rabbits ?"

But the others were too busy felling or chopping trees into
lengths of log, to heed Andy's wonderment; and the novices were
agreeably surprised to find how dexterous they became in the
handling of the axe, after even a few hours' practice. Their spirits
rose; for " nothing succeeds like success," saith the Frenchnan.

"Now I'il give you a lesson in basswood troughs," said Mr.
Hoit. "IThis shanty of yoErs is to be -- >ofed with a double layer

>of troughs, laid hollow to hollow ; and we choose basswood because
it is the easiest Aplit and scooped. Shingle is another sort of roof-
ing, and that must be on your house ; but troughs are best for the
shanty. See here; first split the log fair in the middle ; then
hollow the flat side with the adze."

Robert was practising his precepts bsfly, when he was almost
startled by a strange nasal voice beside him,

"Considerable well for a beginner; but I guess you put a powoe-
ful del too muh strength iMyer stroke. yet, stranger."

The speaker was a tali in man, with black hair to correspond,
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and lantern jaws; little cunning eves, and a few serubbv -atoIis
of rusty stubble on chin and cheeks. Robert disliked hin at one'.

"Whv didn't vou stop at the 'Corner' vesterday? 'Twarni't
neighbourly to go on right away like that. But it all come, I
reckon, of Britisher pride and impudence."

Robert looked at him fuk, and demanded, "Pray who are voti.
sir?"

"4Zack Bunting as keeps the store," replied the other. "I'm not
ashamed neither of my name nor country, which is the U--nited
States, under the glorious stars and stripes. I come up to help in
raising the shanty, as J guessed you'd be at it to-day."

Young Wynn hardly knew what to reply to such an odd mixturie
of insolence and apparent kindness. The Yankee took the adze
from his hand before he could speak, and set about hollowing
troughs very rapidly.

"You chop, and l'Il scoop, for a start. Now I guess you hain't
been used to this sort of thing, when you was to hum? You needn't
hardly tell, for white hands like yourn there ain't o' much use
nohow in the bush. You must come down a peg, I reckon, and let
'em blacken like other folks, and grow kinder hard, afore they'll

itake to the axe properly. How many acres do you intend to clear
this winter ?"

"As many as I can."
"IHumph ! you should blaze 'em off all round, and work 'em

reglar. You han't more than a month's 'brushing' now. Are you
married?"

"INo," replied Robert, waxing fidrce internally at this catechism. t
"Are you?" by way of retaliation. -

"This twenty year. Raised most of our family in the State& d
The old woman's spry enough yet, as you'il see when you come to
the' Corner.'

Al, this time Mr. Bunting was chewing tobacco, and dischargiug h
the huid about with marvellous copiousnees, at intervais. Robert
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thought his dried-up appearance capable of explanation. "What
:made vou cone to settle in the bush ?" was his next question.

"Holt !" called out Robert, quite unable patiently to endure any
further cross-examination ; and he walked away through the trees
to say to his friend-" There's an intolerable Yankee yonder, split-

ting troughs as fast as possible, but his tongue is more than I can
bear."

" Leave him to me," answered Sam; "his labour is worth a
little annoyance, anyhow: l'Il fix him." But he quietly continued
at his own work, notwithstanding, and kept Robert beside him.

Mr. Bunting speedily tired of manufacturing the basswood
troughs alone, and sloped over to the group who were raising the
walls of the shanty.

"IWal, I guess you're gitting along considerable smart," he ob-
served, after a lengthened stare, which amused Arthur highly, for
the concentration of inquisitiveness it betrayed. "'Tain't an easy
job for greenhorns ,nohow; but ye take to it kipder nateral,
like the wood-duck to the pond." He chewed aflhile, watching
Sam's proceedings narrowly. "I guess this ain't your inst time of
notching logs, by a long chalk, stranger?"

"Perhaps so, perhaps not," was the reply. "Here, lend a
hand with this stick, Mr. Bunting."

Zack took bis hands from the pockets of lis lean rusty trowsers,
and helped to fit the log to its place, on the front wall ; which, in
a shanty, is always higher than the back, making a fall to the roof,
Mr. Holt managed to keep the Yankee so closely employed during
the next hor, that he teok out ôf him the work of two, and utterly
quenched hie loquacity for the time being. "RHe shall earn his
dinner, at all events," quoth Sam to hiiself.

"Wal, stranger, yon are a close shave," said Zack, sitting down
to rest, and' fanning himelf with a dirty brownish rag by way of
handkerchief. "I hain't worked so hard at any 'bee' this twelve
month. You warn't born last week, I guess."
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" reekon not," replied Sam, receiving ote conpilieint as con-
seious merit should. "But we're inot half done, Mr. Bunting : anl4
I'd like such a knowledgeable head as yours to help fix th
troughs."

"Oil for oil, in this world," thought Robert.
"Throth, they'll build me up intirely," said Andy to hipsel

" an' sorra door to get out or in by, only four walls an' a lole in
the middle of the floor. Of all the quare houses that iver I see.
this shanty bates them hollow. Masther Robert! " calling aloud.
"I wondher have I dug deep enough ?'"

" Come out here, and get dinner," was the response. "WeT
see to-morrow."

"'Tis asier said than done," remarked Andy, looking for a niche
between the logs to put his foot in. "JI hope this isntthe way
we'll always have to be clamberin' into our house; but sorra other
way do I see, barrin' the hole's to be a passage ondherground."

" You goose! the hole is to be a cellar, wherein to keep potatoes
and pork," said his master, overhearing the tale of his -soliloquy.
Andy departed to his cookery enlightened.

Before the pan had done friEling, whole rows of the ready-mad;
troughs were laid along the roof, sloping from the upper wall plate
to the back ; and Mr. Bunting had even begun to place the cover-
ing troughs with either edge of the hollow curving into the centr(
of that underneath. Robert and Arthur were chinking the wal,
by driving pieces of wood into every crevice between the logs:
mss and lay for a further stuffing must be afterwards found.

If the Yankee were quick at work, he ftlff!!cd the other sequert
of the adage likewise. His dinner was almost a sleight-of-hand
performance. Arthur could hardly eat his own for concealec ]
amusement at the gulf-like capacity of his mouth, and the aston-
ishing rapidity with which the eatbles vanibed. ji

"While you'd be sayin' 'tlirapotiek,' he tucke4in a qparter of a
stone of praties and a couple of pound of rashers," said Andy after- h
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wards. "' Befrtie the gintlemen was half dont, he was pickmIg liv
in. yaller tet th wed a pin, an' discoorsin' 'em as impident as if lhe
was a gintleman himself, the spalpeen "

All unwitting of the storm gathering in thl person of the cook.
Mr. Buntin lii indulge in some free and easy reflections upoi
Britishers in general, and the present company in particular; also
of the sanw cook's attendance during tlheir meal.

"Now I ruess we free-born Americans don't be above having oir
helps to eat with us: we ain't poor and proud. as that comes te.
But l'Il see ye brought down to it. or my name's not Zack 9}nting.
It tickles me to see aristocrats like yýe at work-rael hard work, ti
take the consait out of ye; and if I was this feller," glancing at
Andv, " I'd make tracks if ye didn't give me my rights, smairt
enough."

The glow in the Irish servant's eyes was not to be mistaken.

" I guess Ive riled you a bit," added the Yankee, wonderingly.
" An' what's my rights, sir, if yer honour would be plasin' to tell

me ?" asked Andy, with mock obsequiousness; "for I donno of a
single one this minit, barrin' to do what my master bids me."

"Because I calc'late you've been raised in them mean opinion,.
an' to think verself not as good flesh an' blood as the aristocrats
that keep you in bondage."

" Come now," interrnpted Sam Holt, "you shut up, Mr. Bunt-
ing. It's no bondage to eat one's dinner afterwards ; and he'll b
twice as comfortable."

"That's thrue," said Andy; "I never yet could ate my bit in
presence of the quality. se that's one right I'd forgive ; and as for
me-the likes of me-bein' as good blood as the Misther Wynns of
Dunore, I'd as soon think the Yankee was himself.'

With sovereign oontempt, Andy turned his back on Mr. Bunt-
ing, and proceeded to cook his dinner.

"Wai, it's the first time I see a feller's dander riz for tellin*
him he's as good as another," remarked Zack, sauntering in the

10.?>



CEPAR <lE- .

k tf the o trs towards twe untimshel shant v I r ek n t

almo st timt for ie to nake traks o hum ,ithe ole womanî will im
k-in' out. But I ay. stranger, what are von on to do witt

t hat beaver m 4ead how on the reek It' a choice shce

pasture, that.

'ut the grass in summer." replied Sam Holt, tolerably sure
wha was ominç.

I'v- as fine a red heifer." said the Yankee, confidentially, " '

ev r was milked, and d let vou have it, being a new comer, and
lot Up to the wavs of the country, very cheap." His little black
eVes twinkled. Id like to drive a trade with vou. I would ; tor
she's a rael prime article.'

"Thank vou," said Mr. Holt, "but we don't contemplate (lairy
farming as vet." Zack rould not be rebuffed under half-a-dozen
refusals. "XWal, if vou won't trade. vou'll be wantin' fixins fromi
the store. an' I have most everythin' in stock. Some of my laid.
will be along to see von to-morrow, I reckon, and any whiskey or
tobacco you wanted they could bring; and if vou chose to run a
1bil--"

Refused also, with thanks, as the magazines-say to reected con-

tributions. This, then, was the purport of Mr. Bunting's visit: to
gratify curiosity : to drive a trade; to estimate the new settlers'
worldly wealth, in order to trust or not, as seemed prudent. While
at dinner, he had taken a mental inventory and valuation of
the boxes and bales about, submitting them to a closer examina-
tion where possible. At the time, Robert thought it simply an
indulgence of inordinate curiosity, but the deeper motive of self- t
interest lay behind. t

"4In their own phrase, that fellow cati see daylight," remarked
Mr. Holt, as Zack's lean figure disappeared among the trees. '1i 4

never saw little eyes, set in a parenthesis of yellow crowsfeet at the
corners, that did not betoken cunning."'

a
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THE CORNER.

CHAPTER XIV.

TlHE "CO R N FR.

SEVERAL days were employed in plasterin all the c-revices of the
sianty with clay. eutting out a doorway and a single window in the
r)nt wall. and building a hearth and chimney. But when eom-
'plted. and the goods and ehattels moved in, quite a proud sense
of proprietorship stole into the owner's heart.

As vet, this arduous bush-life had not eeased to be as it were a
play: Sam Holt's eheery companionship took the edge off every
hardship; and their youthful health and strength flourished undeI
toil.

Now. considerinz we are to be dependent on ourselves for fur-
niture, the best thing I can fashion in the first instance will be a
workhench." said Arthur. whose turn for carpentering was decided.
· Little I ever thought that my childish tool-box was educating me
for this."

1 1 think a door ought to be vour first performance," suggested
Robert. "Our mansion would be snugger with a door than a
screen of hemlock brush."

- But I must go to the 'Corner' for boards, and that will take
an entire day, the road is so vile. I can't see why I couldn't hew
boards out of a pine mvself, eh, Ilt ?"

"You want to try your hand at ' slabbing,' do you? I warn vou
that the labour is no joke, and the planks never look so neat as
those from the mwmill."'

"We have flung 'looks' overboard long ago," replied Arthur.
" Come, teach me, like a good fellow."

" Chooe your tree as clean and straight in the grain as posibe."
"And how am I to tell how its grain runs?" asfked the pupil.
"Experiment is the only certainty ; but if the tree b. perfectly

E 2
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clear of knots for thirty or forty feet, and its larger limbs drooping sole
downwards, so as to shelter the trunk in a measure from the felt
influence of the sun, these are presumptions in favour of the grain
running straight." in ti

"What has the sun to do with it?' one'
"The grain of most trees naturMllyinrlmes to follow the annual A

course of the sun. Hene its winding8, in great measure. Having inai
selected and felled your pine, cut it across into loge of the length and
of plank you want."

"But you said something of experiment in deciding about the any
grain of the wood." "

"IOh, by cutmg out a piee, ad testing it with the axe, to see An
whether it splits fair. When you have the loge choppednmark the "
ends with a bit of charcoal into the vidth of your planks: then "D
slab them asander with wedges." me

"Rolt, where did you pick up aeh a variety of knowledgeas
you have ?"

"I picked up this item among the lumber-men. You must know co
I spent more than one long vacation in exploring the most out4 T
the-way locations I comld find .But Id advise you to go to the fore
sawmiil for your planks, though I do umdetand the theory of rou
slabbing. we

After due consideratio-and agls for the window was a want
for which the forent could supply no subsitute-it was agreed that was
all should take a half-holiday next day, and go down to the "Cor- on
mer" to uncle Zack' store. "

"Now that is settled," nid Robert, witb a little daCktv, "I nid
wanted to say-that is, I've been thinking-4ht we are hee in the on
wik~ee, Ifr away frme lice amd good tngs of that kind.
and we ought to hy myers t rwn every eening, as my ee
ma-h. s. at&wae.T

"oetainy," aid bot Arthmr d Sam Ke e.
«I have never no fek the pecie of God," add RÔbert,
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solemnly, " as since I've been in tlhese forest solitudes ; never so
felt my utter dependence upon him for everything."

"No," rejoined Sam. "He seems to draw very near to the soul
in the midst of these his grand works. The very stillineus exalts
one's heart towards hin."

And so that good habit of family worship was commenced.
inaugurating the shanty that very night. Andy Callaghan sat by
and listened.

" Throth, but they're fine words," said he. "I wouldn't believe
any one now, that that book is bad to listen to."

" And at home you'd run away friom the sight of it. Hlow's that.
Andy ?" asked Mr. Wynn.

"It's aisy explained, sir," replied the servant, looking droll.
"Don't you see, I haven't bis riverence at me elbow here, to turn
me into a goat if I did anything contrary, or to tom me into purga-
tory the minit the breath is out of my poor body."

Thouands of Andy's cou'trymen find the same relief to their
consciences as soon as they tread the free soil of Canada West

Truly a primitive settlement was the "Corner." The dusk
forest closed about its half dozen huts threateningly, as an army
round a handful of invincibles. Stumps were everywhere that trees
were not ; one log<bin was erected upon four, as it had been, legs
ready to walk away with th'e edifice. "Uncle Zack's" little store
was the most important building in the place, next to the sawmill
on the stream.

" The situation must be unbealthy," said Robert; "here's marsh
under my very feet. Why, there's a far better site for a tow1r plot
on my Iand, Hoit."

"Ay, and a better water-privilege too. Let me see wbat your
energy does towards developing its resources, Robèrt."

They discovered one soure of the stekeeper'a prnsperity in the
enrmous price he eax1 for the commoesot article. Neceaity
alne. could have driven Arthur to pay what he did for the wretched
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littie window of four panes to light the shanty. And uncle Zack h e I

had as much to say about the expense and difficulty of getting bee

goods to a locality so remote, and as much sympathizing with his to t

purchaser because of the exorbitant cost, as if he were a philanthro- '

pist, seeking solely the convenience of his neighbours by his sales. und

" That'iellow's a master of soft sawder when he chooses: but did NoI

you see how he clutched the hard cash after all? My opinion is, nad

he don't often get paid in the circulating medium," said Arthur. as'

"Of that you may be sure," rejoined Sam Holt; "currency here fallk

lies more in potash or four, just as they have salt in Abyssinia. of a

Society seems to be rather mixed at the 'Corner.' Yonder's a Rot

Feçnch Canadian, and here's an Indian." nigi

No glorious red man, attired in savage finery of paint and of n

feathers; no sculptor's ideal form, or novelist's heroic countenance: suit

but a mild-looking person, in an old shooting jacket and red flannel "

shirt, with a straw hat sbading his pale coppery complexion. He gau!

wield a tomahawk or march on a war trail! Never. And where inea

was the grim taciturnity of his forefathers? le answered when "

spoken to, not in Mohawk, or Cherokee, or Delaware, but in nasal that

Yankeefled English; nay, he seemed weakly garrulous. deat

" There's another preconceived idea knoeked on the head," said the

Arthur. "My glorious ideal Indian ! you are fallen, never to rise." mj

CHAPTER XV.

ANDY TREES A "BATE."the

Dooa and window were fitted into the holes eut in the front wal1of bun

the shanty, and no carpenter's 'prentice would have owned to such he a

clumisy joinery ; but Arthur was finshed with succeos, because the mug

door could positively shut, and the window could open. He even 6"

projected tables and chairs inbis ambitions imagination, aude with And

the bedstead of ironwood poles and platted bamswork bark, which "
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he had already improvised ; and which couch of honour would have
been awarded by common consent to Mr. Holt, had he not adhered
to the hemlock brush with all the affection of an amateur.

The great matter on the minds of our settlers now, was the
underbrushing. They might calculate on the whole month of
November for their work-the beautiful dreamy November of Ca-
nada, as different from its foggy and muddy namesake in Britain
as well may be. Measuring off thirty acres as next summer's
fallow, by blazing the trees in a line around, took up the best part
Of a day ; and it nece'tated also a more thorough examination of
Robert's domains. Such giant trees ! One monarch pine must be
nigh a hundred feet from root to crest. The great preponderance
of maple showed that the national leaf symbol of Canada had been
suitably selected.

"And is there no means," quoth Robert, who had been mentally
gàauging his small axe with the infinitude of forest-" is there no
means of getting rid of wood without chopping it down?"

"Well, yes, some slower means still; the trees may be ' girdled;'
that is, a ring of bark cut from the trunk nearthe base, which causes
death in so far that no foliage appears next spring: consequently
the tall melancholy skeleton will preside over your crops without
injury."

"Can't say I admire that plan."
"You are fastidious. Perhaps yon would le 'niggers' better ?"

"I thought they were contraband in any but slave states."
"Oh, these are 'niggers' inanimate-pieces of wood laid round

the trnnk, and set on fire where they touch it; ofcourse the treeis
burned through in proces of time. These two expedients might
he useful in subidiary aids; but you perceive your grand reliance
must be on the axe."

"There is no royal road to felling, any more than to learning.
And when mayI hope to get rid of the stumps?"

"I don% think the pine stamps ever decay; but the hardwood,
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or those of deciduons trees, may be hitched up by oxen and a crow-
bar after six or seven years; or you might burn them down." ex

"Hulloa! what's that ?"
The exclamation was from Rot, following a much louder ex- R<

clamation from Andy in advance. "ie has met with some wild
animal," concluded Mr. Holt. Ie was certainly cutting the th
strangest capers, and flourishing his hand as if the fingers were
burned, howling the while between rage and terror. (e

"You disgustin' little varmint ! you dirty vagabone, to stick all
thim things in me hand,an'me only goin' to lay a hold -onve B
gentle-like, to see what sort of an outlandish baste ye was! Look, ai
Masther Robert, what he did to me with a slap of his tail !"

Callaghan's fingers radiated handsomely with porcupine's quills, h
some inches long, stuck in pretty strongly and deeply; and the
animal himself, quite ready for further offenhale warfare, crouched p
in the fork of a small maple, just out of reach.

" Ah, then, come down here, you unnatural baste, an' may be
I won't strip off your purty feathers," exclaimed Andy with b
unction.

"Cut down the tree," suggested Arthur. But the porcupine,
being more au fait with the ways of the woods than these new
comers, got away among the branches into a thicket too dense for w
pursuit.

"4They're as, sharp as soords," soliloquzed the sufferer, as he
picked out the quills from his hand and wrist in rather gingerly
fashion, and stançhed the blood that folowed. "Masther Robert,
avourneenis he a four-footed baste or a fowl? for hehas some of
the signs of both on hlm. Wisha, good luek to the poor ould
countbry, where ail our animalis l daeent and respectable, sime St.
Patriek gev the huntin to all the varmint."

"A thrashing from a poreupine's tail would be no joke,"obServed
Arthur.

"'re known dogs killed by it" said Mr. Holt. "The qulls a
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work into all parts of their bodies, and the barbed points make
extraction very difficult."

"I believe the Indians use these in some sort of embroidery."
Robert held in his hand a bunch of the quills such as had wounded
Andy's fingers. "I've seen penholders of them, when I little
thought I should handle the unsophisticated originals out here."

Before this time he had learned how enervating were reminis-
(ences of home; he resolutely put away the remembrance from
him now, and walked on to chop the blaze on the next tree.
Breast-high the mark was eut, and at one blaze another could
always be discerned ahead.

"I've a regard for the beeches and elms," quoth he, as he
hacked at a hickory stem. They are home trees; but the shrnbe
have chiefly foreign faces, so I can chop them down without com-
punction."

Al such sentimental distinctions will evaporate when you gin
ihto the spirit of your work," said bis friend Sam. "Your u*der-
brushing rule does not spare anything less than six inches in dia-
meter; all must be eut close to the ground, and piled in heaps for
the burning."

"A tolerable job to clear such a thicket as this! What a net-
work of roots must interlace every foot of soil !"

" Rather, I should say. But the first crop will amply repay your
pains, even though your wheat and Indian corn struggle into ex-
istence thr9ugh stumps and interlacing roots. Then there's the
potash-tirty dollars a barrel for second quality : Ies 'than two
and a haif acres of hardwood timber will produce a barrel"

"I dou't quite undersand."
"Next siamer, after your logging bee, you'll know what I

mean. This ' creek is as if 'twas made on purpose for an

"By the way, here's my site for a town plot ;" as they came to
a mue ntural cascade over a granite barrier, after whieh plunge
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the stream hurried down the slope towards the beaver meadow. e:

"Water power for half a dozen mills going to waste there, k

Hoit."
"Let's give it a name !" sang out Arthur-" this our cityof

magnificent intentions." 
" I hope von won't call it Dublin on the Liffey," said Mr. Holt. I

"Ilow I hate those imported names-sinking our nationality in a

ludicrous parody on English topography-such as London on the fi

Thames, Windsor, Whitby, Woodstock; while the language that M

furnished 'Toronto,' 'Quebec,' 'Ottawa,' lies still unexplored as b

a mine «of musical nomenclature."
"I IJdefault of an Indian name," said Robert, "let us call our

future settlement after the existing fact-CEDAR CREEK."
"And posterity can alter it, if it chooses," rejoined Arthur. "Al

right. Now lIl cut down this birch where the post-office is to î

stand hereafter ;" and a few sturdy blows of his axe prostrated the

young tree. "When I'm writing to Linda, I shall date from Cedar e

Creek, which will give her an exalted idea of our location: at the

same time she'll be convinced it is situated on the seashore, if I a

forget to say that in Canada every stream is a 'creek."'
"Our people have an absurd partiality for what they imagine f

'handsome names,"' said Mr. Holt. "Not satisfied with giving

their çhildren the most far-fetched they can discover-for in-

stance, we have a maid Armenia, at Maple Grove, and I could not

resist designating her brother as Ararat, by way of localizing

their relationsbip-but also the young settlements of the country

have often the most bombastie names. In the backwoods, one

time, I found a party of honest settlers in a tavern over an old t

romance, searching for some sufficiently high-sounding title to

confer on their cluster of cabins."
"Iwas amused to findthat JackBunting's eldest son iscalled i

Nimrod, amiliarized to 'Nim,"' said Robert. "Inever saw a more

remarkable likenes to a parent, in, body and mind, than that youth
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exhibits: every tuft of ragged beard and every twinkle of the
knowing little eyes are to match."

Nearing the shanty they heard a sound as of one making merry,
and espied in the window the glow of a glorious fire. Within,
Peter Logan was making himself at home, cooking his dinner,
while he trilled a Yankee ditty at the top of his powerful voice.

No manner of apology for having opened their cellar, and made
free with their barrel of pork, did he seem to think necessary; but
when his meal was finished, he inquired abruptly why they hadn't
built their chimney of "cats ?" "For I reckon this stick chimney
will blaze up some night," added he. q

Robert hearkened at that startling intimation.
"Mine is of cats," said Mr. Logan. "Cats is lay," he conti-

nued sententiously, "kinder like stràw an' clay mixed up. I guess
I'il stay an' help you to fix one to-morrow, if you've a mind to."

With rugged but real kindness, he took a day from his hunting
excursion for the purpose. The framework of the new chimney
was of four upright poles, set in one corner of the shanty, and laced
across by rungs of wood, round which the clay was well kneaded,
and plastered inside. An opening three feet high was left for the
fireplace in front. Peter promised that by and by the clay would
burn hard and red, like tilework.

" I wonder you have not built yourself a handsome house, before
now," said Mr. Wynn, "instead of that handsome barn. Why you
live in a shanty, while your corn is in a frame building, puzzles
me."

" Ay," assented the settler, "but the frme barn is paving
the way for the frame house, I calculate: Benny 'Il have both ;
and for the present I'd sooner have my crops comfortable thian
myself;" a persuasion whieh IRobert afterwards found to be rooted
in common sense, for the Canadian elimate permits not of staoksor
ricks wintering in the open air.

After his usual unmannerly fashion, Mr. Logan bade no farewell,
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but shouldered his gun at some hour prior to daybreak, and,
knapsack on back, left the sleeping camp by the light of a young
moon.

CHAPTER XVI.

LOST IN THE WOODS-->

ONE day it happened that about noon, while Arthur was ." brushing"
at a short distance from the shanty, he noticed a pack of grouse
among the underwood within shot. Dropping his axe, he ran home
for the gun, which stood loaded in one corner.

It was not altogether the sportsman's organ of destructiveness
(for he had never forgotten little Jay's lesson on that head), but
probably a growing dislike to the constant diet of pork that urged
him to an unrelenting pursuit. Cautiously he crept through the
thickets, having wafted an unavailing sigh for the pointer he had
left at Dunore, his companion over many a fallow and stable field,
who would greatly have simplified this business. Unconsciously
he crossed the blazed· side-line of the lot into the dense cover
beyond, tantaized by glimpses of game, which never came near
enough for good aim. ''I must regularly stalk them," thought
Arthur.

Noiselessly creeping on, he was suddenly brought to by an
unexpected sight. The head and horns of a noble buck were for a
moment visible throug the thicket. Arthur's heart throbbed in
his ears as he stood perfectly motionless. Grouse ere ry
forgotten in the vision of venion. With every se con
in his eyes, he wateked the brush which screened the browi
deer. By a slight erackliag of twigs presently,he was made aw
that the animal was moving forward; he crept in the e
direction. Th,leaves had been damped by a shower two
before, and the cloudy day permitted them to retain =noistur, or
their crispness might have betrayed his tread.
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Ha ! a dried stick on which he inadvertently set his foot snapped
across. The splendid shy eyes of the deer looked round in alarm
as he bounded away. A shot rang through the forest after him,
waking such a clamour of jays and crows and woodpeckers, that
Arthur was quite provoûked with them, they seemed exnltng over
his failure. Puhhing aside the dried timber which had caused this
mischance, he pressed on the track of the deer impetuously. He
could not believe that his shot had misnd altogether, though the
white tail had been erected so defiantly ; which "showing of the
white feather," as the Canadian sportsman calls it, is a sign that
the animal is unwounded.

But four feet had much the advantage of two in the chase. One
other glimpse of the flying deer, as ho came ont on the brow of a
ridge, was al that Arthur was favoured with. Some partridge got
up, and this time he was more successful; he picked up a bird,
and turned homewards.

Homewards! After walking a hundred yards or so he paused.
Had he indeed gone baci on his own track? for he had never
seen this clump of pines before. He could not have passed it
previously without notice of its sombre shade and massive boles.
Ie would return a little distance, and look for the path his pasage
muet have made in brushing through the thickets.

Brought to a stand again. This time by a small creek gergling
deeply beneath matted shrubs. He bad gone wrong-must have
diverged from his old course. More carefully than before, he
retraced his way to th pinAeliinmp. gnided by the unmistakeable
black plumage of the tree tops. There he stood to think what he
should do.

The sky was quite obscured: it had been so all the morning.
No guidance was t»obe hoped for from the position of the s. He
h hrd something of the mossonthe trees growng chiey4tthe
ncrth aide ; but on meiaithe pines seemed equllyisd
everywhere. What mnsee! surely he must be close teh&
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Own path. He would walk in every direction till he crossed th(-
track.

Boldly striking out again, and looking closely for footmarks on
the soft ground, he went along some distance; here and there
turned out of his straight course by a thicket too dense for pene-
tration, till before him rose pine-tops again. Could it be ? Tie
same pines he had left!

He covered his eyes in bewilderment. laving stood on the
spot for several minutes previously, he could not be mistaken.
Yet he thought he could have been sure that he was proceeding in
a direction diametrically opposite for the last quarter of an hour,
while he must have been going round in a circle. Now, indeed, he
felt that he was lost in the woods.

Poor Arthur's mind was a sort of blank for some minutes. All
the trees seemed alike-his memory seemed obliterated. What
horrid bewilderment had possession of his faculties? Shutting
him in, as by the wals of a living tomb, the great frowning forest
stood on all sides. A mariner on a plank in mid-ocean could not
have felt more hopeless and helpless.

Rousing himsIf with a shake from the numb chill sensation
which had begun to paralyze exertion, he thought that, if he could
reach the little creek before mentioned, he might pursue his
course, as it probably fell into their own lake at the foot of the
Cedars. Keeping the pine-tops in a right line behind him, he
succeeded in striking the creek, and discovering which way it
flowed. After pushing his way some hours along a path of
innmerable difficultiea, he found himseIf, in the waning light.,at
the edge of a cypress swamp.

Aimost man though he was, he could have sat down and cried.
Blackest night seemed to nestle under those matted boughs, and
the sullen gleams of stagnant water-the plash of a frog jumping
in-the wading birds that stalked about-told him what to expect
if he went further. At the same instant a gleam of copper sunset
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struck across the heavens on the tops of the evergreens, and the
west was not in the direction that the wanderer had imagined; he
now easily calculated that he had all this time been walking from
home instead of towards it.

Strange to say, a ray of hope was brought upon that sunbeam.
even coupled with the conviction that he had been hitherto so
wofully astray. To-morrow might be bright (and to all the
wanderers in this world the anchor is to-morrow); he would be
able to guide his course by the sun, and would come all right. He
resolved to spend the night in a tree near bis fire for fear of wild
beasts, and selected a fine branching cedar for his dormitory.
Laying bis gun securely in one of the forks, and coiling bimself up
as snugly as possible, where four boughs radiated from the trunk,
about twenty feet from the groun4rhe settled himself to sleep as
in an arm-chair, with the great hushing silence of the forest
aroundbim. Unusual as bis circumstances were, he was soon wrapt
in a dreamless slumber.

Diill and slow dawned the November morning among the trees:
broad daylight on their tops, when but a twilight reached the
eartb, sixty or eighty feet below. Arthur found himself rather stiff
and chill after his unwonted night's lodging; he tried to gather up
the brands of the evening's fire, which had sunk hours before in'o
grey ashes, that he might at least warm himelf before proceeding
further. Simultaneously with its kindling appeared the sun-oh,
welcome sight I and shot a golden arrow aslant a line of trees. Then
was revealed te Arthur the mossy secret of wood-craft, that the
north side bears a covering withheld frem the south f or he per-
ceived that, viewed in the aggregate, the partial greenery on the
various barks was very distinct. Ernmining individual tru.'ks
would not show this; but looking at a mas, the fact was evident.

Now he knew the points of the compass; but of what practical
avail waa his knowledge? Whether ho had wandered froea the
shanty to the north, south, east, or west, was only conjectur How
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could that creek have lcd him astray? He must have crossed the
rising ground separating two water-sheds-that sloping towards his
own lake and towards ome other. There fiowed the little streami
noiselessly, sucked into the swampy eypreu grove : of course it
got out somewhere at the other side; but as to following it any
further into the dismal tangled recesses, with only a chance of
emergence in a right direction, he felt disinclined to try.

No breakfast for him but a drink of water; though with carni-
vorous eyes he saw the pretty speckled trout glide through the
brown pool where he dipped his hand; and he crossed. the creek
over a llen tree, ascending to the eastward. He could not be
insensible to the beauty of nature this morning-to thenajesty of
the mighty forest, stding in still solemnity over the face of the
earth. Magnifieent repose! The world seemed not yet wakened:
the air was motionles as crystal; the infinitely coloured foliage
clung to maples and aspens-tattered relies of the royal raiment of
summer. The olden awe overshadowed Arthur's heart; his
Creator's presence permeated these sublime works of Deity. Alone
in the untrodden woods, his soul reoognised its God; and a oertain
degree of freedom from anxiety was the remult Permonal effort was
not bis sole dependence, since he had felt that God was present.
and powerful.

Still he kept on to the south-east, hoping at laest to strike Some
of the inhabited townships; and the unvarying solidity of forest
was well nigh disheartenig hlim, when he saw, after meveral miles
walking, the distinctly defled imprint of a man's foot on soE
clayey sil near a lump of chestaut trees. Yes, there could be no
miake: some person hed pauSed not long since ; nd though the
tracka led away considerably from the south-eaterly drectio he
had hithoeto kep he tmrmed, withmot hesitation to foiew them,
nd proceded as rapidly as posble, inhope of evertaking the
esoiy pederi.n, whoever emho ight be. He éhoutd aleed, he
mag se. v of rins f lr old mng; but no re
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other human voice came, anxiously as he listened for such echo.
But the footmarks were before his eyes as tangible evidence: he
had got very sharp by this time at detecting the presure of a heel
on the dead leaves, or the displacement of a plant by quick steps.
The tracks must lead to something. Certainly; they led to a
(reek.

Impossible! It eannot be that he has followed his own, foot-
printe of yesterday! Planting his boot firmly on the'bank beside
the other mark, he compared the twain. A glance wa enough
the impressions were identical.

The bewildered feeling of one in a labyrinth recurred. He saw
nothing better for it than to return to the point whence he had
diverged to follow the tracks. . He now remembered having made
this détour the previons day, to avoid cutting bis way through a
dense underwood on the bank of the stream.

Nigh an hour had been Iot by this delusive retracing of foot-
marks. He thought that if he climbed the highest tree he could
find, he would be able to get a bird's eye view of the countrv
rmund. Oh that he might behold some islet of clearing amid the
oean of woods!

To reach the branches of any of the largest trees was the diffi-
eulty; for the smooth shaft of a massive marble pillar would be as
easly climbed as the trunk of some arboreal giants here, rising
fifty feet clear of boughs. However, by swinging from the smaller
trees, he accomplished hie object, and saw beneath him on al sides
the vet continuity of forest.

Desert coUld not be kmelier nor more monotonous. No glim.
mer even of dcitant lake on the horionu; no brown spots of elear-
ing; no variety, sve the autumn coat of many colours, contrasted
with mbre patches ef pine. Stay-was not that a faint hase of
snoke yonder ? a Ight bluish mist fuing over a particular spot,
harly moving in the sI air. Arthur earefully noted the diree-
en, Md ee down from his obsevatory on the run. He wa uen-
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fident there must be a trapper's fire, or a camp, or some other traces md
of humanity where that thin haze hung. H1e could not be baulked moi
this time. Hope, which is verily a beauteous hydra in the young ing
breast, revived again in strength. If he only had somewhat to eat, Art
lie wouldn't mind the long tramp before him. Beechmaat rather
increased than appeased his hunger; and nothing came in view
that could%e shot.

Ie had not walked far, when a sharp wild cry, as of some small
animal in pain, struck his ear. Pushing away the brush at the
left, he saw the cause-a little dark furry creature hanging to a i
sapling, as it seemed; and at his appearance the struggles to
escape were redoubled, and the weakly cries of fear became more this
piteous. Arthur perceived that to the top of the espling was tee
fastened a steel snaptrap, clasping a forepaw in its cruel teeth, No
and that each convulsive effort to get free only set the animal y
dangling in the air, as a troutis played from a rod. Hopelessly hea
snared, indeed, was the poor marten; he had not even the resource sea
of parting with hie paw, which, had he had any "purchase" to a
strive against, would probably have been his choice. By what 6
blandishments of bait he had ever been seduced into his preseat
melancholy position was out of Arthur's power to imagine.

But now at least it was beyond all doubt that me were near. a
Raising his eyes from inspection of the marten-trap, he saw on a my
tree'close by a freshly-cut biase. Some roda further e he coM a
se another. Now a queston arose, wbich way should h. folow
the line?-one end was probably in pathless foret. Be coeiluded ful
to take that direction which suited the smoke he hd oSen. . «

He wondered what blazed line this wa-whether markiag the
aide lots of a concesion,or a a'spivateroadthroghthe t
woods, Presently, at a little distance, the aight of -a Ms'S gre Ih
stooping almoat made bis heart lespinto hi mouth. How leglbe
.had been, how almoSt despeato -at tims, h. bad -no y wA
til this bis delivera0ce. Oh, tui blsed hunsn foea s bh
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rmdest trapper or Indian, Arthur could have embraced him. Much
more when, the face being lifted from examing the trap, and fix-
ing its eyes with a very astonished stare on the approaching figure,
Arthur recoguised the shrewd features of Peter Logan.

CHAPTER XVII.

BACK TO CEDAR CREEK.

"I DECLAR, if you hain't 'most skeered me r' w Peter's exclama-
tion. "For sartin I never seed a ghost, but it looked like enough
this time. Now, do tell what brought you so far from hum ? Thir.
teen mile, if it's a rod. You ain't lookin' partic'ler spry, anyhow.
Now, Arthur, doen't, poor lad, doen't."

For he could not speak during a minute or two; his arm pressed
hesvily on the backwoodsman's sturdy shoulder, in the effort to
deadythe strong trembling that shook him from head to foot like
a spasm of ague.

"Lost in the bush, you war ? Weil, that-ain't agreeble no-how
ez.tly ;" and Peter betook himself to a fumbling in his capacious
pocket for a tin flak, containing some reviving fuid. " Here, take
a pull--thisl fix you ail right Warn't it wonderful that I vent
my road of traps when I did, instead of early this mornin'. There's
a provdne in that, fop-artimn."

Deep in Arthur'S heart, ihe acknowledged the same truth grate-
fully.

"You've get a plaguy touch of ague, likely," added Peter con-
siderat.y, wfimg to shift the responihility of that trembling fiom
th mind to the body; "eapn' out is chill enough these nights.
Ihan'tuch"fmrde to go te the end o my blae,and thenIlbe
back with yoB. So wiil you vait or come aiong?"

Arthw Wd too latey wk huMaa smapany, to be willing to re-
inqui it ea with cert aiy fi<s return; lie dreadd othng
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su much as the mme solitude whence he had just emerged ; there-
fore he followed Peter, who over his shoulder earried a bag contain-
ng variou bodies of minka, fahers, and other furry animais, snared
in his trapo, and subsequently knocked on the head by his touglh
service-rod.

That night Arthur found comfortable shelter in Peter's hut, and
was initiated into many mysteries of a trapper's life, by him and
his half-Indian assistant. Next morning they guided him as far as
a surveyor's post, on which was legibly written the names of four
townships, which was the signal for the separation of the party.
Arthur turned, his face towards civilition, along a b&ased bound-
ary line. The others plunged deeper into the woods, walking in
the unsociable Indian fle.

The blazed line went on fairly enough fer some miles; oer
hilocks of lrdwood, and acrss marsbes ofiank evergreens, where
lkogs had been laid legthwiae for dry footing. At lat Arthr
thought he must be drawing ner 4o a clearing; for light appeafd
through the dense veil of trees before hin as if some extenive
week to theast continuity offorent ooearred beyon. Soon he
stodon its verge. Ay, surely a elèaring; but no hma bands
Wa bee at work

Hunireds of huge trees ay stwa about, asif thy had been
- eed off their stnp by m irresisti i power osiig0thie

branched heade and hurling therh to the eart. Ton up by the
masy rots, r twied vun you wOôl ry to brek an
obstinately tough withe, for many score of acres the wildest een-

ia f pmaeate les md eh - in pies, heqpd upen
n lihed in dei qg e Ie ste ayk ek, sud

l i àee Ithe antry. Artr wbd aeam p wht F e
s oei a "re " s .ted by sene paltial wirt*ind

during the preoeding oe.
Sk ed eàk sed f e t hthe

beAkfor Mi; a P&tmu"ieq s ß t nth, Md
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reminding the traveller of the explosive fury of some vast projectile.
The track of one has been observable for more than forty miles
right through the heart of uninhabited forest.

To cross the stupendous barrier seemed impossible to Arthur.
There was a tangled chaos of interlaced and withering boughs and
trunks: such a chevaux de frise might stop a regiment until some
slow sap eut a path through; and he was without axe, or even a
large knife. He must work his way round; and yet he was most
unwilling topart company with the blaze.

While hesitating, and rather ruefully contemplating the obstacle,
a sound at a considerable distance struck his ear. It was-oh,

joy !-the blows of an axe. Instantly he went in the direction.
When near enough to be heard, lie shouted. An answering hail
came from the other side of the windfall; but presently he saw tliat
an attempt had been made to log up the fallen timber in heaps,
and, making his way through the blackened stumps of extinet fires,
he reached the spot where two rough-looking men were at work
with handspikes and axes.

They bad built a little hut, whence a faint smoke curled, the
back wall of piled logs still wearing dead branches and foliage at
the ends. A reddish cur, as lawless-looking as his masters, rushed
from the doorway to snap at Arthur's heels. The suspicious

glances of the foresters bore hardly more welcome, till they heard
that the stranger belonged to the settlers on Cedar Pond, and had
simply lost his way. They informed him in return, with exceeding
frankness, that they were squatters, taking possession of this strip
of bush without anybody's leave, and determined to hold their own
against all comers. An apparently well-used rifle lying against a
log close by gave this speech considerable emphasis.

Arthur wanted nothing more from them than to be put on the
surveyor's line again; and, when directed to the blaze, speedily
left the sound of their axes far behind. In half an hour he reached
other traces of mankind-a regularly chopped road, where the
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trees had been felled for the proper width, and only here and thert H<
an obstinate trunk had come down wrongly, and lay right aeroos, his
to be climbed over or crept under according to the wayfarer's
taste. In marshy spots he was treated t strips of corduroy; for
the settled parts of the country were near. an

" HolloS! Uncle Zack, is that you ?"lac
The person addresSd stood in a snake-fenced field, superintend- nol

ing a couple of labourers. He turned round at the bail, and stared of
a if he did not believehis senses. .

"Wal, I guessI1warn'tnever skeered in mylifebefore. They're led
al out lookin' for you; Nim, an' the whole 'Corner' bodily. ad
Your brother's distracted ravin' mad this two days huntin' the
bush;btItold him you'dbe sartin sureto turn up somehow. pi

Now, whar are you runnin' so fast? there ain't nobody to hum, an' w
we 'greed tofirethe rifes as àignalwhoeverfUnt got tidinsof 
yon. Three shots arter anothe," as young Wyna fired inthe air. R
" Come, quick s wink, they'l be listenin'." the

"Robert will know the report," observedArthur, with a smlej e bis
think of his pleasure in the recognition, "if he'ser eanugh." kei

"We'll make traeks for the ' Crner,' I guss," sid unle 7ak
with alacrity; "that war the meetin'-place, a' you Muust be ai
powerful hungry. Id ha' been to sarh for you to<day, only them biu
irish fellers at th clearin' wanted lookin' arter precious bad."

(cLueky I got in them keg o' wbisky; he'llhave-toaand treat n

for the neighbow," thughlt 'cule unde Zeek, Mi a sort of menlal M

Pretheis). "But new do tell! you eta' gee aternie big r
reed, I gee. They took tbe Indjin t- te foer ye trail; them i
saveges bas nomes an' eye like hondan. We'il fr my Me freom
the store; ils bigrthan yo.- "heJ

His a t o a duriang Arthvr's i owing to
a jeiinaatauig of eoetsån pases ise essating 1hê greatet gi"
amomt of proft fom the ;batheo<àiveto r
his listeXing-with8sueh4appropriateint nas, NowdelI
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How you talk ! Wal, I kinder like to know !" mentally watering
his whisky the while.

Mrs. Zack, .also seeting the prey afar off, was polite as that
lady could be to good customers only. Arthur's impatience for the
arrival of the parties from the bush hardly permitted him to do
more than taste the meal she provided. Within doors he could
not stay, though weary enough to wait rest. The few log-cabins
of the "Gprner " looked more drowsily quiet than'isual; the.saw-
mll was silent. Zack was turning over some soiled and scribbled
ledgers on his counter. Suddenly a shot in the woods quite near:
a detachment of the searchers had arrived.

That the rejoicing would take its usual form, an emptying of his
spirit-kegs, Zack Bunting had never doubted. But the- semd
word to the bargain, Mr. Wynn's promise to stand treat, had not
been given, though it was a mere matter of form, Zack thought.
Robert spoke to the neighbours, aid thanked them collectively for
their exertions in a most cordial'manner on behalf of himself and
his brother, and was turing to go home, when the Yankee store-
keeper tomehed his elbow.

"'Tain't the usual doins to let 'em away dry," he, with
a meaning amine. "'Spoe you stand treat now; 'twill fix the
binem handsome."

That keen snaky.eye of his could easily read the
struggle in Bobert's mid between the desire not to appear
adunfriendly,and the dialike te encouraging that whisky drinking
whick is the boe of working mai everywhere, but mõetespeeiaRy
inuthe cokies. Sam Holt watohed h for is deiion. Perbaps the
blowledge of what at a1= strong nature by bis side would do
helped ta cmnfrm Bobeft's wavering into bold action.

"Ceuinly zcêt," he said loudly, that all might hear. I'il not
gie ay wiskyon asego Itruisi-
people q.quite willing tg rswaui those who have kindly gisMa
tima an4 inahla t. hlp me, bu&it émU notbe in that y."
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Zack's smoke-dried complexion became whitewashed with dis.
appointment.

A day or two afterwards, Zack's son, Nimrod, made his appear-
ance at the Wynns' shanty.

" 1 say, but you're a prime chap arter the rise you took out of
the ole coon," was bis first remark. "IUncle Zack was as sartin as
I stand of five gallons gone, anyhow ; and 'twar a rael balk to put
him au' them off with an apology. I gues you won't mind their
sayin' it's the truth of a shabby dodge, though."

"Not a bit," replied Robert; "I expected something of the
kind. I didn't imagine I'd please anybody but my, own con-
science."

"'Conscience!'» reiterated Nim, with a sneer. "That stock
hain't a long life ip the bush, I guess. A storekeeper hain't no
buiness on it nohow-'twould starve bim out; so uncle Zack don't
keep it." And his unplemsnt little eyes twinkled again at the t
ides of such unwonted connection as his father and a conscience.

" That Indjin war hoppin' mad, I can tell you; for they be the
greatest brutes at gettin' drunk in the univarsal world. They'll do
'most anythin' for whisky.»

"The greater the cruelty of giving it to them,» said Robert.
" What are you doin'?" asked Nimrod, after a moment's survey

of the other's work.
"Shingling," Ias the reply. "Iarning to make shingles."
"An' yon eal them shingles?" kicking aside, with a gesture of

contempt, the uneven alies of piewood whick.had falen from
Robert's tooL "You ain't dreued the sapwood off them block&
and the grain eats into one snother besides. True for unde Zaek
that gentry from the old counKtry warn't never bon to beandlin'

u an' frows. It don't come kinder nateraL They shoeddn't
no thiekeri&an four to an inch to-be rai
added he, "snch as esel for seve-ani-epm a the*mnd."

Nimrod's pe ious supervision could not Mbe got rid of ntil
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dinner; not even though Mr. Wynn asked him hs errand in no
coneiliatory tone.

" Thought rd kinder like to see how ye were gettin' on," was
the answer. "New settlers is an precious awk'ûai. "hnought I'd
loai about a whie, an' see. It's sorter amusin'."

He was so igaorantly -unconscious of doing anything offensive by
s grtiaiof hi curiosity, that Robert hardly knew whether
to laugh or be angry. Nimrod's thick-skinned sensibilities would
have cared little fbr either. He lounged about, whittling sticks,
hewmig tobaceo, and asking questions, until Andy's stentorian cal

rmeounded through the woods near.
"I gueued I'd dine with you to-day," aid Nim, matching on

before hishost. With equal cooness, as soon as the dish of trout
appeared, he transfixed the largest with his caseknie

"Not go fast, my friend,".interrupted Mr. Holt, bringing 1ck
the captive. "We divide fair here, though it's not Yankee law,I'm
aware."

" Ah, you warn't born yesterday," rejoined Nim, showing his
yellow teeth, which seemed individually made and set after the
pattern if. his father's. "You're a smart man, I gues-raised in
Amerikay, an' no nistake."

"But come, Andy," said Arthur, "itel us where yon caught
these fin trout ? You've altogether made a brilint effrt to-dayia
,the purveying lineo: the cakes are particularly good."

They're what tem French fellers call 'galettes,' " observed
Nimrod, hiuag na. "Flour an' water, baked in the ashes. Tura-
pke bedi is beter-what the ole gall makes to hum."

Be .it r.mrked that this periphrasis indicated his moter;
Md _at the beead he alluded to ia made with a sp ete-W

"So ye are turpik to<, samms& Aady, obiuely g
et, the mspekgr, " The Engli mm-lggeinm't much help to a a a
inthi 4apn1y, where eyerythin' mn somethin' es. WeII,

NI
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Misther Arthur, about the trout; you remimber I went down to
the ' Corner' this mornin'. Now it's been on my mind some days
back, that ye'd want a few shirts washed."

"But what that has to do with the trout--" interrnpted
Arthur, laughing.

" Whisht awhile, an' you'll hear. I didn't know how to set about
it, no more than the child of a month old; for there's an art in it,
of coorse, like in everythin' else ; an' one time I thried to whiten a
shirt ov me own-beggin' yer honours' pardon for mintionin' the
article-it kem out of the pot blacker than it wint in. So sez I to
meself, ''ll look out for the clanest house, an I'l ax the good
woman to tache me how to wash a thing; an' I walks along from
the store to a naittle cabin back from the river, that had flowers
growin'i the front ; an' sure enough, the floor was as clane as a
dhrswin' room, an' a dacent tidy little woman kneadin' a cake on
the table. 'Ma'am,' sez 1, 'I'm obliged to turn washerwoman, an'
I don't know how;' but she only curtsied, and said somethin' i a
furrin tongue."

"A French Canadian, I suppose," said Mr. Wynn.
"Jackey Dubois lives in the log-hut with the flowers," observed

Nim, who was whittling again by way of dessert.
"May be so; but at all events she was as like as two peas to the

girl whose weddin' I was at since I came ashore. 'Ma'am,' sez I,
'I want to larn to be a washerwoman:' and wid that I took off my
neckerchief an' rubbed it, to show what I meant, by the rule of
thumb. 'Ah, to vbsh,' sez she, smilin' like a leathercoat potato.
So, afther that, she took my handkercher and washed it fornent me
out; an' I'd watched before how she med the cakes, an' cleared a
little space by the fire to bake 'em, an' covered them up wid hot
ashes."

"Not a word about the trout," said Arthur,
SHow can I tell everything intirely al at wanst ?" replied the

rishman, with an injured tone. "Sure I was comin' to that. I
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observed her lookin' partikler admirin' at the handkercher, which
was a handsome yellow spot, so I up an' axed her to take a present
of it, an' I settled it like an apron in front, to show how iligant 'twould
look; an' she was mighty plased, au' curtsied ever so often, an'
Jackey himself gev me the trout out of a big basket he brought in.
The river's fairly alive wid 'em, I'm tould: au' they riin' to a
brown-bodied fly, Misther Arthur."

We'il have a look at them some spare day, Andy."
"But what tuk my fancy intirely, was the iligant plan of bilin'

'em she had. There war round stones warmin' in the fire, an' she
dropped 'em into a pot of water til it was scalding hot; then in
wid the fish, addin' more stones to keep it singin'. It's an Indjin
fasion, Jackey told me; for they haven't nothin' to cook in but
wooden pails; but I thried it wid them trout yer atin', an' it au-
swered beautiful."

Andy bid fair to be no mean chefrde-cuisine, if bis experiments
always resulted so favourably as in the present instance.

" An' the whole of it is, Misther Robert, that this Canadais a coun-
thry where the very best of atin' and dhrinkin' is to be had for the
throuble of pickin' it up. Don't I see the poorest cabins wid plénty
of bacon hangin' to the rafthers, an' the trees is ful of birds that
nobody can summons -you for catchin', and the sthrames is walkin'
wid fish; I'm tould there's sugar to be had by bilin' the juice of a
bush; au' if you scratch the ground, it'il give you bushels of pra-
ties an' whate for the axin'. I wish I had a4kthe neighbours out
here, -that's a fact; for it's a grand. poor êSan's counthry, an'
there's too many of us at home, Misther Robert; an' (as if this
were the climax of wonders) I never see a beggar since I left the
Cove o' Cork !"

" Ail true, Andy, quite true," said his master, witi a little
sigh. "Hard work will get a man anything here."

" 1 must be goin'," said Nirnrod, raising his lank figure on its
big feet. "But I gues -that be for you;" and he tossed to Robert
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a soiled piece of newspaper, wrapped round some square ulight
packet,

"Letters from home! Why, you unconsionable--" burst
forth Arthur; "loafing about here for these three hours, and never
to produce themi" But Nim had made off among the trees, grin-
ning in every long tooth.

Ah, those letters from home! How met, yet how tddening!
Mr. Holt vent offto chop alone. Butfirst he found time to in-
tercept Nimrod on the road, and rather lower his triumphant fush
et successfully " riling the Britishers," by the information that he
(Mr. Holt) would write to the postroffice authorities, to as kwhether
their agent at the "Corner " was justifed in detaining letters for
sme hours after they might have been delivered. y

CHAPTER XVIII.

GIANT TWO-SHOES.

THm caleblar of the settler is apt to get rather confused, owing to
the uniformity of his life and the absence of the landmarks of
eiviimtion. Whee "the sound of th church-going bell" has
neer been heard, and there in nothing to dist i one day from
another, but the monotonous tide of timè lapse on without a break,
it iMill eay be imagined that the oboerince of a sabbath is m"a

n ,ther or-p of labour. The
of religion by n mens keep pae with th neess-

tiesOfseietyinthe Canainwd, Hee isawideldMforthe
spiritul tol o eamet men, aoag pOnge speaking the Engih
lagmage andowning English alleg mae; aUd n=1aM the ro od M
ti gest growi»g am be grounded in piety, w cannt hqpe for
its adry sMd hatfleuao nta rgaeess h
esaIttth a peo o"

Once a ya er so, an itinerant Methodist preaeber visi<the1
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"Corner," and held his meeting in Z.ck Bunting's large room.
But regular means of grace the neighbourhood had none. A reult
was, that few of the setlers about Cedar Creek acknwoledged the
sabbath n lpractice; and thome who were baiesuad most
inlted som nIe lost the count of their week-days altogether,
Robert Wynn thought it right to mark of Sunday ery disintly
for himanif and his.household by a total cessation of labour, and the
e.Wahlahment of regular worship. Andy made no sort of objection,
now that he'was out of the priest's reach.

Other days were laborios enough. uIn the underbruhing wa
injuded t.he cutting up all fallen timber, and piling it in heps
for the spring burnngs. Gradually the den6 thickets of hemlock,
hikry, and balsm were being laid in widrows, and the long
darkened soi sw daylight. The fine old trees, hitherto swathed
deely in manes of summer foliage, stood with bared' bas before
the axe, awaiting their stroke likewise.

Then the latest days in November brought the snow. Steadil
and tilently the grey heavens covered the shivering earth with ils
mobth woolly cootg of purest fiake. While wet Alautie brees
monned sorrowfuly round Danore, as if wailing over vautered fr-
tnn, thie little log4shanty in the. Canadin bush was deep in now.
Not seo large as the butler's pantry in tha ok-house at home, nor so
vell furnihed as the meanèst servant's spartment hd been during
the prosperous times, with hardly one of the accessoies i

inis s .l to comfrt in the most ordinary Britih siting room,
yet the rough shanty bad a pleasa lnnss 9f its own, a brightneos of
indoor weather, suchseis often wantiug where the fIttings of do-
meie life are sperb. Hope vas in the Pandora's box to quuhfy
all etil,

By the firelight, the setles wee tis evening carrymg on Varius
ose mi Mr. &Ws seem le a m a d as dm the
eenme et attraction, thiugh Boboetas eaàing éingl sd Arher

ameaistarnga wsaut-wood sto in pâimitive tripad style.
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" I tell you what," said he, leaning on the end of his plane,
whence a shaving had just slowly curled away, "I never shall be
able to assist at or countenance a logging-bee, for I consider it the
grossest waste of valuable merchandise. The idea of voluntarily
turning into smoke and ashes, the most exquisitely grained bird's-
eye maple, black walnut, heart-of-oak, cherry, and birch-it's a

shame for you, Holt, not to raise your voice against such wilful
waste, which will be sure to make woful want some day. Why,
the cabinet-makers at home would giv'e you almost any money for
a cargo of such walnut as this under my hand."

"I regret it as much as you do; but till the country has more
railroads it is unavoidable, and only vexatious to think of. We'
certainly do burn away hundreds of thousands of pounds worth of
the most expensive wood, while people in England pay enormous
prices for furniture which our refuse timber ould supply."

" And don't you export any ornamental wood ?" asked Robert.
"I saw plenty of deals swimming down the St. Lawrence."

" Yes, pine timber meets with the readiest market, and is easiest
procurable. But even in that there is the most unjustifiable wastkfil-
ness practised. I was among the lumberers once, and saw the way

.they square the white pine. You know that every tree is of course
tapering in the trunk, narrower at the top than at the base; now,
to square the log, the best timber of the lower part must be hewn
away, to make it of equal dirhensions with the upper part. I am
not above the mark when I say that millions of excellent boards
are left to rot in the forest by this piece of mismanagement, and
the white-pine woods are disappearing rapidly.

But Arthur's sympathies could not be "roused, for such ordinary
stuff as deal, to the degree of resentment he felt for the wholesale
destuction of cabinet-makers' woods.

" If I may make so bould, sir," said Andy, edging forward, " might
I ax what yer honour is makin'? Only there aren't any giantsin
the counthry, I'd think it was a pair of shoes, may be."
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"You've guessed rightly," replied Mr. Holt, holding up his two
colossal frames, so that they rested on edge. "Yes, Andy, a pair
of shoes near six feet long ! What do you think of that new Ca-
nadian wonder ?"

" I dunno where you'il get feet to fit 'em," said Andy, dubiously.
"They're mostly as big as boats, an' much the same shape. )ay be
they're for crossin' the wather in ?"

"I iatend to wear them myself Andy," said the manufacturer,
"but on dry land. You must be looking out for a pair too, if the
snow continues, as is pretty certain, and you want to go down to the
'Cormer' before it is froSen over."

"Why bave you eut that hole in the middlae of the board ?" asked
Robert, inspecting the gigantie wooden sok

" To give the tos play," was the answer. "Ail parts of the foot
must have the freest action in snow-shoeL"

"I remember a pair at Maple Grove," said Arthur, "made of
leathern network, fastened to frames and croesbar, with the mut
complicated apparatus for the foot in the middle."

"It is said by scientific men," said Mr. Holt, "that if the theory
of walking over soft snow were propounded, not all the mechanical
knowledge of the present day could contrive a more perfect means
of meeting the difficulty, than that snow-shoe of the Ojibbeway In-
dians. It spreads the weight equally over the wlde surface :,ee
I've been trying, with thina corda and thongs, to imitate their me-
chanimi in ti hollow af my plank. Here's the walking thong,
and the open mesh through which the toes pas, and which i

pressed against by the o bail f the foot, so as to draw the shoe after
it. Then hee's the he.l.-erd, a sort of sling passing round so w
partially to impriSuo snd yet leave free. The eentre of the foot in
hekld fast emough, you-perceive."

Bobert shoaok iù had4 "One thing i pretty clar," sid he,
"Ishl neve1be able to walk in snow-hoes"

"Did you thiü yqe.wouhk ever be expert at felling pines? wu
Nr. Holt's unauswenab1e answer.
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t

CHAPTER XIX

"WE may soon expect winter," said Sam Holt, as he drew forth t
his gigantic snow-shoes, which had been standing up against the i
interior wal of the shanty, and now emerged into the brilliantSun- t
shine.

"Soon expect.it!" ejaculated Robert;' "why,I should say it had
very decidedly arrived already. I am sure twelve inhes of snow
must have failen last afternoon and night."

"It is late ths year; rve seen it deep enough for aleighing the
second week in November; and from this til March the ground ,
wil be hidden, generally under a blanket four feet thick. You are t
only oe the outelirts of witer as yet." t

" Four months! I wonder it doesn't kill all vegetation." 1
"On the eontrary, it is the best thing possible for vegetation.

Only for the warm close covering of snow, the intense and long- i
continued frost would penetrate the soil too deeply to be altogether i
thawed by the summer sun." t

"I was very much struck," said Rober, "by seeing, in a eeme-
tey ar Qsebec, a vault fitted with stone shelves, for the recep-
ti of the bodies of people who die during winter, as they cant
be properl' interred till the next spring.»

"Ye; Lower Canad mumeh coidertha ur section of the pro- 1
vinÀe. Learned mm ny something about the regular northward t

of li from est to west; cetai itis
that, the further west you go, the highe is the" mom amual tem-
petat=re, bpsk ~tah. Panifc, I believe. Sothe Frene Uan&annm
have -um* the vs f the ld. Yen might haIe atied rightr
of lteps t t.e doas of the ka itn7 Thatwas aprovii agaist

moving teim; md another proof of the severity of the, frut is,
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that any mason work not bedded at least three feet deep into the
earth is dialodged by the April thaws.

" Now what would you say to freezing up your winter stores of
meat and fowls ? They're obliged to do it in . Lower Canada.
Fresh mutton, pork, turkeys, geese, fowls, and even fish, ail stif
ad hard as stone, are packed in boxes and stowed away in a shed
till wanted. The only precaution needful is to bring ot the meat
jto the kitchen a few days before use, that it may have time to
thaw. Yet I can tell you that winter is our merriest time; for
snow, the great leveller, has made all the roads, even the most
ricketty corduroy, smooth as a bowling-green; consequently aleig4-
ing and toboggiu parties without end are carried on."

"That's a terribly hard word," remarked Arthur.
"It represents great fun, then, which isn't generally the case

with hard words. A toboggin is an Indian traineau of birch-bark,
turned up at one end, and perfectly level with the snow. A lady
takes her seat on this,and about àfoot andA, half of a projection
behind her is occupied by a gentleman, who is the propelling
instrument for the vehicle. He tueks one .leg under him, and
leaves the other trailing on the snow behind, as a rudder. I should
have teld you that, firet of all, the adventurous pair must be*on the
top of a slope ; and when all is ready, the gentleman sets theafair
in motion by a vigorous kick from his rudder leg. Of course the
velocity inereases as they rush down the slope; and algm-he is a

ilful srathey may have a.grand upset or be e1b.med
ln a drift; however, the toboggin and its freight generaRy glides
lie an arrow from the summit, and has received impetus enough
to carry it a long distance over the snooth surface of the valley at

" How firat-rate it must be !" exclaimed Arthur. "But we alal
never se a human beiig in these back-woods;" and over his hand-
*ome faecam aaepsin of nniadWaaiea ic
lhbt& Aiken and dreaded. Corme, Hot, im kmging t have

y 2
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a try at the snow-shoes:" and his volatile nature brightened again
immediately, at the novelty. a

"I'm afraid they're toe long for this little clearing, among aUl
the stmps," said the I manufaturer; "you may wear them eighteen t
inches shorter in the forest than on the roads or plain. At afl
events, fll have to best the path for you first;" ad baving fixed
his moeasined feet in the valking thong and heel-cord, wiy is c
teés justover the "eye," he began to glide along, frt slowly and
then swiftly. Now was the advantage of the immense sole visible;
fpr whereas Robert and Arthur sak for above their ankles at every
step in the loose dry snow, Mr. Holt, though much the heaviest of
the three, was borne on the top buoyantly. h

"You se. the great necessity i," said he, retnrning by a circuit,
"that the shoe should never press into the snow; so you must e
learn to drag it Iightly over the surface whicl requires some little 5

practice. To rendçr that eSsier, rve beaten the track slightly.e
"Holt, are those genuine Indian momumins?" asked Rober, as

ie ungirded is feet from the straps of the snov-shoes.
"Well, they're such as rve worn over many a mile of Indiuim

country," was the answer; "and I cS recommend them as the
most agreeable chwasure ever invented. (hiropodists might shnt
shop, were mocsainsto supersede the ugly and ponderous Eupean
boot, in which your foot lies as dead as if it had neither muscles
nor joints. Try to cross a swamp in boots, and see how they'l
make holes and stick in them, and only come up with a dash,
leavig a poolbehind; butm oesied feettriplightly over: the
tamned deerbide is elastic s a second skin, yet thickl enough to
ward off a eut from thorns or pebbles, while giving ree playto all
the muscles of the foot."

"You haven't convinoed me: it's but one remove ofrm bare.-
Like a good fellow, show ine how Tm to manage these

maitakins snow-shoes: I feel as queer. as in my first pair of
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mr. Holt did as required. But the best theoretical teaching
about anything cannot secure a beginner from failures, and Arthur
ws presently brought up by several inches of snow gathered round
the edges of bis boards, and adding no omal weight.

"It wilworknup onthem," said he, (as, whena maller boy, he
had been used to blame .verything but himSelf,) "inspite of ail I
ea do."

"Practice makes perfect,» was Sam Holt's consolatory remark.
"Get the axes, Robert, and we'll go chop a bit."

"Il stay awIle by the snow-shoes," aid Arthur.
The others walked away to the edge of the learing, Mr. Hol

having fst drawn on a pair of the despised European boot&
Neyer had Robert seen such transparent calm. of heaven and

eartb as on tbis glorion winter day. It was as if the common
stmosphere had been purified of all grser particles-as if its
component gases had been mixed afresh, for Canadian 0ue only.
The cold was hardly felt, though Mr. Holt was sure the thermometer
must be close upon zero; but a braeing hila ing
str=ng every nerve vith gladness and power.

"Youll son comprehend how delightfalour winteris,»sad Samn
£Olt, noticing his companion's gradualy glowing face. "It bas
phases of the mot bewitehing beauty. Just look at this white
spruee,ut sll times one of our loveliest trees,with branches feather-
ing downl o the ground, md every one of its innumerable sea.green
leses tipped with a spikelet which might be a diamond!"

They did stnd before that splendid u-magnint ight !
"I wonder it escaped the lumberers when they were here; they

ha]e genersily petty vell weeded the forests along this chain et
lakoesdluh& fi tisbe this spruoe. Isupposeit's.at leasta

ha fet higb: rye sn some a hundred and
"ÂAnd you think lumberers have been choppgthese wgs?

Iavosigsof them,"mSaidBobert.
«I metwith plank here and there, hewed ocf esqr the
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timber; but even without that, you know, they're always the
pioneers of the settler along every stream through Canada. This
lake of yours communicates with the Ottawa, through the river at
the 'Corner,' which is called 'Clyde' further on, and is far too
tempting a channel fôr the lumberers to leave unused."

The speaker stopped at the foot of a Balm-of-Gilead fir, on the
edge of the swamp, and partially cleared away the snow, revealing
b tuft of eranberries, much larger and finer than thèy are ever seen
in Englaud

"I noticed a bed of them here the other day. Now if you Vant
a proQf of the genial influence of the long-eontinued snow on vege.
tation, I.can tell you that these crauberries-ottakas, the French
Canadians cl them-go on ripening through the winter under
three or four feet of snow, and are much better and juieier than in
October, when they are generaly harvested. That cedar swamp
ought to be full of themi."

"I wonder ean they be preserved in any way,» said Robert,
crushing inb is lips the pleasant bitter-sweet berry. "Linda is a
wonderful hand at preserves, and when she comes--
. The thought seemed to energize him to the needful preparation
for that coming: he immediately made a chop at a middle-aged
Weymouth pine alongside, and began to eut it down.

"Well, as to preserving the oranberries," said Mr.Holt, Iaughing
in his slight ailent way, " there's none required; they stay as fresh
as when plucked for a long time. But your sister may exercise
her abiliies on the pailfls of strawberries, and raspberries, and
sa& eaires, and wild plums, that f1 the woods in summer. As
to the eaxberry patehes, it is a eurious fact that 'rious Indian
flien consider theniselves to have a property therein, and
migrate to. gather them every autumn, squsws and hldren
snd lL".

"It appears that my swamp i unclaimed, then," said Bobert,
pasing in his blows.
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Not so with your maples," rejoined the other: "there's been a
sugar camp here last spring, or I'm much mistaken."

le was looking at some old -scars in the trunka of a group of
maples, at the back of the Weymouth pine on which Robert was
operating.

"Yes, they've been tapped sure enough; but I don't see the
Ioupe-the rats in which they leave the sap to crystallize: if it
were a regular Indian 'sucrerie,' we'd find those. However, I sus-
pect you may be on the look-o for a visit from them in sprng-
ou temps des sucres, as the hab'» say."

"AndI'm not toassertm superior rights at all?"
"Well, there's certainl sugar enough for both parties during

your natural lives, and th Indians will sheer off when they find
the ground occupied; so I'd advise you to say nothing about ·it.
Now, Wynn, let your pine fall on 4hat heap of brushwood; t'will
save a lot of trouble afterwards; if not, you'll have to drag the
head thither and chop and pile the branches, which is extra work
you'd as soon avoid, I dare say."

After some judicious blows from the more experienced axe, the
pine was good enough to fall just as required.

"Now the trunk must be chopped into lengths of twelve or
fourteen feet;" and Mr. Holt gashed a mark with his axe at such
distances,.as well as he could gues. When it was done-

" What's the rate of speed of thiswork ?" asked Robert. "It
seema so slow as to be almost hopeless; the only consideration is,
that one is doing it al for one's self, and-for those as dear as
self," he could have added, but refrained.

"About an acre in eight or nine days, according to your expert-
nes, was the reply. Robert did a little ciphering in his minc
Im y. Three axes, plus twent'en days, (minus Sun-
days,) equal to about the chopping tex acres and s e±ien
during the month of December. e culation wa .
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"What curious curves there arån this Canadian axe," he
remarked, as he stood leanng on the handie and looking down.
"It differs essentially from the common woodman's axe at home."

"nd which the English manufacturers persisted i sending us,
and could not be induced to make on precisely the model required,
until we dispensed with their aid by establihing an edge-tool
faetory of our own in- Galt, on the Gand River.»

"That was a delaration of independence whioh must have been

very i 11y T BW IÙt lum â erl!
They worked hard till dinner, at which peuid theyj

Ârthur limping about the shanty.
I pmactised those villanous snow-shoe for several heurs, ttll I

walked beautifully; but see what I've got by it," he said: "a pain
acrs theintep as if the bones wodId split."

"Oh, just a touch of ma de raquetU," observed Sam Holt,
unaympathizingly. ,"I ought to have warned you not to

wulk too much in them at first"
"And is there no cure ?" asked Arthur, somewhat sharply.
"Peter Logan would uearify your foot with a gunfh'nt, that ls, if

the pain were bad enough. Do you feel a if the bones were
broken, ad grinding together aemos the instep?"

But Arthur could not confess to his experiences being so bad as
this. Only a touch of the mal de raquet, tht was al. Jus a-
paying for his footing lu snow-ehoes.

CAPT! XL

TKE ICE-BLEDGL

SEHoLThad g ethfktsowu the imitofistaf
]eshdtbuil i ca1o lial es in osder to iraVel afsr eGreedoc
u tisem, and ti. tahe the stage, which cam m e a wek to
that boundary of civilisation and the pst.<
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Two or three days of th. intensest frost intervened between the
first anow aind te Thuruday on which the stage left Greenok
Cedar Pond was stricken dead-a solid gleamming sheet of stone
frm uhaee to shore. A hollow smothered girgle far below wa
all that remained of the life of the streame; and nightly they
shrank deeper, as the tremendous winter in the ar forced upon
them more ice, and yet more.

NotwitIhstanding the roaring fires kept up in the shanty cim-
ney, the stnging cold of the night made itself felt through the
mafnish.d wallk For want of boards, the necesary inteior
vaInnatingdneveebreen put up. The sight of the froeu pond

to Mr Holt apla ifor easilyobtainig them. Itwasto
construct an ice-boat, mch as he had seen used by therndiaa
t go down to the "Corner" on katua lade th ice-boat with
planka, and drive it before them back again.

Arthur, who hail¢d with delight ay vaiety from the continual
chopping, entered into the scheme with ardour. Robert would
have liked it wel enough, but he knew that two persons were quite
sufficient for the business; he rather connived at the younger
brother's holidays; he must abide by the axe.

One board, about nine feet long, remained from Arthurs at-
tempta at "slaiing." This Mr. Holt split again with wedges, so
as to redue. it caniderably in thiekness, and cut away from the
breadth till it was only about twenty inches wide. The stoutest
rope in the shanty stores was fastened to it fore and aft, and
drawn tightly to produee a eurve into boeathpe, and a couple
of cross pieces of tiber were nailed to the sides as a sort of balus-
trade and reinforceemt to the rope. The ice-e.dge was com-
plete ; the voyagers tied down their fur caps over their ears,
strapped the drannught boots tightly, snd launched forth.

Throt, I dommo how tey do it at al at a," said Andyewo
had lent is strength t the eurving of the sledge, and now sho'
hi head as heviewed tem from the sb.ore. "l'd as son go to

148



CEDAR CREEK.

walk on the edges of knives as on them things they cail skates:
throth, betune the shoes as long as yerself for the snow, an'.the
shoes wid soles as sharp as a soord for the ice, our own ould
brogues aren't much use to us. An' as for calling that boord a
boat, I hope they won't thry it on the wather, that's al."

As if he had discharged his conscience by this protesting soli-
loquy, Mr. Callaghan turned on his heel, and tramped after Robert
up to the shanty.

Meanwhile, the voyagers had struck out from the natural cove.
formed by the junction of the creek with the pond, where were
clumps of stately reeds, stiffened like steel by the frost. The cedar
boughs in the swamp at the edg drooped lower than ever under
their burden of snow ; the stems looked inky black, from contrast.
The ice-boat pushed on beau' , with hardly any exertion, over
the greyish glistening surface oelake.

"I fancy there's a bit of breeze getting up against us," said Mr.
Holt, in a momentary pause from their rapid progression.

"'Twill be in our backs coming home," suggested Arthug as an
obvions deduction.

"Andif wecan fix up a saianyhow, we might press it into our
service to propel the sledge" said Mr. Holt.

"Well, I never did hear of sails on dry land before," said Arthur,
thereby provig his Irish antecedents; of which his quick-witted
companon was not slow to remind hilm.

"But I don't mich admire that greyish look off there," he added,
b.eoming grave, and pointig to a hazy discolouration in the easern
skie. "I shomkdn't be surprised if we had a blow to-night; and
our easterly winds in winter always bring snow."

UYnele Zack wa lost in amiation of the spirit which pro-
jected aMd ex eted this ice-boat voyage. "Wal, you are a knowin*
abave," was his omplim&ntary observation to Mr. HoIt. ""'war
£smàrt idee, tnd ne mistak Yoi'll only want to fix rumgn i
front of the ie-sled goi' back, an''twll carry any load as easy as
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drinkin.' 'Spose you 'got an old pair o' skates handy ? I've
most remarkable good' the store, that'tl cet right stick up to
the Cedars in no time ed on to the sled. You ain't dispoeed
to buy 'em, are ? Wal, s you be hard fdxed, I don't care if
I lend 'em for a fl Quarter dollar, say. That's dog-cheap-
it's a rael ruination. Take it out in potash or maple sugar next
spring-eh ? Is it flve cents cash you named, Mister Holt? Easy
to se you never kep a backwoods store. Did anybody ever hear
Of anythin' so onreasonable ?

To hich offer he neverthelems acceded after Sme grumbling;
and e riunmners of the borrowed skates were fastened underneth
the âed, by Mr. Hott's ownb ands and hammer. Next, that gen-
tIeasu Efxed a pole upright in the midst, piling the planks from

ill close to it, edgeways on both sides, and bracing. it with
a y-rope to stem and stern. At the top ran a horizontal stiek
to act as yard, and n this he girt an old biaket lent by Jackey
Dubois, the corners of which were cught by cords drawn tant and
fastened to the bahustrade afore-mentioned.

Sam Hot in his own brain a strong dash of the daring, and
love of E t , which tingles in the blood of yonthful strength.
He thoroughly eujoyed this rigging of the ice-boat, because it was
strange, and paradoxicat, and quite ont of evey-day ship building.
The breeze, become stronger, was maning in the tops of the
firest as he finished; the greyish hase had thickened iuto well
defiued clouds ereeping up the sky, yet hardly near enough to
secount for one or two akes that came wanderigg down.

"Yeil have a lively rm to the Cedhrs, I gues," propheied
Zelt,. he helped.to pakintheluat plank "An' the4jnicke
the bepe, for the vather-looka kinder dirty. see if them renners
ai't vallyabte now; and only Ive cents es h for the loan." The
quer littie craft began to push ahead lowly, her sail ling ont

omewhmat, as the wind ekught in it at a curv ofthe har¢.
Oertainly the runners materially lesened the frictie of ti
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load of timber on the ice. The skate hardly felt the weigk
more than in propelling the empty sledge. When they got upon
the open surface of the pond, they might epeet aid fron the stedy
swelling of the mail, now fitful, as gusa swept down, mowlede,
frnm the tree-overed banka cf the stream. They hardly noted

the. gradnally inreuuing power of the wind behind them ; but the
flakes in the air poeceptibly thickened,even bfo.re they had resehed
the pe.L

"Now make a straight course across ir the pi» p yed,"
said Sam m Holtsas they paed in le e-for sa în t. "I
suspect ve might almost " ben k ==ma1ies, Ârthur, for the beems
is rigI upe."

A- few min=t*b of great locity bore them down en the had.
1.and. They7 stoppedu for bceth, the turnd.-up prow of their ic-

boat resting even in the brush on shore. Then they nasted awhile,
until anothe wide curve of the pond spread la front,

By this time the fallig snow wa u.fficiently dene to blur
distant outlines, and an indistict foggy vhitnneus took the plai.
of the remaimng daylight. Mr. Holt hesitated w to adpt
the safer and mee laborimCs p Ea of foBowing the of the
shre, or toa strike mrose baldly, aad ye a mici g by

one rpid p.Sh ahead. The latter was Arthur's aari. choice.
"Well, hore go e!" and by theh guiding rope i bis hand .

Holt taed thehed cf the i-boat before the wid. They grasped
the. baiustrad.s at each side fnly, and caeered along with th
former delightful speei. TTn'l suddoenly, Artr was asto s ta
see hs ompsmiaa c hlf hst u he ice, bringing round th
aledge with a heeu eort hmnlakia to A few fe

fret l.y a dàsk patch am tho.hite plua- desig-des.
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CHAPTER XXT.

THE FOREST-MAN.

Demizo the momentary pause that fofowed thte bringing-up of the
ioe-boat broadmide to the breese, they e6dd hmar thé deting
rge of deep waters, sueking, plunging-in that bg dark path

a the ice. An instant more of sueh rapid progres *si ould bme
nk them in it, beyond all hope.
"Live and lern, they say," remarked Samn Hlt, issag frn his

prostrate position beside the cargo; "nid I oertain>y had yet to
lrn that brathing-hole eould form et ous an eualy period

in the winter as this. We had better retre- our steps a bit,
Wym; for the ice is probably unsound for some distUnce about

t slit
"Â merciful esape," sid Arthur, after they had worked their

way backwards a few yard&
"Ay, and even if we could have pulled up ourseles on the

1ink, the sedg must have been soused to a dead cer*inty. Had
te snow-dakes been a trde thieker, we wouldn't have seem the
hee till we wee swimming, I gues. And it's weR thi cord of
aee Zer's was rotten, or the m il weaM have been too mueh for

my pU&L" One of the' rpe stretching the lower ide of the
anket haed snapped under the sudden prere of SuE Holt's

*eoos jer roumd, sad theeby lesened Uie forward foree.
They mae a kmg dire it of the deadly breathing-höIe, and hn

for tie nerst shore on the furthemt side. The deepniag
hjer of m anor on n e uface of dti. ie impd the m so à

sion of th rmne ave aby, an maede travemsug laborio.
Undere le. of a promm ey eoveed vith pimnse wup
tu l a r mne, and shako eway oose un .'
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"You know everything, Holt, so you can tell me why those
treacherous breaks in the ice are called breathing-holes."

" I believe there's no reason to be given beyond a popular
Canadian superstition that a lake needs air as well as a human
being, and must have it by bursting these openings through its
prison of ice. The freezing is generally uniform all over the
surface at first, and after a month or so it cracks in certain spots,
perhaps where there exists some eddy or cross current in the water.
But evidently the hole we saw a while ago was never frozen at ail.
Uncle Zack would tell you it is over some dismal cavern whence
issue whirlwinds and foul air."

"I think ie should get on almost better without skates," said
Arthur, when they had struggled a furlong further.

" We are in a drift just now," answered Mr. Holt; "the wind
has heaped the snow up along here. Certainly the skates would
be of more use to us further out on t1epond ; but I think we
had better be cautious, and continue to coast ;" and so they did,
having the fear of other possible breathing-holes before their
eyes.

How grandly roared the wind through the forest of pines with a
steady persistent swelling sound, as of breakers upon an iron shore,
sweeping off masses of snow wherewith to drown ai landmarks in
undistinguishable drifts of whiteness, and driving aiant the
descending millions of flakes, till the outlines of the lake landscape
were confused to the eyes which tried to trace familiar copse or
headland.

Sam Holt was secretly somewhat disquieted, and watched
narrowly for the. cedars which denoted the Wynns' land. Ie
would have abandoned the ice-boat but for unwillingness to risk
the fruit of their day's journey. They must be near the swawp
and the creek now: it was scarcely possible they could have pasgd
without recognising the cove whence they had issued in the morn-
ing; and'yet. there was a chance., For the weather was extremely
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thick, and daylight was fading quickly : the disginse of dnfts is
bewildering even to the most practised ev.

" Ha! there are our cedars at last "' exrlaimed Arthur. "How
the snow has buried them; thty look stunted. I suppose up here's
the creek ;" and he laid his hand beside his mouth to shout a
signal to the shanty, which was snothered immediately in the
greater tumult of the storm.

Mr. Holt left the grounded ice-boat, and proceeded ftirther inlan I
to examine the localitv: returning in a few minutes, when Arthur
had his skates off, with the information that this was merelv Ia
cove running in among trees, and by no means the estuarv of a
stream.

"Now vou giow. Holt, if this isn't our ereek it must be our
swamp, and I'm blinded and petrified on that lake. Do let us get
overland to the shanty. I'm certain we would travel faster; and
we can haul up the planks to-morrow or next day. You see it's
getting quite dark."

" And do you think the pathless forest will be more lightsome
than the open ice ? No ; we'd better kindle a fire. and camp out
to-night. I'm pretty sure we must have passed Cedar Creek with-
out knowing."

Arthur was already so drowsy from the excessive cold that he
was only glad of the pretext for remaining still. and vielding to the
uncontrollable propensity. But Mr. bolt pulled him on his feet,
and commanded him to gather brushwood and sticks, while he went
about himself picking birch-bark off the dead and living trees.
This he spread under the brush, and ignited with his tinder box.
The sight of the flame seemed to wake up Arthur with A shock
from the lethargy that was stealing over his faculties. Mr. Holt
had chosen a good site for his fire in the lee of a great body of
pines, whose massive stems broke the wind; so the blaze quickened
and prospered, till a great bed of scarlet coals and ends of fagots
remained of the first relay of fuel, and another was heaped on
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Now Arthur was glowing to his fingers' ends, thoroughly wide
awake, and almost relishing the novelty of his lodgings for the
night ; with snow all around, curtaining overhead, carpeting under
foot.

" Curious way they camp out in the far west," said Holt with
bis arms round his knees, as he sat on their hemlock mattres and
gazed into the fire, wherein al old memories seem ever to have a
trysting place with fancy. And so scenes of his roving years came
back to him.

" You must- know that out in the Hudson's Bay territory the
snow is often ten or fourteen feet deep, not only in drifts, but in
smooth even layers, obliterating the country inequalities wonder.
fully. That's the native land of snow-shoes and of furs, where
vour clothes must be mainly of both for half the year. But I was
going to tell you how the voyageurs build a fire wlien they have to
camp out on a winter's night, and there's twelve feet of snow
between them and the solid ground."

" Sheer impossibility," said Arthur, presumptuously; "the fire
would work a hole down."

"You shal hear. First, they cut down a lot of trees-green
timber-about twenty feet or more in length. These are laid
closely parallel on the snow, which has previously been beaten to a
little consistency by snow-shoes: on the platform thus made the
fire is lit, and it burns away merrily."

"Pon't the trees ever burn through ?" asked Arthur.
"Seldom ; but the heat generally works a cavity in the snow

underneath, sometimes quite a chasm, seven or eight feet deep-
fire above, water below. Ha! I'm glad to see my old friend the
Great Bear looking through over the pines yonder. , Our storm
has done its worst."

" Holt, though I'm rather hungry and sleepy, I'm heartily glad
of this night's outing, for one reason: you won't be able to leave no
to-morrow, and so are booked for another week, old fellow."
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It seemed irrevocably the case; and under this conviction
Arthur rolled himself in the blanket (cut from the spar of the
ice-boat), and went into dreamland straight from his brushwood
bed, Mr. Holt continuing to sit by the fire gazing ito it as before;
which sort of gazing, experienced people say, is very bad for the
eyes. Perhaps it wa that which caused a certain moisture to
swell into most visible bright drops, filling the calm grey orbs with
unspeakable sadness for a little while. The Great Bear climbed
higher round the icy pole; the sky had ceased to snow before the
absorbed thinker by the fire noticed the change of weather. Then
he rose gently, laid further wood on the blazing pile, threw brush
about Arthur's feet and body for additional warmth, and, skates in
hand, went down to the lake to explore.

On reaching the point of the headland, he looked round. The
weather was much clearer; but westwards a glimmering sheen of
ice-black land stretching along, black islands, snow-crowned,
rising midway afar. Eastward, ha! that is what should have been
done hours ago. A fire burned on the edge of the woods at some
distance. So they had realy passed Cedar Creek unawares, as he
suspected from the nature of the ground and trees.

While Robert and Andy crouched by their fire, feeding it up to
fuil blase with the most resinous wóod they could find, the distant
shout of the coming travellers gladdened their ears. The servant
flung his whole stock of balsam on the beacon at once, causing a
most portentous fiame-burt, and sprang up with a wild "hurroo!"
wielding one half-burnt faggot à la shillelah about his head.

"Oh, then, Mister Robert achora, it's yerself is the janius; an'-to
think of mekin' a lighthouse to guide 'em wid, an' here they are
safe home by the manes of it. But now, sir, if ye'll take my
advice, as we're always lost when we goes anywhere by ourselves,
we ought niver part for the futhur, an' thin we'll all go asthray
together safe an' sound."

"Let's warm ourselves at this alorious fire before we go up to

THE FOREST-MAN.



the ahanty," said Arthur, stretching out his feet to the dre. "Pity
to let it waste its sweetness on the desert air."

So they stood explaining matters by the fire for a few minutes,
til Andy, who was never tired of heaping on fresh fuel, came for-
ward with an armful and a puszled face.

"Mr. Holt, there's somethin' quare uinthat three, sir, which has
a big hole in it full of dhry sticks an' bruai, an there's somethin'
woollyinside, air, thatl1 felt wid me two hauds; an' more be token
it's a big baste whatever it is."

"Abear, probably," saidMr. Holt, ashe warmed thesole of one
foot. " Better let him alone till morning, sud tack in his bed-
clothes again for to-night, poor fellow." But Arthur ld started

up to investigate, and must pull the f bik leee for his personal

"Oh, throth he's stirrin' now 1" e*laimed Ândy, who had begua
to eram the orifce with the former of dried bough snd
brash "We've-woke hin up, Nasther Ârthur, if it's asleep he was
at al,the rogue; an'nowlhe's 'out of th hole widali
his might. Keep in there, you big vifya, you don't dare t effer
to come out ;" for Andy set his ânlder against the greaemoeass,
vhieh neverthelem sheered round till musgi d paws ld be

brought into action, and their use illustated an Andy's person.
"Och murther!" roered the suffererb; "h lhas bis ama reoud

me,the bute; hie's squeein' me into m-m-uask 1
A blasing stick drawn from theO re by Mr. Hait's haud, here

straek the bear's nsea mand eys; which, emjoined with Andy' own
wruweeed h-itokonn nhis0od,-ndabanef

er W hRobethdrdow as the

nisn Mf their night,-vateh, Iniâksd his-ereer.,
"Wedonme, BobI" whe, a e'am ofthirtyyadsoero, tS

sood besfi te. prore amny; "yoei've nar dOmt S n..a
Newv e sall se what the pava are liam, i e wayofet
da ou sayth r j lY-» k?
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Borne upon two strong poles, the bear made bis way up to the
shanty, and was housed for the rest of the night. Poor Andy was
found to be severely scratched by the long sharp claws. "Sure I'm
glad 'twas none of yerselves he tuk to huggin'," said the faithful
fellow ; " an' serapin' as if 'twas a pratie lie wanted to peel !"

He had bis revenge on the fore-paws next morning when Mr.
iolt eut them off, some time before breakfast, and set them in a

mound of hot ashes to bake, surrounding and crowning them further
with live coals. Bruin himself was dragged outside into the snow,
preparatory to the operation of skinning and cutting up into joints
of excellent meat.

"Do you know, I saw an amazing resemblance to a fur-coated
man, as he stood up last night before Robert's shot," said Arthur.

" You're not the first to see it," replied Holt. " The Indians call
him 'the forest-man,' and the Lower Canadians the 'bourgeois;'
they attribute to him a. sagacity almost human; the Crees and
Qjibbeways fancy him an enchanted being, and will enter into con-
versation with him when they meet in the woods."

"Yet they take an unfair advantage of his paws."
"That's true: my cookery must be almost done." And he re-

entered the hut to dish up his dainty. " Come, who'll feast with me?"
" Appearances are much against them," said Robert, eyeing the

charcoal-looking paws, which presented soles uppermost on the
trencher. Mr. Holt scooped out a portion on to his own, plate, and
used no further persuasion.

"'Twould never do not to know the taste of bear's paw," said
Arthur, as if winding himself up to the effort of picking a small
bi& Mr. Holt was amused to see the expression of enlightened
mtisfaction that grew on his face. "Oh, Bob, 'tis really capitaL
That's only a prejudice about its black look," helping himself again.
" The Indians aren't far removed from epicures, when this is their
pet dis "

"Well," observed Mr. Holt, filling his horn cup with tea fro
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the kettle, " they equally relish fried porcupines and skunks; but
some of their viands might tempt an alderman-such as elk's
nose, beaver's tail, and buffalo's hump."

"I Holt," said Arthur, scooping the paw a third time. "it seemed
to me that chap had fixed himself in a hole barely big enough, to
judge by the way he wriggled out."

" Very likely. ' Bears are the knowingest varmint in al crea-
tion,' as uncle Zack would say. They sometimes watch for days
before entering a tree, and then choose the smallest opening pos-
sible, for warmth's sake, and scrape up brush and moss to conceal
themselves. I've known the hollow tree to be such a tight fit that
the hunters were compelled to eut it open to get at the bear after
he was shot. I suspect the heat of our fire had roused this one,
even before Andy pulled away the brush, or he wouldn't ha' been
so lively."

"What's the meat like, iolt? I hope it don't taste carnivoroua"
"You'll hardly know it from beef, except that the shorter grai

makes it tenderer ; for the bear lives on the best products of the

forest. He'll sit on bis haunches before a serviceberry tree, bend
the branches with bis paws, and eat off the red fruit wholesale.
lHe'll grub with bis claws for the bear potatoes, and chew them like
tobacco. ie'll pick the kernels out of nuts, and help himself to
your maize and fall wheat, when you have them, as well as to your
sucking pigs and yearly calves."

"Then we may fairly eat him in return," said Robert; "but L'l
leave the paws to you and Arthur."

" Thank you for the monopoly. Now these knives are sufficiently

sharp." Sam Holt had been putting an edge en them at the
grindstone during his talk. "Come and have your lesson in fuP

rakirg, for I must be off."
"Off 1 oh, nonsense; not to-day," exclaimed both. But he w0M

quite unpersuadeable when once bis plan was fixed. He took the
stage at Greenock that afternoon.
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CHAPTER XXII.

SILVER SLEIGH-BELLS.

T shanty was ere long lined in a comely manner with the planks
which had journeyed up the pond in the ice-boat, affording many
au evening's work for Arthur. About Christmas al was right and
tight.

Now, to those who have any regrets or sadnesses in the back-
ground of memory, the painfullest of all times are these anniversa-
ries One is forced round face to face with the past and the unal-
terable, to gaze on it, perchance, through blinding tears. The days
return-unchanged : but, oh, to what changed hearts!

Were they not thinking of the Canadianxiles to-day, at home,
at dear old Dunore ? For nothing better than exiles did the young
men feel themselves, this snow-white Christmas morning, in the

log-hut among the backwoods, without a friendly face to smile a
greeting, except poor Andy's; and his was regretful and wistful
enouigh too.

"I say, Bob, what shall we do with ourselves ? I'm sure I wish
I didn't know 'twas Christmas day at aiL It makes a fellow feel
queer and nonsensical-homesick, I suppose they call it-and all
that sort of thing. I vote we obliterate the fact, by chopping -as
hard as any other day."

So, after reading the chapters for the day, (how the words brought
up a picture of the wee country church in Ireland, with its congre-
gtion of a dozen, its whitewashed walls and blindless lancet win-
doe!) they went forth to try that relief for all pains of memory-
àeady iard work The ten acres allotted for December were
Mearly chopped thrcugh by this time, opening a considerable space
in front of the shanty, and beginning to reveal the fair landscape of
lake and wooded slopes that lay beyond. The felled trees lay piled
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in wind rows and plan heaps so far as was possible without the help
of oxen to move the huge logs; snow covered them pretty deeply,
smoothing all unsightliness for the present.

"lHow I long to have something done towards the building of
our house," said Robert, pausing after the fal of a hemlock spruce,
while Arthur attacked the upper branches. "I'd like so much to
have it neatly flnished before my father and mother and Linda
come, next summer."

"Well, haven't you no end of shingles made for the roof?" said
the other, balancing his axe for a blow. "You're working at them
perpetually; and Andy isn't a bad hand either at wooden slates, as
he calls them." •

"IWe must have a raising-bee in spring," concluded Robert,
after some rumination-"as soon as the snow melts a little.
Really, only for such co-operative working in this thinly peopied
country, nothing large could be ever effected. Bees were a great
device, whoever invented them."

"By the way," said Arthur presently, returning from chopping
apart the trunk into two lengths of fifteen feet, "did you hear that
the Scotchman between us and the 'Corner,' at Daisy Burn, wants
to sell his farm and improvements, and is pushing out into the
wild land further up the pond? Nim told me yesterday. He
expects three pounds sterling an acre, including fixtures, and he
got the ground for nothing; so that's doubling one's capital, I
imagine."

" How for nothing ?"

"It was before a human being had settled in these townships,
and the concession lines were only just blazed off by the surveyors.
Davison obtained a grant of land on condition of performing what
are called settlement duties, which means chopping out and
clearing the concession lines for acertain distance. Of corse
that was another way of payment, by labour instead of cash. But
on swearing that it was done, he obtained what Nim cals a
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a crown patent, we should say, and the land wfas bis estate for
ever.

"I wish we could transfer a couple of his fenced fields here,''
said Robert, "and his young orchard. We must have some sort of
a garden, Arthur, before Linda comes."

"Yes, she never could get on without her flower beds. I say,
Bob, won't Cedar Creek look awfully wild to them ?"

They worked on awhile both thinking of that. Any one accus-
tomed to smooth enclosed countries, with regular roads and houses
at short distances, would indeed find the backwoods "awfully
wild." Aud that most gentle mother, how would she bear the
transplanting?

"I had a very misty idea of what bush-life was, I own, tili I
fond myself in it," quoth Robert, after a long silence, broken only
by the ring of the axes.

" Living like a labourer at home, but without half his comforts,"
said Arthur, piling the boughs. "Tell you what, Bob, we wouldn't
be seen doing the things we do here. Suppose Sir Richard Lacy
or Lord Scutcheon saw us in our present trim ?"

" But you know that's al false pride," said Robert, with a little
glow on his cheek nevertheless. "We shouldn't be ashamed of
anything but wrong."

"Say what you will, Bob, it strikes me that we aren't of the
elass which do best in Canada. The men of hard hands, labouring
men and women, are those who will conquer the forest and gain
wealth here."

"Well, if that be the rule, you and I must strive to be the
exception," said Robert; "for I'm determined to have a comfort-
able homestead for the dear old people from Dunore, and rm
equaly determined to set my mark on Canadian soil, and to
-r-esper, if it be God's will."

He lifted off his cap for a moment, looking at the serene sky.
"ne rising discontent in lis brother's heart was stilled by the
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gesture. Both worked assiduously, till Andy, with an unusual
twinkle in his eyes, summoned them to dinner.

" What has the fellow been about, I wonder ? I know 'twasn't
respect for the holiday kept him in doors all the morning."

It was presently explained. Andy, ignorant of courses, dished
up, together with the ham, a very fine dumpling emitting the odour
of apples.

" Sure, as ye can't have yer own plum puddin' in this outlandish
counthry, ye can have a thing the same shape, anyhow. Mrs. Jackey
showed me how to make it iligant, of the string of dried bits I
had thrun in the box since we kem here first. Throth an' I'm
cur'ous to see did they iver swell out agin, afther the parchin' they
got."

But for a slightly peculiar taste in the sweet, the dumpling was
unimpeachable.

"I suppose Mrs. Jackey uses maple sugar in her confectionery,"
said Robert; "a so&upçon of trees runs through it.

Ite in the evening, as the pitch-pine logs were flaring abund-
ance of light through the cabin-light upon Robert at his shingles,
and upon Arthur at his work-bench, and upon Andy shaving and
packing the slips of white pine as fast as his master split them, with
a stinging night outside, some twenty-five degrees below zero, and
the snow crusted at top hard enough te bear anything-all three
raised their heads to listen to some approaching sound through the
dead silence of the frozen air. It was a. very distant vagrant tink-
ling, as of sheep bells on a common in old Europe; they looked at
one another, and Andy crossed himself reverentl .

" Like chapel bells over the say from poor Ireland," he mutteed;
and crept to the door, whieh Robert had opened. "Sure there is8t
faires al the ways out here? an''tis mighty like it-"

" Hush-h-. 1" Andy crossed himself again as the tinkling
became more plainly audible. A sweetly plaintive jangling it
semed--a tangled careless mtsic: nearer, and still nearer it came.
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" What a fool I am !" exclaimed Robert: -it must be sleigh-bells.
Travellers, I suppose."

And before many minutes were past the sleigh had rounded its
way amoag the stumps, over the smooth snow, to the shanty door,
filled with brilliant wood-light.

CHAITER XXIII.

"STILL-HUNT ING."

Fox the buffalo "robes of the sleigh emerged a gentleman so
wrapt in lynx-furs and bearskin, that, until his face stood revealed
by the firelight, nothing but his voice was recognisable by the
Wynns.

"Argent! is it possible ?"
"Most possible; didn't you rememberat my regiment was

quartered out here ? But I'm sure it is a very unexpected pleasure
to meet you in the bush, old fellow:" and they shook hands warmly
again. "For though I heard from my mother that you had gone
to settie in Canada, she didn't mention the locality, and I've been
inquirig about you in all directions without succes ; until, as
good fortune would have it, I stopped at the odions Yankee tavern
yonder this evening, and overheard a fellow in the bar mention
your name. You may inagine I seized him, and ascertained
pwticulars-harnessed eigh again, and started off up here,
to ask you -for a night's ing, which means, a rug before the

His servant had been unloading the sleigh of knapeacks and
riles, and other hunting gear. Captain Argent gave him a few
directions, and presently the silver-soun4ing bells tinkled swiftly

way along the concession road, and back to the " Corner " again.
"Och sure," quoth Andy to himeelf, was he itneused from among

his s tingles th1re unioU of the old acquaintanoes; "what a
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ior him to <me mito-not as big as the butler's bedroom at

seutcheon Castle-an nothin' but pork an' bear's mate to give the

ikes of a gran' gintleman lke him I wish he'd sted at home, so I

o. Oh, Misther Robert astiiore, if 1 ever thought to see the

'amilv so reduced. an' sure I was hopin' nobody would know it

but ourselves-leastways, none of the quality at home."

Andy's soliloquy was interrupted by a sumnons from his master

prepare supper; but the under-current of his thoughts went on,

he set about his cooking,.
" An' to have to be fryin' mate ondher his very nose, an' the

kitchen in the castle is a good quarther of a mile from the dinin

parlour, anyhow; an' all our chaney is made of wood, barrin' the

couple of plates; an' our glasses is nothin' but cows' horns. An'

sorra a bit of a table cloth, unless I spread one of the sheets. An'

to sit on shtools for want of chairs. An' to sleep on the ilure like

meself. Arrah, what brought him here at all ?"

The subject of these reflections had meanwhile lighted his silver-

mounted meerschaum, and was puffing contentedly in the intervals

of animated chat, apparently quite satisfied with his position and

prospective hardships, not giving a thought to the humble accom-

modations of his friends' shanty; which, on his first entrance, had

contracted, in Robert's vision, into a mere woodcutter's hut, devoid

of every elegance and most of the comforts of civilized life: he

imagined that thus it would be seen through Argent's eyes. But

if it was so, Argent neither by look nor manner gave token of the

least thought of the sort.
He was the youngest son of a poor peer, Lord Scutcheon, livNg

in the neighbourhood of Dunore; and often had the Wynns ridden

with him at the same meet, and shouldered fowling-piece in the

same sporting party.
"But picking off pheasants in a preserve is tame work to the

noble game one caý shoot in these forests," said he. " I'm bomd

at present on a ' still-hunting ' expedition ; which doesn't mem
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looking out tor ilh-ral uistil1cries. as ,t nîghl t iItV i Irj hd.
ha. ha:

('aptain Ar2'nt had very high animal spirits. and a imail jok<
sufficed to wiake theni mlt buovant laughter. whinh was mfections
hv its verv aiundance.

"Deer-stalkigu is the right word: Fve donc it in Seotland, but
r now I mean to try my hand on the moose-granîdest of American

ruminants. I've engaged an old trapper to come with me for
a few days into their haurits. Now, 'twould be a delightful party

e if 'ou tvo vould join. What do vou say, Wynn? Come. lav bv
vour axe, and recreate yourself for a week, man."

e Arthur looked a very decided acceptance of the proposition. but

Robert shook his head. "Couldn't leave the place," said he,
' smiling: " too much to be done."

e "Nonsense : the trees will stand till vour return. and vou cant
plough through four feet of snow."

r- "If I was far enough advanced to have land fit for ploughing,
Is nothing could be pleasanter than to join you, Argent ; but unfor-
tunately no end of trees have to be eut down, and logged in heaps

à- for burning before then. But, Arthur, wouldn't vou go ?"
d is faint opposition, because he did not like to leave his brother,

id was easily overcome. Captain Argent made another attaek upon
le Roberts resolve. " People always consider winter the time for
nt amusement in Canada. Nature gives a tolerably good hint to the

te %me effect. by blocking up the rivers so that ships can't mil, and
snowing up the farms, so that the ground isn't seen for months:

mg and if that isn't a licence for relaxation-"
en "I suspect that in the earlier stages of bush-life there are no
he holidays," replied Robert.: "if vou just reflect that everything in

the way of civilization has to be done afresh from the beginning,
he pretty much like living on a desert island. Now I've got a house
nd to build by summer time, and here are al the preparations towards
sa itas yet ;" and lie pointed to the shingles.

I
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b Why, thin, I'd like to know for what Misther Robert is

ilhrawin' up the povertv of the family, an' makin' little of himself
before the captain," thought Andy, angrily, and betraying the
feeling by a bang of the fryingpan as he laid it aside. " Can't he
talk to him of sojers, or guns, or wild bastes, or somethin' ginteel
of that kind, an' not be makin' a poor mouth, as if he hadn't a
single hap'ny." Andy was relieved when the oonversation veered
round to a consideration of Canada as military quartes.

"About the pleasantest going," was the Hon. Captain Argent's
opinion. "Of course I can't exactly~make out why we're sent
here, unless to stave off the Yankees, which it seems to me the
colonists are sufficiently inclined and suificiently able to do them-
selves; neither can I imagine why Joe Hume and his sehool of
economists submit to such expense without gaining anything in
return, save the honour and glory of calling Canada our colony.
But, leaving that niatter to wiser heads than mine, I can say for
myself that I like the quarters greatly, and am inclined to agree
with Canadian eulogists, that it is the finest country in the world-
barring our own little island&"

" I don't feel, though, as if it ever could be home," observed
Robert, who had taken to his shingles again.

4 Perhaps not ; but we military men have an esentially homeles
professon, you know."

'<The redcoats in Montreal and Quebec sSemed a visible link
with mother country, most welcome to my eyes in the new land;
and so, Argent, when you're commander-in-chief, do continue the
regiments in Canada, for my sake."

" But, my dear fellow," said the oficer, quite seriously. as he
stroek the ashes from his pipe, " it is waste of the most expensve
manufactured material on earth, the British soldier. When he's
within reach of the States, he dserts by whole pickets, ready armed
and aceoutred to the Yankees' hand: I've had the ement job d
wursuing the chaps myself, and being baulked by the fronir.
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its the garrison duty they detest; and an ulunited hcence
beckons them over the border."

"And you think," said Robert, "the colonists are sufficiently
loyal, and all that, to be left to themselves ?"

"I don't think they would join the States, at ail events. What
a horrid set those Yankees are! Canadians are too respectable tO
wish to sail in the same ship with them." This truly cogent
argument was followed by a series of profound whiffs. " And if
they did," added Captain Argent presently, " we've been building
the strongest fortifications in the world, spending millions at Halifax
and Qebec and other places, on fosses, and casemates, and bomb-
proof towers, just for the Yankees! And I suppose that Barrack
Hill in the middle of Bytown will be made into another Acropolis
for the same end."

" Ah," said Robert, shaving his shingle attentively, " so long as
Canadians look back to England as home, and speak of it as home,
there's little fear of annexation or revolt. Mother country has
only to keep up the motherly relation, and patiently loosen the
leading strings, according as her colonies grow able to run alone."

" That sentiment might fal from the lips of a colonial secretary
in his place in the Commons. By the way, did you hear that my
brother Percv has been returned member for the county, at home ?"

"No; we have not seen a newspaper since we left, except a
shabby little Canadian print, which gives half a dozen lines to the
Engliish mail. Tell us about it, Argent. Was there a contest ?"

How intensely interesting were the particulars, and how Robert
and Arthur did devour the ill-printed provincial news-sheet issning
from the obscure Irish country town, and burning all through with
political partizanship! Luckily Argent had the last received copy
in hi@ pocket, which detailed all the goSsip of the election; with the
familiar names and localities of the struggle.

Looking back half a lifetime seemed to be concentrated in the
montha since they had left Europe. Things widely different from
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al past experience had filled their thoughts to overflowing, îud
drowned out old sympathies, till this evening vivified them afresh.
Yet Robert felt, with a sort of little pain, that they must gradually
die away, be detached, and fall off from his life. ils logs and
shingles, his beaver meadow and water privilege, were more to hiin
now than all the political movements which might shake Ireland
to its centre.

Long after Argent's short athietie figure, crowned with fair curls,
lay fast asleep on his buffalo rugs, enjoying hunters' repose, the
brothers sat talking and musing. It was not the first time that
Robert had to reason down Arthur's restless spirit, if he could.
This rencontre had roused it-again. He was not satisfied, with the
monotonous life of the backwoods. He envied Argent, rather, who
could make pleasure his pursuit, if he chose.

They set off for the hunting grounds with sunrise next morning;
the experienced Ina Moose, a half-bred trapper, marching in
advance oft the sledge. First, he had stored in the shanty the
jingling strings of bells, without coneulting their owner: he had a
constitutional antipathy to noise of al sorts, and could see no
especial good in waning-heamne.

" What an erect fellow he is, and as taciturn as a mole," quoth
the lively Argent. "I hope we shal meet with some of his step-
relations, the Indians; I've quite a passion for savage life, that is,
to look at. Last winter's leave I made some excursions on Lake
Simcoe; the islande there are all savage territory, belonging to
the Ojibbeways. Poor fellows, they're dying out-every year
becoming fewer: yet one can discern the relics of a magnificent
race. Red eunning has been no match for white wisdom, that's
certain."

Arthur was a willing listener to many stories about his friend's
excursions; and se the time was wiled away as they drove deeper
into the recesses of the forest,even to the extreme end of alcon-
cession line.
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Here was Ina's wigwan, on the edge of a small pond, which waIs
elosely hedged in with -pines. Wasting no words, he merely
stepped back to unbuckle the shaggy pony, and at the ensuing
noonday meal Arthur for the first time tasted the wilderness pre-
serve called "pemmican." It was not unlike what housewives at
home denominate "collar," he thought, cutting in compact slices
of interwoven fat and lean.

" How is it unde, Argent ?"
"I believe the dried venison is pounded between stones till the

fibres separate, and in that powdery. state is mixed with hot melted
buffalo's fat, and sewed up in bags of skin. They say it is most
nutritive-a pound equal to four pounds of ordinary meat. A
sort of concentrated nourishment, you see."

"What are those blackish things hanging up in the amoke, I
wonder ?"

"Beavers' tails, captured in the creeks off the lake, I suppose:
capital food, tasting like bacon, but a little gristly."

" And does the fellow live here, all alone ?" A quick and per-
haps unfriendly glance of Ina's black eyes proved that he was not
deaft though by choice dumb.

"Well, I suppose so, this year; but he's a great rover., Was
with me on the Simcoe last year. I never met such a lover of the
chase for its own sake. His forefathers' instincts are rampant in
him. Ina, have we any chance of a moose ?"

The trapper shook his grisly head. "Only on the hard wood
ridges al winter," he answered ; they ' yard' whar maples grows,
for they live on the tops and bark. Bariboos come down here,
mostly."

What these were, Arthur had soon an opportunity of knowing.
Ina kindled into a different being when the hunting instinct came
over him. Every sense was on the alert.

The hunters had drawn white shirts over their clothes, to dis-
guise their approach'through the snow from the far-seeing deer
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which they were to stalk. They proceeded some distance before

meeting with game. What intense and inexpressible stillness

through the grand woods ! Arthur started, and almost exclaimed,

when, from a pine tree close to him, issued a report sharp as a

pistol shot. It was only the violent contraction of the wood from

the severe frost, as he knew in a moment; and the deer browsing

yonder on branch tops never winced, though a whisper or a foot-

fall would have sent them bounding away. Presently the crack of

Argent's rifle was followed by the spring of a buck high into the

air, al four feet together, poor animal, as the death-pang pierced

his heart.
"I thought I never should get fair aing, from the way he was

protected by trees," said the sportsman, reloading with satisfaction.

" And it's cruel to maim a creature, you know ;" whence the

reader may perceive that Captain Argent was humane.

" Holloa ! what's this ?" said Arthur, nearly stumbling over a

huge pair of antlers.
"I Moose," replied Ina, laconically, as he glanced upwards to see

whether the maple twigs had been nipped short.

" e must have been a trifle lighter for the los of these,"

observed Arthur, lifting them. Nearly six feet across, and half-a-

hundred weight, if an ounce. I'm curious to see the animal that

can carry them composedly."
" The largest beast. on the continent," said Argent. But much

as they searched, the shed antlers were all they saw of moose for

that day.

CHAPTER XXTV.

LUXBEREES.

SCENE, early morning; the sun pouring clear light over the snowy

world, and upon Captain Argent in front of the hut, just emerged

from his blankets and rugs.
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« Why, Arthur, here's an elk walking up to the very hall door !"
Almost at the same minute Ina appeared among the distant

trees, and fired. He had gone off on snow-shoes long before day-
break, to rmn down the moose he knew to be in the neighbourhood,
had wounded a fine bull, and driven him towards his camp.

"Why didn't you finish him off on the spot," asked Arthur,
"instead of taking all that trouble ?"

"No cart to send for the flesh," replied Ina, significantly.
There might be a thousand pounds of that, covered with long

coarse hair, and crested with the ponderous antlers. A hunch on
the shoulders seemed arranged as a cushion support to these last;
and in the living specimens seen afterwards by Arthur, they
carried the huge horns laid back horizontally, as they marched
at a long trot, nose in the air, and large sharp eyes looking out on
all sides.

" It was a sharp ide to make the elk his own butcher's boy,"
quoth Argent.

The massive thick lips formed the " mouffle," prized in the
wilderness as a dainty: Arthur would have been ashamed to state
his preference for a civilized mutton chop. Other elks shared the
fate of this first; though it seemed a wanton waste of Nature's
bounties to slay the noble animals merely for their skins, noses,
and tongues. Ina was callous, for he knew that thus perished
taultitudes every year in Canada West, and thousands of buffaloes
in the Hudson's Bay territory. Arthur could not help recalling
little Jay; and many a time her lesson kept his rifle silent, and
spared a wound or a life.

One day, while stalking wild turkeys, creeping cautiously from
tree to tree, an unwonted sound dissipated their calculations.
Coming out on a ridge whence the woods swept down to one ox
the endless ponds, they heard distant noises as of men and horses
drawing a heavy load.

"Lumberers," explained Ina, prieking his ears. He would
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have immediately turned in a contrary direction; but the prospect
of seeing a new phase of life was a strong temptation to Captain1
Argent, so they went forward towards a smoke that curled above
a knot of pines.

It proceeded from the lumber shanty: a long, winidowless log-
hut, with a door at one end, a perpetual fire in the centre, on a
large open hearth of stones; the chimney, a hole in the roof.
Along both sides, and the further end was a sort of dais, or low
platform of unhewn trees laid close together, and supporting the
" bunks," or general bed, of spruce boughs and blankets. Pots
slung in the smoke and blaze were bubbling merrily, under pre-
sidence of a red night-capped French Canadian, who acted as
cook, and was as civil, after the manner of his race, as if the new
arrivals were expected guests.

" Ah, bon-jour, Messieurs; vous êtes les bienvenus. Oui,
monsieur-sans doute ce sont des gens de chantier. Dey vork iii
forest," le added, with a wave of his hand-plunging into English.
" Nous sommes tous les gens de chantier-vat you call hommes de
lumbare: mais pour moi, je suis chef de cuisine pour le présent:"
and a conversation ensued with Argent, in which Arthur made out
little more than an occasional word of thé Canadian's-with ease
when it was so Anglican as "le foreman."

"What a good-looking, merry-faced chap he is," observed
Arthur, when the red nighteap had been pulled off in an obeisance
of adieu, as they went to seek for the others, and witness their dis-
foresting operations.

"French Canadians are generally the personifications of good
humour and livelines," returned Argent; " the pleasantest possible
servants and the best voyagers. Listen to him now, carolling a
' hanson' as he manages his smutty cookery. That's the way
they sing at everything."

" So the lumberers have a foreman ?"
g " Curious how the French can't invent words expressive of such
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taings, but must adopt ours. He tells me 'le foreman's' duty is to
distribute the work properly, allotting to each gang its portion;
and also to make a report of conduct to the overseer at the end ot
the season, for which purpose he keeps a journal of events. I had
no idea there was so much organization among them; and it
seems the gangs have regular duties-one to fell, one to hew, one
to draw to the water's edge with oxen; and each gang has a head-
man directing its labours."

Nearing the sound of the axes, they came to where a group of
lumber-men were cutting down some tall spruce-firs, having first
laid across over the snow a series of logs, called " bedding timbers,"
in the Une that each tree would fall. One giant pine slowly
swayed downwards, and finally crashed its full length on the pre-
pared sleepers, just as the strangers approached. Immediately on
its fall, the "uliner" commenced to chop away the bark for a few
inches wide all along the trunk, before marking with charcoal
where the axes were to hew, in squaring the timber; meantime
another man was lopping the top off the tree, and a third cutting a
sort of rough mortise-hole at the base, which he afterwards repeated
at the upper end.

So busy were the whole party, that the hewer, a genuine Paddy,
who stood leaning on his broad axe until the timber was ready for
him, was the first to raise his eyes and notice the new comers.
Arthur asked him what the holes were for.

"Why, then, to raft the trees together when we get 'em into the
water," was his reply; and in the same breath hejumped on to the
trunk, and commenced to notch with his axe as fast as possible
along the aides, about two feet apart. Another of his gang followed,
splitting off the blocks between the deep notches into the line
mark. And this operation, repeated for the four sides, squared the
pine into such a beam as we see piled in ourEnglish timber yards.
» What was Arthur's surprise to recognise, in the ma of lum-

berers gathered round a huge mast, the Milesian countenance of
i G2
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Murty Keefe, a discontented emigrant with whom he had picked
up a casual acquaintance on the steamboat which took him to
Montreal. He was dressing away the knots near the top with his
axe, as though he had been used to the implement al his life.
Wben, after infmite trouble and shouting in all tongues, the half-
dozen span of strong patient oxen were set in motion, dragging the
seventy-feet length of timber along the snow towards the lake,
Arthur contrived to get near enough to his countryman for audible
speech. Murty's exaggerated expectations had suffered a grievous
eclipse ; stil, if he became an expert hewer, he might look forward
to earning more than a curate's salary by his axe. And they were
well fed: he had more meat in a week now than in a twelvemonth
in Ireland. le was one of half-a-dozen Irishmen in this lumberers
party of French Canadians, headed by a Scotch foreman; for
through Canada, where address and administrative ability are
required, it is found that Scotchmen work themselves into the
highest posts.

During the rude but abundant dinner which followed, this head
of the gang gave Argent some further bits of information about the
lumber trade.

" We don't go aboutat random, and fell trees where we like," said
he. "We've got a double tax to pay : first, ground rent per acre
per annum for a licence, and then a duty of a cent for every eubie
foot of timber we bring to market. Then, lest we should take land
and not work it, we are compelled to produce a certain quantity of
wood from every acre of forest we rent, under pain of forfeiting our
licence."

" And will you not have it ail cut down some day ? Then what
is the country to do for fuel and the world for shipe ?"

The foreman rubbed his rusty beard with a laugh.
" There's hundreds of years of lumbering in the Bytown district

alone,"said hoe; "why, sir, it alone comprehends sixty thousand
square miles of forest."
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CHAPTER XXV.

CHILDREN OF THEdFl9REST.

THERE could hardly be a wider contrast than between Captain
Argent's usual dinner at his regimental mess, and that of which he
now partook in the lumbermen's shanty. Tables and chairs were as
unknown as forks and dishes among the gen* de chantier ; a large pot
of tea, dipt into--by everybody's pannikin, served for beer and wire;
pork was the pièce de résietmce, and tobacco smoking the dessert;
during al of which a Babel of tongues went on in French patois,
intermingled with an occasional remark in Irish or Scottish brogue.

" Your men seem to be temperance folk," observed Argent to
the foreman.

" Weel, they must be," was the laconie reply. "We've no stores
where they could get brandy-smash in the bush, and it's so much
the better for them, or 1 daursay they wad want prisons and juries
next. As it is, they're weel behaved lads eneugh."

" 'm sure it must be good in a moral point of view; but do you
find them equal to as much work as if they had beer or spirits ?"
asked Captain Argent. "And lumbering seems to me to be par-
ticularly laborious."

"Weel, there's a fact lIl mak a present to the teetotallers,"
answered the foreman. " Our lumberers get nothing in the way oi
stimulant, and they don't seem to want it. When I came fresh
from the auld country, I couldna hardly b'lieve that."

" Au large, au large !"
At this word of command all hands turned out of the shanty, and

went back to work in their several gangs. Again the fellers
attacked the hugest pines; the hewers sprang upon the allen.
lining and squaring the living trees into dead beama; and the
teamsters yoked afresh their patient oxen, ftting upon each massive
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throat the heavy wooden collar, and attaching to chains the pon-
derous log which should be moved towards the water-highway.

Argent and Arthur found themselves presently at the foot of a
colossal Weymouth or white pine, the trunk and top of which were
almost as disproportionate as a pillar supporting a paint-brush, but
which the Scottish foreman admired enthusiastically, considering it
in the abstract as "a stick," and with reference to its future career
in the shape of a mast. All due preparation had been made for
its reception upon level earth ; a road twenty feet wide eut through
the forest, that it and half a dozen brother pines of like calibre in
the neighbourhood might travel easily and safely to the water's
edge ; and forty yards of bedding timbers, lay, a ready-made couch,
for its great length.

"I daursay, now, that stick's standing aboot a thousand years:
I've counted fourteen hunder rings in the wood of a pine no much
bigger. Ou, 'twill mak a gran' mast for a seventy-for-nigh a
hunder feet lang, and as straight as a rod."

Stripping off the bark and dressing the knots was the next work,
which would complete its readiness for Devonport dockyards, or
perchance for the Cherbourg shipwrights. During this operation,
the foreman made an excursionto visit his other gangs, and then
took his visitors a little aside into the woods to view what he termed
a "regular take-in.» It was a group of fine-looking pines, wearing
all the outward semblance oÇhealth, but when examined, proving
mere tubes of bark, charred and blackened within, and ragged along
the seam where the fire had burst out.

" How extraordinary !" said Argent "Why were they not burned
equally through ?"

"I hae been thinking the fire caught them in the spriug, when
the Sp rins strong ; so the mp-wood saved thae shells, to miguide
the pcir axmen. IthoughtlI had a fair couple .o'cribs o'lumber
a' ready t4hand, when I spied the holes, and found my fine pins
naething but empty pipes."
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He had been fashioning two saplings into strong handspikes, and
now offered one each to the gentlemen. "Ye'll no be too proud
to bear a hand wi' the mast aboon: it'll be a kittle job lugging it
to the pond; so just lénd us a shove now and then."

The great mass war r last got into motion, by a difficult con-
certed starting of all the oxe4-at the same moment.

Round the brilliant log fre, while pannikins of tea circulated.
and some flakes of the falling snow outside came fluttering down
into the blaze, the lumberers lay on their bunks, or sat on blocks,
talking, sleeping, singing, as the nood moved. French Canadians
are native-born songsters; and their simple ballad melodies, full
of réfrain and repetition, sounded very pleasing even to Argent's
amateur ears.

I can imagine that this shanty life must be pleasant enough,"
said Argent, rolling himself in his buffalo robe preparatory to sleep
by the fire.

"l'Il just tell ye what it is," returned the foreman; "nane that
has gane lumbering can tak' kindly to ony ither calling. They
hae caught the wandering instinct, and the free life o' the woods
becomes a needcessity, if I might say ae. D'ye ken the greatest
trouble I find in towns ? Trying to sleep on a civilized bed. I
canna do't, that's the fact; nor be sitting to civilized dinners, whar
the misguided folk spend thrice the time that's needfu', fiddling
with a fork an' spune. I like to eat an' be done wi' it."

Which little social trait was of a piece with Mr. Foreman's
energy and promptness in all the circumstances of life. In a verv
few minutes from the aforesaid speech he was sound asleep. for
he was determined to waste no time in acoomplishing that either.

Argent and Arthur left this wood-cutting polity next morning,
and worked, or rather hunted their way back to the settled districts.
The former stayed for another idle week at Cedar Creek ; and
then the brothers were again alone, to pursue their strife with the
forest.
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It went on, with varying success, till "the moon of the snow
crust," as the Ojibbeways poetically style March. A chaos of fallen
truiks and piled logs lay for twenty-five acres about the little
shanty; Robert was beginning to understand why the French
Canadians called a cleared patchl "un désert," for beyond doubt
the axe had a desolating result, in its present stage.

" Why, then, Masther Robert, there's one th1ig I wanted to ax
you," said Andy, resting a moment from his chopping: " it's goin'
on four months now since we see a speck of green, an' will the
snow ever be off the ground agin, at al at all?"

" You se, the sun is only just getting power enough to melt it,"
returned his master, tracing with his axe-head a furrow in the
thawing surface.

" But sure if it always freezes up tight agin every evening', that
tittle taste of meltin' won't do much good," observed Andy.
" Throth, I'm fairly longin' to see that lake turn into wather,
instead o, bein' as hard as iron. Sure the fish must all be
smothered long ago, the crathurs, in prison down there."

" Well, Andy, I hope they'll be liberated next month. Mean-
while, the ice is a splendid highroad. Look there."

From behind a wooded promontory stretching far into the lake,
at the distance of about half a mile from where they were choßping,
emerged the figure of a very tal Indian, wrapped in a dark
blanket and carrying agun. After him, in thestately lndian fle,
maxehed two youths, also armed ; then appeared a birehen traineau,
drawn hy the squaw who had the honour of being wife and mother
respectively to the preceding copper-cloured men, and who there-
fore was oastituted their beat of burde. Â girl and a child-
future uquaws-ehared the toil of pulling along the family chattels,
unaided by the stlwart lords of the creation staking in front

"Why, thi, nover welcome their impidence, an' to lave the
pootomea to- do aull the hard work, an' they marIn't fore-
nenst em like three images, 80 stiff an' so sthraight, an' nver
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spakin' a word. I'm afeard it's here they're comin'. An' I give
ye my word she has a child on her back, tied to a boord ; no
wondher for 'em to be as stiff as a tongs whin they grows np, since
the babies is rared in that way."

Not seeming to heed the white men, the Indians turned into a
little cove at a short distance, and stepped ashore. The woman-
kind followed, pulling their traineau with difficulty over the 'rough-
nesses of the landing place; while husband and sons looked on
tranquilly, and smoked " kinne-kanik " in short stone pipes. The
elderly squaw deposited her baby on the snow, and als% comforted
herself with a whiff; certain vernacular conversation ensued be-
tween her and her daughters, apparently about the place of their
amp, and the younger ones set to work clearing a patch of ground
under some birch-trees. Mrs. Squaw now drew forth a hatchet
from her loaded sledge, and chopped down a few saplings, which
vere fixed firmly in the earth again a few yars off, so as to mo4e
an oval inclosure by the help of trees already standing.

"Throth, an' Ill go an' help her," quoth good-natured Mndy,
whose native gallantry would not permit him to witness a woman's
toil without trying to lighten it. " Of all the ould lazy-boots 1
ever see, ye're the biggest," apostrophizing the silent stoical Indians
as he passed where they lounged; "ye've a pod right to be
ashamed of yerselves, so ye have, for a set of idle spalpeens."

The eldest of the trio removed his pipe for an instant and
uttered the two words-"I savagel' Andy's rhetoric had been
totally incomprehensible.

"Why, thin, ye needn't tell me ye're a savidge: it's as plain as
a pikestaff. What'll I do with this stick, did ye say, ma'am ? Oh,
surra bit o' me knows a word she's sayin', though it's mighty like
the Irish of a Connaught man. I wondher what it is she's thryin'
to make; it resimbles the beginnin' of a big basket at present, an'
meselif stmdin' in the inside of the bottom. I can't be far astbray
if I dhrive down the three where there's a gap. I don't see how



they're to make a roof, an' this isn't a counthry where I'd exactly

like to do 'athout one. Now she's fastenin' down the branches

round, stickin' 'em in the earth, an' tyin' 'em together wid cord.

It's the droll cord, never see a rope-walk anyhow."

Certainly not; for it was the tough bast of the Canadian cedar,
mnanufactured in large quantities by the Indian women, twisted

into all dimensions of cord, from thin twine to cables many fathom

long; used for snares, fisbing nets, and every species of stitching.
Mrs. Squaw, like a provident housekeeper, had whole balls of it in

her traineau ready for use; Also rolls of birch-bark, which, when

the skeleton wigwam was quite ship-shape, and well interlaced with

crossbars of supple boughs, she began to wrap round in the fashion

of a covering skirt.
Had crinoline been in vogue in the year 1851, Robert would

have found a parallel before his eyes, in these birch-bark flounces
arranged over a sustaining framework, in four successive falls,

narrowing in circumference as they neared the top, where a knot

of bast tied the arching timbers together. He was interested in

the examination of these forest tent cloths, and found each roll

composed of six or seven quadrangular bits of bark, about a yard

square apiece, sewed into a strip, and having a lath stitched into

each end, after the manner in which we civilized people use rollers

for a map. The erection was completed by the casting acros

several strings of bast, weighted at the ends with stones, which

kept all steady.
The male Indians now vouchsafed to ake possession of the wig-

wam. Solemnly stalking up to Andy, the chief of the party offered

his pipe to him for a puff.
" Musha thin, thank ye kindly, an' I'm glad to see ye've some

notions o' civiltude, though ye do work the wife barder than is

dacent." But after a single "draw," Andy took the pipe in his

fingers and looked curiously into its bowl. " It's the quarest

tobacco I ever tasted," he observed: "throth if I don't think its
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nothin' but chips o' bark an' dead leaves. Here 'tis back for you,
sir; it don't shute my fancy, not bein' an Indjin yet, though I donno
what I mightn't come to." The pipe was received with the deepest
gravity.

No outward aigu had testifled surprise or any other emotion, at
the discovery that white men had settled close to their "sugar-
bush," and of course become joint proprietors. The inscrutable
sphinx-like calm of these countenances, the strangeness of this
avage life, detained Robert most of the afternoon as by a sort of
fascination. Andy's wrath at the male indolence was renewed by
fading that the squaw and her girls had tocut and carry all the
firewood needful: oven the child of seven years old worked bard
at bringing in loge to the wigwam. He was unaware that the
Indian women hold labour to be their special prerogative ; that
this very squaw despised him for the help he rendered her; and
that the observation in her own tongue, which was emphasized by
an approving grunt from her husband, was a sarcasm levelled at
the inferiority and mean-spiritedness of the white man, as exempli-
fied in Andy's person.

One of the young fellows, who had dived into the forest an hour
before, returned with spoil in the shape of a skunk, which the
ever-industrious squaw set about preparing for the'evening meal.
The fearful odour of the animal appeured unnoticed by the Indians,
but wasfound so hateful byRobert and his Irish squirethat they
lf the place immediately.

CHAPTER XXVI.

ON A SWEET SUBJECT.

Trs Indian family was only the precursor of hal a dozen others,
Who also established "camps," preparatory to their great work of
tapping the maple trees. The Wynns found them inoffensive

ON A SWEET SUBJECT.

I
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neighbours, and made out a good deal of amusement in watching
their ways.

" I'd clear 'em out of that in no time," said Zack Bunting, "if
the land were mine. Indians hain't no rights, bein' savages. I
guesu they darsn't come nigh my farm down the pond-they'd be
apt to cotch it right slick, I tell you. They tried to pull the wool
over my eyes in the beginnin', an' wanted to be tappin' in my bush
as usual, but Zack Buntin' warn't the soft-beaded goney to give in, I
tell you. So they vamosed arter jest seein' my double-barrel, an'
they hain't tried it on since. They know'd I warn't no doughface."

"Well, I mean to let them manufacture as much sugar as they
want," said Robert: " there's plenty for both them and me."

" Bights is rights," returned Zack, " as I'd soon show the var.
mints if they dar'st come near me. But your Britisher govern.
ment has sot 'em up altogether, by makin' treaties with 'em, an'
givin' 'em money, an' buyin' lands from 'em, instead of kickin' 'em
out as an everlastin' nuisance."

" You forget that they originally owned the whole continent, and
in common justice should have the means of livelihood given to
them now," said Robert. "It is not likely they'll 'trouble the
white man long."

"I see yer makin' troughs for the sap," observed Zack. "What
on airth, you ain't never hewin' 'em from basswood ?"

"Why not ?"
"CoS 'twill leak every single drop. Yer trougha must be wbite

pine or black ash; an' as ye'll want to fix fifty or sixty on 'em at
all events, that half-dozen ain't much of a lSs."

" Couldn't they be made serviceable anyhow ?" asked Robert,
unwilling quite to lose the labour of his hands.

"Wal, you might burn the inside to make the grain closer: I've
heerd tell on that dodge. If you warn't so far from the 'Corner,'
we could fix our sugar together, an' make but one bilin' of it, for
you'll want a team, an' you don't know nothin' about maples"
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Zack's eyes were askance upon Robert. " We might 'most as well
go shares-you give the sap, an' I the labour," he added. " l'il
jest bring up the potash kettle on the sled a Monday, an' we'll

· the trees. You cut a hundred little spouts like this: an' have
you'În auger? There now, I gues that's fixed."

But he turned back after a few yards to say-" Since yer hand's
in, you 'most might jest as well fix a score troughs for me, in case
some o? mine are leaked:" and away he went.

" That old sharper will be sure to have the best of the bargain,"
thought Robert. " It's just his knowledge pitted against my inex-
perience. One satisfaction is that i am learning every day." And
he went on with his troughs and spouts until near sundown, when
he and Arthur went to look at the Indian encampment, and see
what progres was being made there.

'I can't imagine," said the latter, " why the tree which pro-
doces only a watery juice in Europe should produce a diluted
syrup in Canada."

" Holt said something of the heat of the March sun setting the
up in motion, and making it sweet., Tou feel how burning the
noon is, these days."

" That's a statement of a fact, but not an explanation," said the
cavilling Arthur. " Why should a hot sun put sugar in the sap ?"

Robert had no answer, nor has philosophy either.
The Indians had already tapped their trees, and placed underneath

each orifice a sort of rough bowl, for catching the precious juice as
it trickled along a stick inserted to guide its flow. These bowls,
mde of the semicircular exerescences on a species of inaple, serve
various uses in the cooking line, in a squaw's ménage, along with
bsins and boxes of the universally useful birchen bark. When the
ap has been boiled down into syrup, and clarified, it is again trans-

*rred to them to crystallize, and become solid in their keeping.
.An Indian girl was makig what is called gum-sugar, near the

kettles: cutting moulda of various shapes in the snow, and droppig
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therein small quantities of the boiling molasses, which coolrd

rapidly into a tough yellowish substance, which could be drawn out
with the fingers like toffy. Arthur much approved of the specimen
he tasted; and without doubt the sugar-making was a sweetmeat
saturnalia for all the " papooses " in the camp. They sat about
on the snow in various attitudes, consuming whole handfuls and
cakes of the hot sweet stuf, with rather more gravity, but quite as
much relish, as English children would display if gifted with the
run of a comfit establishment.

"Did you ever see anything like their solemnity, the young
monkeys 1" said Arthur. "Certainly the risible faculties were left

out in the composition of the Indian. I wonder whether thev

know how to laugh if they tried."
"Do you know," said Robert, " Holt says that Indian mythology

has a sort of Prometheus, one Menabojo, who conferred useful arts
upon men; amongst others, this art of making maple-sugar; also
canoe building, fishing, and hunting."

" A valuable and original genius," rejoined Arthur; "but I
wonder what everybody could have been doing before his advent,
without those sources of occupation."

Zack and his team arrived two mornings subsequently.
"Wal, Robert, I hope you've been a clearin' yer sugar-bush, an'

choppin' yer firewood, all ready. Last night was sharp frosty, an'
the sun's glorious bright to-day-the wind west, too. I hain't seen
a better day for a good run o' sap this season., Jump on the sled.
Arthur-there's room by the troughs."

" No, thank you," said the young man, haughtily, marching on
before with his auger. He detested Zack's familiar manner, a
could hardly avoid resenting it.

" We're worth some pnkins this mornin', I guess," observed

Zack, glancing after him. " He'll run his auger down instead of
up, out o' pure Britisher pride an' contrarineos, if we don't evertake
him."
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Arthur was just applying the tool to the first tree, when he

ut heard Zack's shout.
n g " The sunny side! Fix yer spile the sunny side, you goney."

at g Which term of contempt did not contribute to Arthur's good
ut E humour. He persisted in continuing this bore where he had begun:
d and one result was that, at the close of the day, the trough under-

as neath did not contain by a third as much as those situate on the
he south side of the trees.

" It ain't no matter o' use to tap maples less than a foot across.
They hain't no sugar in 'em," said Zack, among his other practical
hints. " The older the tree, the richer the sap. This 'ere sugar

ely M bush is as fine as I'd wish to tap: mostly hard maple, an' the right
age. Soft maple don't make nothing but molasses, hardly-them
with whitish skin; so you are safe to chop 'em down."

The little hollow spouts drained, and the seventy troughs slowly
filled, all that livelong day, in the sunny air ;euntil freezing night
came down, and the chilled sap shrank back, waiting for persuasive
sUnbeams to draw its sweetness forth again. Zack came round

nt, with his team next afternoon, emptiedtall the troughs into one big
brrel on his sled, and further emptied the barrel into the huge
kettle and pot which were swu4g over a fire near the shanty, and
which he superintended with great devotion for some time.

"I could not have believed that the trees could spare so much
juice," observed Robert. "Are they injured by it, Bunting ?"

" I ha' known a single maple yield a matter o' fifty gallons, an'
that not so big a one neither," was the reply. "An' what's more.

n they grew the better for the bleedin'. I guess you hadn't none of
and this sort o' sugar to hum in Egend?"

"Not a grain : al cane stgar, importe."
.re « "Wal, you Britishers must be everlastin' rich," was Zack's reply.

of "An' I reckon vou don't never barter, but pays hard cash down?
e I wish I'd a good store somewhar in your country, Robert: I guess

I'd turn a profit"
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CHAPTER XXVII.

A BUSY BEE.

WE'D ha' best sugar off the whole lot altogether," Zack had said:
and being the only one of the makers who knew anything about
the manufacture, he was permitted to prescribe the procedure.
The dark amber-coloured molasses had stood and settled for some
days in deep wooden troughs, before his other avocations, of farmer
and general storekeeper at the "<Corner," allowed him to come up
to the Cedars and give the finishing touch.

A breathless young BuJting-familiarly known as Ged, and the
veriest miniature of his father-burst into the shanty one day
during dinner-a usual visiting hour for members of his family.

" Well, Ged, what do you want ?"
" Uncle Zack 'Il be here fust thing in the mornin' to sugar the

syrup, an' he says yo're to have a powerful lot of loges ready chopped
for the fires," was the message. "I guess I thought I'd be late for
dinner," the boy added, with a sort of chuckle, "but I ain't;" and
he winked knowingly.

" Well," observed Arthur, laughing, "you Yankees beat all the
world for cool impudence."

"I rayther gues we do, an' fur most things else teu," was the
lad's reply, with his eyes fixed on the trencher of bear's meat which
Andy was serving up for him. "Don't you be sparing of the prit-
ters-I'm rael hungry :" and, with his national celerity, the viands
disappeared.

When the meal was ended, Robert, as always, returned thanks
to God for his mercies, in a few reverent words. The boy stared.

" I guess I hain't never heerd the like of that 'afore," he re-
marked. "Sure, God ain't nowhar hereabouts?'

Robert was surprised to find how totally ignorant he was of the
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verv rudiments of the Christian faith. The name of God had
reached his ear chiefly in oaths; heaven and hell were words with
little meaning to his darkened mind.

"I thought a Methodist minister preached in your father's big
room once or twice a year," observed Robert, after some conversa-
tion.

"So lie do; but I guess we boys makes tracks for the woods;
an' besides, there ain't no room for us nowhar," said Ged.

Here I mayjust be permitted to indicate the wide and promising
tield for missionary labpur that lies open in Canada West. No fet-
ters of a foreign tongue need cramp the ardent thought of the
evangelist, but in his native English he may tel the story of salva-
tion through a land large as half a dozen European kingdoms,
where thousands of his brethren according to the flesh are perish
ing for want of knowledge. A few stray Methodists alone have
pushed into the moral wilderness of the backwoods; and what are
they among so many? Look attthe masses of lumberers: it is
computed that on the Ottawa and its tributaries alone they number
thirty thousand men; spending their sabbaths, as a late observer
bu told us, i mending their clothes and tools, smoking and sleep-
ing and utterly without religion. Why should not the gospel be
preached to these our brothers, and souls won for Christ from among
them ?

And in outlying germs of settlements like the "Corner," which
are the centre of districts of sparse population, such ignorance as
this of yowng Bunting's, tho' rare elsewhere in Canada or the

States, is far from uncommon among the rising generation.
Zack arrived with the ox-uled at the time appointed, and Ged

perched on it.
"Just lçok at the pile of vessels the fellow has brought to carry

awayliis share of the molasses and sugar," said Arthur, as the
plumsy vehicle came lumbering up. 'Twas a great stroke of
business to give us all the trouble, and take al the advantage to
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himself-our trees, our fires, nothing but the use of his oxen as a
set-off."

The advantage was less than Arthur supposed ; for maples are
not impoverished by drainage of sap, and firewood is so abundant
as to be a nuisance. But for Zack's innate love of even the sera-
blance of overreaching, he might have discerned that his gain in
this transaction was hardly worth the pains.

" Wal, Robert, you ha' poured off the molasses into the kettles;
an' now fur the clarifyin'. I knowed as how ye had nothen' fit-
milk, nor calf's blood, nor eggs, nor nothen'-so I brought up the
eggs, an' when we're aettlin' shares they kin be considered."

" The old sharper !" muttered Arthur.
" I'm afeerd like they're beat up already," said Mr.Bnting.

picking them gingerly ont of his pockets, "thou made Ged
drive a purpose. But that near ox has a trick of stickin' over
stumps, an' I had obliged to eut a handspike to lhim. I declar' ii
they ain't all whole arter ail, 'cept one." He amashed them into
a wooden bowl half full of molasses, and beat them up with a chip,
then emptied thê contents into the kettles, stirring well. Hung
over a slow fire, from a pole resting on two notched posts, the slight
simmering sound soon began; and on the top of the heated fluid
gathered a scum, which Zack removed. After some repetitions of
this skimming, and when the molasses looked bright and clear, Mr.
Bunting asked for a bit of fat bacon.

" Which can be considered when we're dividing shares," said
Arthur, han4ing it to him a few minutes afterwards. A glance was
Zack's reply, as he strung the bacon on a cord, and hung it below
the rim, within two inches of the boiling surface.

"Indeed," quothRobert, looking on at the operation of this ex-
pedient for preventing the spilling over of the molasses, "I wonder
some cleaner mode of keeping the boiling within bounds has not
been invented."

"The Scotchman Davidson cools with a run of cold sap, ont of a



A BUSY BEE. 187

little spout an' a keg; but them notions (on't suit me nohow; tw
uit o' bacon fixes it jest as right. By the way, did vou hear thai
his iarm is took? By a Britisher gentleman-L'm told an officer,
too; I guess he'll want to back out o' the bush faster thani he got
in, ef he's like the most of 'em. I know'd some o' the sort, an'
they never did a cent's worth o' good, hardly, though they was
above bein' spoke to. 'Tain't a location for soft hands an' handsome
elothes, I guess ; an' I declar ef I don't think I ever saw gentlemen
Britishers git along so remarkably smart as yerselves: but ve hain't
been above work, that's a fact."

The Wynns were glad enough of the prospect of a new neigh-
bour of the educated class; for, more than once or twice, the total
absence of congenial society in any sense of the word had been
felt as a minor privation. Robert foresaw that when -with future
years came improved means and enlarged leisure, this need would

to be greater. Zack thought the new settlers ought to try and arrive
before spring thaw.

" Yer own logging-bee might be 'bout that time, Robert," heng Z

observed, while he narrowly watched his kettles and their incipient
,i sgar. " The fallow looks ready for burnin', I guess."

Of "Yes, 'tis nearly all chopped and piled ; but I'm more anxious
to have a raising-bee for my new house. The logging can wait for
a couple of months, Davidson tells me."

I"Wal, you'1l want considerable of whisky for the ten," observed
Zack, briskly; "all the ' Corner ' 'Il be sure to come, an' raise ver

îow house off the ground right slick at onst A frame-house, I cal-
e'late ?"

" Clapboarded and painted, if I can Mr. Bunting."
ider "Now I don't want- ever to hear of o better luck than I had in

gittin' that consignment of ile an' w llead t'other day. Jest the
very thing fur you, I guess !"

Robert did not seem similarly struck by the coincidence.
" Any one but Zack would have melted away long ago over that
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roaring fire," said Arthur some tinie afterwards, wvithdrawing from
his kettle to fan bimself. "Being a tall bag of bones, I suppose
he can't dissolve readily. What's he groing to do now, I wonder?"

Mr. Bunting had chipped a thin piece of wood from one of the
fire logs, and wrought through it a narrow hole, inchlong ; this le
dipped in the seething molasses, and drew it forth filled with a thin
film, which he blew out with his breath into a long bubble of some
tenacity.

" Thar! 'tis sugared at last," said he. jerking aside the chip;
"an' now fur the pans."

By a remarkable clairvoyance, just at this juncture various
younger members of the Bunting family made their appearance hi
the sugar-bush ; and as fast as uncle Zack poured forth the sweet
stuff into the tins and shallow wooden vessels placed to receive it,
did half-a-dozen pilfering hands abstract portions to dip in the snow
and devour. Zack's remonstrances and threats were of no avail,
and whenever he made a dash towards them, they dispersed in all
directions "quick as wink."

" Ef I ketch you, Ged, you'il know the defference of grabbin' a
pound out of this 'ere tin, I guess, you young varmint !"

"'Tain't so kinder aisy to catch a 'coon, uncle Zack," was the
lad's rejoinder from the fork of a birch where he had taken refuge,
and sucked his stolen goods at ease. Similar raids harassed the
long line of cooling tins, and not all the efforts of the sugar-makers
at mounting guard could prot them, until the guerilla corps of
youngsters became in some de;ee surfeited, and slid away through
the woods as they had come. Meanwhile, the best part of a stone
of the manufacture had vanished.

" Them are spry chaps, I reckon," was the parent's reflection.
with some pride in their successful freebooting, though he had
opposed its details.

" I would teach them to be honest, Mr. Bunting;" which speech
only evoked a laugh.
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s "Now I guess you're riled 'cos thev ran away with ver sugar,
jest as ef 'twarn't imore mine than yourn."

This was unpromising as portended the division into shares,

e wherein Robert was overreached, as he knew he should be ; but he

e comforted himself by the reflection that next year he should be
n able to do without his odious assistant, and that for this summer he
e lad housekeeping-sugar enough. He utterly refused to enter into

any coalition for the making of vinegar or beer. Towards the close
of the sap season he tapped a yellow birch, by his Scotch neigh-
bour's advice, drew from it thirty gallons in three days, boiled

s down that quantity into ten gallons, and set it to ferment in a
sunny place, with a little potato yeast as the exciting cause. Of

t course the result was im-mensely too much vinegar for any possible
it, household needs, considerijtlhat not even a cucumber bed was as
W yet laid out in the embryo garden.
il, But now April, "the moon for breaking the snow-shoes," in
i Ojibbeway parlance, was advancing; patches of brown ground

began to appear under the hot sunlight, oozy and sloppy until the
a two-feet depth of frost was gradually exhaled. The dwellers in the

shanty had almost forgotten the look of the world in colours, for so
e many months had it slept in white array. Robert could have
e, kissed the earliest knot of red and blue hepaticas which bloomed
e at the base of a log-heap. But he looked In vain for that eldest
rs child of ~an English spring, the " wee modest crimson-tipped"
of daisy, or for the meek nestling primrose among the moss. And
h from the heaven's blue lift no music of larks poured down ; no

ne twitter of the chaffinch or whistle of the thrush echoed from the
greening woods. Robert thought the blue-bird's voice a poor

>n apology for bis native songsters.

ad fHe had indeed little time for any reflections unconnected with
hard work. The cedar swamp was shrinking before his axe, and

ch yielding its fragrant timbers for the future house. From early
maorning till late at night the three men never ceased labour,
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except for short meals; having, as their object and reward, the
comfort of those dear ones who would arrive in July or August at a ra
farthest. tield

The existing shanty was to be retained as kitchen, and a little Xbd
room could be railed off the end as a place for stores. Four was
apartments would constitute the new house, one of them to be a the
sitting room for the mother and Linda. How easy to build and all;
furnish in fancy! how difficult in fact! Yet the raising-bee vari
accomplished a great deal, though the Yankee storekeeper was fabl
discomfited to find that Davidson of Daisy Burn had undertaken paci
the guidance of the hive ; he sulked somewhat in consequence, and abo
also because the consumption of spirits was not, as he had con- stor
templated, to intoxication. Robert was backed by his sturdy "
-Scottish neighbour in that resolve; and the more sensible of the An
workers could not but approve. end.

Four walls and roof were put together by the joint-stock labour rapi
of the day. Standing in the vacant doorway, Robert looked over the
the moonlit view of woods and islanded lake well pleased. of a

ove
CIAPTER XXVIII.

sho
OLD FACES UPON NEW NEIGHBOURS.

exci
Now, while Arthur devoted himself chiefly to the interior carpenter-
ing, Robert burned and cleared a patch of fallow to be a garden.' amo
Their good friend Hiram Holt, among his other useful gifts, had
sent with them in the waggon a stock of young apple trees, which wit
had lain all winter half buried in a corner of the hut, to be grubbed he
up in spring and planted out in rows four rods apart. Beds of Tha
potatoes and turnips, set at the edges with pumpkin seeds and a
squares of Indian corn, filled the garden space in an orderly "
manner before the end of May; then rail-fences sprang up about be
it, and the first bit of forest was fairly reclaimed.
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During breakfast one morning Andy rushed in, proclaiming that
a raft was in sight on the lake, "one 'most as big as a five-acre
tield," he said. This proved rather an imaginative description on
Àndy's part, like many other of his verbal sketches; for the raft
was infantine compared with its congeners of the great lake and
the St. Lawrence. A couple of bonds lashed together-that was
al; and a bond containeth twenty cribs, and a crib containeth a
variable amount of beams, according to lumberer's arithmetical
tables. Arthur recognised his acquaintance, the Scotch foreman,
pacing the deck; he hailed the unwieldy craft, and shipped himself
aboard for a voyage to the "Corner," where he had business at the
dtore.

" Wid a horn in front, an' a tail behind, there it goes," observed
.ndy, in allusion to the long oars projecting from rowlocks at each
end. "An' now, Masther Robert, what'll become o' that in the
rapids below the sawmil? Sure 'twill be batthered in pieces, an'
the water so mighty coorse intirely there ; enough to make chaneys
of any raft."

"'Twill be taken asunder, and the cribs sent down separately
over the falls," replied Mr. Wynn.

Arthur saw the operation by-and-by, and the hardy raftsmen
shooting the rapids in what appeared to him circumstances of
exciting peril. While he and all the disengaged dwellers at the
"Corner" were as yet looking on, a waggon came in sight from
among the trees, and turned their curiosity into another channel.

Gradually it drew near, stumbling among the stumps and ruts,
with all sorts of language applied to the oxen. Arthur thought
he had formerly seen that figure marching by the off-wheel.
That peculiar gentleman-like and military air, even shouldering
a handspike, could not be mistaken.

"I guess as how 'tis the Britisher officer as has took Davidson's
betterments," said 'cute Zack ; "an' thar's womanfolks behind the
waggon afoot. Wal, now, but I say I do pity them Britisher ladies
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a-comin' into the bush-them that hain't never in their hull lift me
as much a ¡baked a biscuit. I ha' seen the like o' such in voi
Montreal-delicate critters, that you wouldn't hardly think know.d1 lai
the use of a fryin'-pan when they see'd it, an' couldn't lift one if bo
they was to git a handful o' dollars. I guess these ain't mueh on
betterer nohow." lig

It was a homily on the appearance * Edith Armytage and the mi
child Jay picking their steps along after thg waggon; while within
on the hampers and boxes stretched heavily lay their brother, sto
taking things easy by means of sleep. The Captain's salute toe de
Arthur was most cordial. eve

" So, my dear young friend! What most fortunate fate has kin
thrown us together again ? A very pleasant freak of destiny, '
truly. I left you last with an uncomfortable old gentleman, who kn
was particularly obstinate in his opinions about the seignorial me
system, as I remember. He was right, my young friend, in con- bee
demning that system--eh ? Perfectly right. I left it in disgust.
Incompatible with a British officer's feelings-eh ?" ln

Here his monologue was disturbed by little Jay's running up toe
Arthur very joyously. "I told Edith we should meet you. I ton
knew we should. And how is Robert and your funny servant? to
Ah, I am very glad !" pa

"Jane, my dear, I have repeatedly told you not to be so
boisterous," put in her father. "Go back, and walk with your sou
sister Edith." her

The little girl tried to withdraw her hand and obey, though with
a wistfil look; but Arthur detained it, and went with her the fewy by
steps to meet Miss Armytage. a

" Edith, are you not glad ? They all live at Cedar Creek, quite and
close to Daisy Burn, and we can see them every day, and he says wi
Daisy Burn is a very nice plac -" gra

"I have had some experience of children," began CaptaingC«
Armytage stiffiy, "ltut one so talkative as Jane I bave seldomisu
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met. You should correct her, Edith, my dear." For the man's
voice was what he wished to hear. Edith's hand was most gently
laid on the dear little sister's arm as a caution; but at this juncture
both gentlemen were obliged to press forward and help the oxen
ont of some critical situations, and Jay could whisper her de-
light and her anticipations without fear of reprimand for a few
minutes at least.

Then, when the waggon brought up in front of Mr. Bunting's
store, young Armytage woke with a mighty yawn and stretch to
declare that bush travelling was the greatest bore-woild they
ever reach the farm? and he thereupon arose to the exertion of
kindling his pipe.

"Nonsense, Wyni, can that be you ? Glad to see some face I
know among these endless trees. They're nearly as sickening to
me as waves to a fellow in hie first voyage. Hope the farm has

. been well cleared of them ; you know the ground, eh ?"
"Not all cleared by âny means; but if you had to take the axe

in haad, as we have-"
o "Gentlemen, are you going to liquor ?" said Zack, in a persuasive
I tone, marshalling the way into his bar. "Almeria, tell your ma
? to bring here some of her best beer to treat these gentlemen-

partic'lar friends. Be spry, will you ?"
s8 The tawny black-eyed young lady answering to the above high-
ur 8 sounding cognomen returned in a few moments with a jug, whlince

her father poured forth three horn goblets of dark fluid. Arthur,
ith through superior knowledge not touching his, was highly amused
rew by the grimaces of the others. Indeed, the captain had swallowed

a huge gulp of it before he realized fully its strange flavour,
aite and then could but sputter and scour his moustache and lips
savs with his handkerchief. Mr. Bunting looked on with exemplary

gravity.
tain "Thar! I told thl' oe woman that spruce beer ain't so good as
do usual this brewin'."
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"Good! the vilest compound-a fir-tree steeped in a stagnant

pool!" exclimed the irate captain, wth considerable warmth of
colouring. "Bring me something, sirrah, to take away the odious
taste-anything you like."

Mr. Bunting obeyed with alacrity. Arthur left father and son
over their pipes and glasses, and went outside to join Miss Army-
tage and Jay, who had declined various overtures to enter the
store, and were the cynosure of all eyes in the "Corner " as thev
walked to and fro on the only stumpless strip of ground in the
place-a fair child and a pale girl. Presently forth came the
captain.

"Edith, my dear," he said, blandly, "I may be detained here
for hitf an hour: I fmd that mine host, Mr. Bunting, has a very
exact knowledge of the locality to which we are going. I think
you both might be going on with the waggon; your brother will
follow in a minute or so when his smoke is finished, he says.
Driver, you may go forward: au revoir, Edith."

ie kissed the tips of his fingers to his daughter gallantly, and
passed into the bar again with a jaunty air.

"If you will allow me to accompany you," said Arthur, seeing
that she hesitated "you will do me a kindness, for I have rather a
large pack tocatry going home; I can rest it on the waggon; and
Daisy Burn is more than half way to Cedar Creek."

"Did I not tell you we would find out Arthur and Robert ?"

said the child Jay, with an ecstatic clasp of her fingers upon young

Wynn's. "You said you were afraid we should have no îends in
the woods, but I knew that God would nQt let us be so forsa
that."

And the three walked on into the long vista of the concession
Une.
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ONE DAY IN JULY.

CHAPTER XXIX.

ONE DAY IN JULY.

A SUMMER more glorious than our settlers could have imagined,
followed on the steps of the tardy spring. What serene skies-what
brilliant sunshine-what tropical wealth of verdure ! At every
pore the rich earth burst forth into fruit and flower. Two months
after the grass had been sunk deep beneath snow, sheets of straw-
berries were spread in the woods, an extemporized feast.

One might think that the cottage at Cedar Creek had also
bloomed under the fair weather; for when July-hottest of Cana-
dian months-came, the dingy wooden walls had assumed a dazzling
white, with a roof so grey that the shingles might have been verita-
ble slates. Resemblance to the lime-washed houses of home was
Robert's fancy; which, in Zack Bunting's mind, was a pervérted
taste, as he recommended a brilliant green groundwork, picked out
with yellow, such canary-bird costume being favourite in Yankee
villages.

The few feet of garden railed off in front are filled with bushes
of the fragrant Canadian wild-rose; yellow violets, lobelias, and

tiger-lilies, transplanted thither from the forest glades, appear to
flourish. The brothers had resolved that Linda should not miss
her flower beds and their gentle care even in bush-life.

For the rest, the clearing looks wild enough, notwithstanding al

civilizing endeavours. That mighty wall of trees has not been
pushed back far, and the débris of the human assault, lying on the
soil in vast wooden lengths, seems ponderous even to discourage-
ment. Robert has been viewing it all through stranger eyes for the
last week, since he heard the joyful news that they for whom he
has worked have landed at Montreal; he has been putting finish-
ing touches wherever he coulê. yet how unfinished'it is.
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To-dav, Andv alone is in possession ; for his voung masters have
gone to meet the expected waggon, as far as Peter Logan's-nay, to
Greenock if neeessary. He has abindance of occupation for the
interval: first, to hill up a patch of Indian corn with the hoe, draw-
ing the earth into little mounds five or six inches high round eacli
stalk; and after that, sundry miscellaneous duties, among which
milking the cow stands prominent. She is enjoying herself below
in the beaver meadow, while the superior animal Andy toils hard
among the stumps, and talks to himself, as wont."

"Why, thin, I wondher what th'ould masther 'ull- say=o our
clearin', an' how he'il take to the life, at all at all; he that niver
did a hand's turn yet in the way of business, only 'musin' himsef
wid papers an' books as any gintleman ought; how he'll stand
seein' Masther Robert hoein' and choppin' like a labourin' man?
More be token, it's little o' that thim pair down at Daisy Burn
does. I b'lieve they 'spect things to grow ov thimselves 'athout
any cultiý'tin'. An' to see that poor young lady hillin' the corn
herself-I felt as I'd like to bate both the captin an' his fine idle
son-so I would, while I could stand over 'em."

He executed an aërial flourish with his hoe, and the minute afier
found practical occupation for it in chasing two or three great swine
who were poking at.the fence, as if they longed for the sweet young
corn-stalks within. Whence the reader may perceive that Mr.
Wynn had become proprietor of certain items of live stock; inclu-
ding sundry fowls, which were apt to keep all parties in exhilirating
exercise by their aggressions on the garden.

"Musha, but 'tis very hot intirely," soliloquized Andy, returning
from the aggravated--4ern-chase of the swine, and lifting his grass
hat to fan his flushed faee. "The sun don't know how to obsarve a
maydium at all in this counthry, as our poor old Irish sun does.
We're aither freezin' or fryin' the year round." Hereupon, as re-
minded by the last-named experience, he threw down his hoe, and
went to settle the smouldering fires in the fallow, where one or two
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isolated heaps of brush were slowly consumig, while their bluish
e smoke curled up lazily in the still air. " It's quare to think f ow
o M lonesome I am this minnit," continued he, as he blackened imself
e in ministering to the heaps. " Sorra livin' sowl to spake to nearer

than the captin's, barrin' the cow, an' the pigs, an' thim savidzes
down at the swamp."

h Here he made an infuriate swing backwards of a bush, fortu-
w nately in his hand; but it was against no Indian foe: on the con-
rd trary, his own shoulders received the blow, and another to make

sure; whereby an individual enemy was pasted to the spot where
ur its proboscis had pierced shirt and skin, and half a dozen others
er saved themselves by flight-being the dreaded black flies of
ft Canada.
nd "Why, thin, ye murtherin' villins, will ye follow me into the
n ? smoke itself ?" said Andy, whirling his bush in the air to disperse
Irn E their squadrons. " I thought ye wor satisfied wid most 'atin' us
out last week, an' blindin' the young gintlemin, an lavin' lumps on
>M their faces as big as hazel-nuts. Betune yerselves an' the miss
die kitties, it's hard for a man to do a sthroke of work, wid huntin' ye.

Ay, ye may wel moo, ye crathur below in the meadow, that bas
only horns an' a tail to fight 'em. An' sure, may be 'tain't the cow
at all that's roarin', only one of them big frogs that bellows out of

"flL the swamp, for all the world as if they was bullocks."
Mr. To settle the question, he walked away down to the beaver-
clu- meadow, now an expanse of the most delicious level green, and
ting found that the cow had protected herself against all winged adver-

saries by standing in the creek up to her throat in the cool water;
""8ng where she chewed the cud tranquilly, and contemplated with an
rass impassive countenance the construction of a canoe at a little dis-
Le a tance, by two red men and their squaws. Andy paused, and
loes. looked on likewise.

re- One woman was stripping a large white birch of its bark, with a
and sharp knife ; she scraped away the internal coating as a tanner would
two
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scrape leather, and laid the pieces before the other squaw, whose
business was to stitch them together with bast. The men, mean-
while, prepared a sausage-shaped framework of very thin cedar ribs,
tying every point of junction with frrm knots; for the aforeaaid
bast is to the Indian what glue and nails are to the civilized
workman.

" Throth, only for the birch threes I dunno what they'd do; for
out of its skin they make houses, an' boats, an' pots to bile vittles,
an' candles to burn, an' ornamints like what Mr. Robert has above."
A pause, as he watched the bark turned over the ribs, and wedge-
shaped pieces cut out to prevent awkward foldings near the gun.
wale-all carried on in solemn silence. "Well, there's no manner
of doubt but savages are great intirely at houldin' their tongues;
sure, may be it's no wondher, an' their langidge the quare sort it is,
that they don't want to spake to each other but as little as they
ean help."

Here the nearest Indian raised his head, and appeared to listen
to a distant sound; a low word or two attracted the attention of
the others, who also listened, and exchanged a few sentences, with
a glance at Andy, whose curiosity was roused: and he asked,
chiefly by signs, what it was al about.

" Oxen-waggon," was the reply: "me hear driver. White
man no have long ears."

Andy fled with precipitation to his neglected duties, while the
red men laughed their low quiet laugh, knowing that the waggon
they heard could not reach Cedar Creek in less than an hour.

But at last it came. At last Linda, pressing eagerly forward
upon Robert's arm, had caught a first glimpse of their cottage
home, and exclaimed, "O Bob, how pretty! Why, you told me it
was a rough sort of a place: how very pretty !"

" Well, you can't deny that the place is rough," said he, after a
pause of much satisfaction; "look at the log-heaps---s tangled as
a lady's work basket."



ONE DAY IN JULY.

"C Never mind the log-heaps; the house is neat enough for a
picture; and the view! what a lovely placid lake ! what islands !
what grand woods !"

Linda's speech was nothing but interjections of admiration for
the next half-hour; she would be charmed with every handiwork
of the dear brothers who had wrought so hard for them. And how
were these repaid for that past toil, by the sweet mother's smile as
she entered the neat little parlour, and was established in the
rocking chair which Arthur had manufactured and cushioned with
exceeding pains! The other furniture was rather scholastic, it is
true, being a series of stools and a table, set upon rushen matting of
Indian make; the beams overhead were unceiled, and the hearth
necessarily devoid of a grate. But the chimney space-huge.in
proportion to the room-was filled with fragrant and graceful forest
boughs; and through the open casement window (Arthur had fitted
the single sash on hinges, doorwise) looked in stray sprays of roses,
breathing perfume. Mrs. Wynn was well satisfied with her exile
at that moment, when she saw the loving faces of her sons about
her again, in the home of their own raising.

A most joyful re-union! yet of that gladness which is near akin
to tears. Robert would not give anybody a minute to think, or to
grow sad. lis father and George must walk'with him all round
the clearing and down to the beaver meadow. EIH acres of spring-
burned fallow, his embryo garden, his creek and its waterfalls,
must be shown off as separate articles of the exhibition.

"Bob, what are these ?" The old gentleman stopped before an
expanse of blackened stumps, among which a multitude of molehills
diversified the soil.

"Potatoes, sir. That's the Canadian way of raising them on
new land-m-in hills of five thousand to the acre. You see ridges
would be out of the question, or any even system of culture, on
account of the stumps and roots."

"I suppose so," said Mr. Wynn, drily; "such ground must cer-
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tainly require a peculiar method of working. I dare say you find of
it incumbent on you to forget all your Irish agriculture ?"

"Weil, I had a good deal to unlearn," answered Robert. "I co
hoped to have had our logging-bee before your arrival, and then
the farm would have looked tidier; but J could not manage Cu

"Do you mean to say the trees stood as thick here as they do
there ? If so, you have done wonders already,", said his father. a d
"My poor boys, it was killing work."

"Not at all, sir," contradicted Robert right cheerilyI; " enjoyed Bo
it after the first few weeks, as soon as J began to see my way.
We've been quite happy this winter in the woods, though bush-life
was so new and strange."

"Ilt seems to me simply to mean a permanent descent into the
ranks of the labouring classes, without any of the luxuries of civili- qui
zation such as an English artizan would enjoy," said the old ma:
gentleman. ma:

"Except the luxury of paying neither rent nor taxes," rejoined the
Robert, promptly. toi

"You seem to have been carpenter, house-painter, wood-cutter,
ploughman-"

"No, sir; there isn't a plough on the premises, and I shouldn't
know what to do with it if there were." gar

"lad you no assistance in all this ?"°

"Oh yes ; invaluable help in Jacques Dubois, a lively little French a
Canadian from the 'Corner,' whose indomitable esprit was worth are
more than the stronger physique of a heavy Anglo-Saxon. But Ic
come, sir, I hear the dinner bell." Bob

Which was the rattling of a stick on an invalided kettle, coin-
monly used by Andy to summon his masters home. To impress
the new arrivals with a sense of their resources, a feast, comprising tanc
every accessible delicacy, had been prepared. Speckled trout from ofa
the lake, broiled in the hot wood ashes, Indian fashion; wild fowl8
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of various species, "and wild fruits, cooked and au naturel, were the
components.

"I hardly thought von would have found time for strawberry
cultivation," observed Mr. Wynn the elder.

" And we have far more extensive strawberry beds, sir, than I
ever saw in Ireland," said Robert, with a twinkle of his eyes. "I'm
thinking of turning in the pigs to eat a few pailfuls ; they are quite
a drug for abundance."

"A raspberry tart " exclaimed Linda; "and custards! Whv,
Bob!"

"Would you like to know a secret ?"-followed by a whisper.
"Nonsense! not you !"
They seemed to have other secrets to tell by-and-by, which re-

quiled the open air. The eleven months last gone past had brought
many changes to both. And there they walked to and fro on the
margin of the forest, until the moon's silver wheel rolled up over
the dusk trees, and lit Cedar Creek gloriously.

" What pure and transparent air !" exclaimed Linda, coming back
to the present from the past. "Is your moonlight always laden
with that sweet aromatic odour ?"

"I Don't you recognise balm of Gilead ? Your greenhouse and
garden plant is a weed here. Our pines also help in the fragrance
you perceive."

"IRobert, I know that the red patches burning steadily yonder
are the stumps you showed me; but the half circular rings of fire,
I don't understand them."

" The niggers round the trunks of some trees," explained
Robert. "That's a means we use for burning through timber, and
so saving axe-work. Do you notice the moving light in the dis-
tance, on the lake ? It comes from a pine-torch fixed in the bow
of a canoe, by which an Indian is spearing fish."

"Oh, have you Indians here ? how delightful! I have always
so longed tosee a real live red man. Are they at all like Uncas and

H2
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Chingachgook ? I shall pay them a visit first thing in the
norning."

You'll be visited yourself, I imagine ;" and Robert lauglhed.
You don't know the sensation your arrival has caused."

CHAPTER XXX.

VISITORS AND VISITED.

AND next day Mrs. and Miss Wynn had indeed visitors. Up from
the " Corner " trundled Mrs. Zack Bunting on the ox-sled, accom-
panied by her son Nimrod, and by her daughter Almeria ; and
truly, but for the honopr of bringing a vehicle, it had been better
for her personal comfort -to have left it at home. Dressed in the
utmost finery they could command, and which had done duty on
all festive occasions for years back, they lumbered up to the front
door, where Linda was doing some work in the flower beds.

"Good morning, Miss. Is your me to hum?" said Mrs. Zack,
bestowing a stare on her from head to foot. "I'm Miss Bunting,
as you may have heerd Robert speak on. This young lady is my
daughter Almeria; I guess you're older than her, though she's a
good spell taller. Nim, call that boy to mind the oxen while you
come in, or I've a notion they'll be makin' free with Miss's flowers
here."

The boy was George Wynn, who came up slowly and supercili-
ously in answer to Nim's shout, and utterly declined to take charge
of the team, intimating his opinion that it was very good employ-
ment for "swallow-tail" himself. Which remark alluded to the
coat worn by Mr. Nimrod-a vesture of blue, with brass buttons,
rendered farther striking by loose nankeen continuations, and a
green cravat.

How insignificant was gentle Mrs. Wym beside the Yankee
woman's portly presence! How trifling her low voice in answer to
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the shrill questioning ! Linda cast herself into the breach (meta-
phorically), and directed the catechism upon herself. As for the
young lady Almeria, she was quite satisfied to sit and stare with
unwinking black eyes, occasionally hitching up her blue silk cape
by a shrug of shoulder, or tapping the back of her faded pink bon-
net against the wall, to push it on her head. Nim entered the
room presently, and perched himself on the edge of a stool; but
his silent stare was confined to Linda's face, now flushed prettily
through the clear skin with a mixture of anger and amuse-
ment.

"I guess now, that's the latest Eur4e fashion in yer gown ?"
taking up the hem of the skirt for closer inspection. "Half-a-
dollar a yard 'twould be in Bytown, I reckon ; but it's too fine for
a settler's wife, Miss. You've come to the right market for a hus-
band, I guess; gals is scarce in Gazelle township," with a knowing
smile. The crimson mounted to Linda's brow, under the conjoint
influence of Nimrod's stare and also of the entrance of another
person, Sam Holt, who had corne with the party yesterday from
Mapleton.

But in two minutes he had quietly turned the conversation, and
repressed, as much as it was in man's power to do, Mrs. Bunting's
interrogative propensities.

"That'r a washy, good-for-nothin' woman, that Mis' Wynn," was
the visitor's judgment, as she departed in state on the ox-sled.
"The young un's spryer ; but I'd like to be waitin' till they'd ha'
the house clar'd up between 'em, wouldn't I? Did you see that
hired help o' theirn, Almeria ?"

"Yes, ma, an Irish girl, I guess. She was a-topo' the waggon
yesterday."

"So our Libby hain't no chance o' bein' took, les this young un
should grow cockish, as 'most all Britisher helps does, when they
gets a taste o' liberty. Wal, now, but I'd like to know what busi--
ness them ladies has-for they're rael, an' no mistake, very dif-
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ferent from Mis' Davidson, with her hands like graters an' her v'ice
like a loon's so loud an' hard-an' you may know the rel ladies by
the soft hand an' the aisy v'ice."

Almeria rubbed her own knuckles, seeking for tbg, symptom of
gentle blood.

"What business has they," continued Mrs. Zack, "away down
here in the bush ? I guess they couldn't wash a tub o' clothes or
fix a dinner for the men."

" But they hadn' »eed to," put in Miss Almeria, out of sorts at
finding her hand rough as a rasp. " They've helps, an' needn't
never look at a tub." Which circumstance apparently set her in a
sulk for the next mile.

Although Mrs. Davidson was failing in some lady-like require-
ments, as the storekeeper's wife had indicated, and also came to
visit her new neighbour in a homespun suit, the very antipodes of
Mrs. Zack's attire of many colours, yet her loud cheery voice
bnd sensible face-with a possible friendshiÉ in it-were exceed-
ingly pleasing, in contrast with the first visitor's nasal twang and
" smart" demeanour. Mrs. Wynn would like to see her often;
but the Scotchwoman was thrifty and hardworking, with a large
family to provide for: she could not afford to pay visits, and
scarcely to receive them.

"I wadna ha' come down the day, but thinkin' mayhap ye wad
be wantin' help o' some sort ; an' if there's anything we could do-
Sandy or me and the lads-just send your lad rinnin' up ; we'll be
glad eneugh. Sabbath, may be, I'd ha' tine to tak' a stroll down:
,ye ken there's na kirk."

Ah, it was one of Mrs. Wynn's greatest troubles in coming to the
bush that there were no public means of grace, and that no sound
of the church-going bell was ever heard in these solitudes.

Late in the afternoon Linda was able to find Robert, and bring
him with her towards the Indian encampment. Sam Holt joined
them.
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" Now for my first introduction into savage life: I hope I shan't
be disappointed."

"IUnreasonable expectations always are," observed Mr. Holt.
"IDon't expect to find Fenimore Cooper's model Indians. But I
believe them in the main to be a fine people, honest and truthful
where 'civilization' has 'not corrupted them."

"Is it not dreadful that the first effect of European contact with
original races everywhere should be destructive ?" said Linda;
"even of the English, who have the gospel !"

"Yes: how sad that they who bear Christ's name should disbo-
nour him and thwart his cause among men, by practical disregard
of his precepts. I shouldn't wonder if the red man hated the white
man with a deadly hatred ; for to him is owing the demoralization
and extinction of a noble race-if it were by no other means than
the introduction of the 'fire-water,' which has proved such a
curse."

"I have heard," said Robert, "that in the Indian languages
there are no words which could be employed in swearing; and the
native must hav recourse to the tongue of his conquerors if he
would thus sin."

" And has no effort been made to Christianize them?" asked
Linda.

" I have visited the Manitoulin Island in Lake Huron," said Mr.
Holt, "where the remains of several Indian tribes have been col-
lected by Sir Francis Head, with a view to their civilization; and I
can hardly say that the experùnent impressed me favourably. It
is the largest fresh-water island in the world, more than a hundred
miles long, and serves as a fine roomy cage for the aborigines, who
support themselves by hunting, fishing, and a little agriculture, and
receive those luxuries which to us are necessaries, such as blankets
and clothes, as annual presents from government. They seemed
miserably depressed and stolid; but the schools are well attended,
and we may indulge some hope about the rising generation."
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"They seem too apathetic to improve," said Robert.
"Still, it is our duty to work, however unpromising the material. c]

I was pleased with a service which I attended in one of their log- C
sehoolhouses. Nothing could be more devout than the demeanour
of the Indians; the women's sweet plaintive hymns haunted me
for a long while."

" That's curious ; for in their wild state I can't make out that n

they sing at all," remarked Robert. "The noise they call musie is hb
far more like the growling of beasts; and their only instrument, ai
that I have ever seen, is a sort of drum with one head." E E

"iHsh, here are some of them," said Linda.
In a glade of the forest, two young girls were eutting wood, ti

wielding hatchets as though well accustomed to their use, and dis-ti
playing fmely formed arms at every movement. For, as a general W
rule, the hardworking Indian woman is more strongly developed in
proportion than her lazy lord. Lounging against a pine close by, cc
was a tall, slender young man, attired in a buffalo skin eloak, of ti

which the head and fore-legs portion hung down with a ragged b(
effeet; from under his arm projected an ornamented pipe. in

«I thinki he might work, and the ladies look on," observed Linda. th

She could hardly repress an exclamation as he turned his face to
towards her.- Round his eyes were traced two yellow circles, and at

his mouth was inelosed by a parenthesis of vermillion; -an ara- a
besque pattern adorned each dusky cheek.

"Isn't he a brillant fellew ?" whispered Robert. "A lover, you
may be certain, who has attired himselfthus t corme out here and
display his painted face te these girls."

"l But he does not appear to speak a single word to them."
" Oh, they do a good deal with the eyes,"'he answered,laughmg.

"Now that I look-at the girls, «ne of them is quite pretty, and I 
fancy I can detect a blush through the olive of her cheek." lai

" What a hideous custom that paiting the face is !" fm
"I can't agree with you; that young fellow would look much th
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worse if he washed the paint off, and he knows it. You'd regret the
change yourself, when you saw him look mean, dirty, and insignifi-
cant, as at ordinary times; for rarely he decorates himself thus."

" Well, I beg you won't carry your liking so far as to practise it,
nor Mr. olt either." Sam bowed obediently.

Perhaps nothing in the camp amused the European young lady
more than the infants, the " papooses," in their back-board cradles,
buried up to the armpits in moss, and protected overhead by
an arch of thin wood, whence hung various playthings for the
inmate.

"Now I cau comprehend the use of this rattle, or Zven of the
tiny mocassins," said Mr. Holt, philosophically, as they investigated
the pendants to the papoose. "But why this piece of deer-leather,
with bits of stag-horn attached ? Except as a charm-"

Here nature answered the ingenious speculation, by the little
coppery hand put forth to grasp the debated toy, and champ it in
the baby mouth, after the fashion of our own immemorial coral-and-
belle. Tis was the beginning of Linda's acquaintance with, and
interest for~the poor Indians. She afterwards saw much of them in
their wigwams and at their work. A little kindness goes far
towards winning the Indian heart. They soon learned to regard all
at Cedar Creek as friends, while to the young lady they gave the
admiring cognomen of Ahwao, the Rose.

CHAPTER XXXL'

SUNDAY IN THE FOREST.

LINDA soon learned to hall it with delight. For the overwhelming
labours of the other six days were suspended during this bright
first: the woodman's axe lay quietly in its niche by the grindstone,
the hoe hung idly in the shed; Robert shook off sundry cares
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whicli were wont to trouble his brotherly brow from Monday till k
Saturday, and almost to obscure the fact of his loving little sister n
to his brotherly eyes; and was able to enjoy that rarity in bush-life,
an interval of leisure.

She found a considerable development in these brothers of hers.
From coping with the actual needs and stern realities of existence,
from standing and facing fortune on their own feet, so to speak, t
they had mentally become more muscular. The old soft life of
eomparative dependence and conventionality was not such as
educates sturdy characters or helpful men. This present life was fo
just the training required. Linda discovered that Robert and
Arthur were no longer boys to be petted or teased, as the case
might be; but men in the highest attributes of manhood-fore- dE
thought, decision, and industry. It was on Sunday that she got
glimpses of their old selves, and that the links of family affection
were rivetted and brightened ; as in many a home that is not
Canadian.

For the rest ; these Sundays were barren days. The uncommon bu
toil of the past week wa§ not favourable to spirituality of mind ;
and which of all the party could become teacher to the others?
Mr. Wynn had some vohùýnes of sermons by old orthodox divines,
brought out indeed in his emigration with a view to these sabbath
emergencies. When prayers were read, and the usual psalms and
lessons gone through, he would mount his silver spectacles, fix him-
self in a particularly stately attitude in his high-backed chair, and do
commence to read one of the discourses (taking out a paper mark
before hand) in a particularly stately voice. It is not exceeding
the truth to say that Georgeoftentimes was driven to frantie efforts
to keep himself awake; and even Arthur felt the predisposition of
Eutychus come stealing over him.

Sometimes the Davidsons came down. The sturdy Scotchman ke
had all his national objections to "the paper :" and when convinced
that it was better to hear a printed sermon than none at al], he
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kept a strict out look on the theology of the discourse, which
made Mr. Wynn rather nervous. A volume of sermons was alto-
gether interdicted as containing doctrine not quite orthodox ; as he
proved in five minutes to demonstration, the old gentleman having
fled the polemic field ignominiously.

"Robert, in all your dreams for a settlement, have you ever
thought of the church there ought to be ?"

"Thought of it ?-to be sure, and planned the site. Come along,
and Ill show it to you-just where the tinned spire will gleam
forth prettily from the woods, and be seen from all sides of the
pond. Come ; l'Il bring you an easy way through the bushes:" and
as she was leaning on his arm for an afternoon stroll, with the other

dear brother at her left hand, of course she went where he wished.

t "When I was out with Argent last winter," observed Arthur,
"we came to a lot of shanties, called by courtesy a village (with
some grand name or other, and intending, like all of them, to be
some day at least a capital city); where they were beginning to
build a church. It was to be a very liberal-minded affair, for all
sects were to have it in turn till their own places were built: and
on this understanding all subscribed. Odd subscriptions! The
paper was brought to Argent and me, he gave a few dollars; most

di people gave produce, lumber, or shingles, or so many days' work,
or the loan of oxen, and so on."

"IAnd as they do everything by 'bees,' from building a house
down to quilting a counterpane, I suppose they had a bee for this,"

rk said Linda.
ng "Exactly so. But it seemed a great pull to get it on foot at aiL
rts New settlers never have any money-like ourselves," jauntily
Of added Arthur. "I never thought I could be so happy with empty

pockets. Don't be deceived by that jingling-it is only a few
an keys which I keep for purposes of deception. Haven't I seen
ed uncle Zack's eyes glisten, and I am certain his mouth watered,
he wheu he thought the music proceeded from red cents!"
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"But why must our church have a tin spire ?" asked Linda, by- e
and-bye. "It would remind me of some plaything, Bob."

" Because it's national," was the reply. "But you needn't be rE
afraid; if we have a shed like a whitewashed-barn for the first ten W
years, with seats of half-hewn logs, we may deem ourselves fortunate E 8
and never aspire to the spire. Excuse my pun." ti

" Oh, did you intend that for a pun ?" asked Linda, innocently. se
I beg your pardon for not laughing in the proper place. But how M

about the minister of these bush churches, Bob ?" wi
"Weil, as the country opens up and gets cleared, we may reckon ai

on having some sort of ninister. I mean some denomination of
preacher, within twenty-five or thirty miles of us ; and he will
think nothing of riding over every Sunday. It's quite usual." to

" He's a zealous màn that does it in the bitter winter, with the g0
weather some degrees below zero," remarked Arthur. th

"How happy he must feel to be able to deny himself, and to by
suifer for Jesus' sake," said Linda, softly. "Robert, I often Pe
think could we do nothing down in that wretched place they tall Of
the ' Corner,' where nobody appears to know anything about God at
all? Couldn't we have a Sunday school, or a Bible class, or some-
thing of that sort? It hardly appears right to be Christians and yet
hold our tongues about our Saviour among all these dark souls." - N

The thought had been visiting Robert too, during some of his N
Sundays; but had been put aside from a false timidity and fear of sa
man. "How holy must be my life, how blameless rmy actions, if I ai
set up to teach others ?" was one deterring consideration. As if he a
could not trust his God's help to keep him what a Christian ought 'n

to be ! Pr
" We wil think over it, Linda," he said, gravely. th
An opening seemed to come ere next sabbath. On the Saturday

arrived at the-"Corner," the worthy itinerant preacher who occasion- we
ally visited there, and was forthwith sent up to the Wyrms' shanty
for entertainment by Zack Bunting; who, however ilJling to
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enjoy the eclat of the minister's presence, was always on the look-
out for any loophole to save his own purse; and had indeed been
requested by Mr. Wynn to commit the pastor to his hospitality
when next he came round. Little of the cleric in appearance or
garb was about this man of God. A clear-headed, strongly convic-
tioned person, with his Bible for sole theologic library, and a deep
sense of the vast consequence of his message at his heart, he dis-
mounted from the sturdy Canadian horse which his own hands
were used to attend, and entered the emigrant's dwelling with
apostolic salutation-" Peace be to this house."

"Very nnlike our old-country ministers, my dear," said gentle Mrs.
Wynn to her daughter; "and I fear I never could get reconciled
to that blanket coat and top-boots; but he's a good man-a very
good man, I am sure. I found him speaking to Andy Callaghan in
the kitchen about lis soul; and really Andy looked quite moved
by his earnestness. It seems he makes it a rule never to meet any
person without speaking on the subject : I must say I highly approve
of that for a minister."

What a strange congregation was gathered in Zack Bunting's
large room next noon! All sorts of faces, all sorts of clothes.
Mrs. Zack and Almeria in rainbow garments ; the Davidsons in sen-
sible homespun; the Wynns in old-country garb, were prominent.
News had gone far and near that preaching was to be enjoyed that
sabbath at the "Corner ;" and from daybreak it had made a stir
along the roads. Ox-sleds, waggons, mounted horses, came thither

e apace by every available path through the woods. Old men and

t maidens, young men and matrons and children, crowded before the
preacher, as he spoke to them from the verse-" Peace be with all
them that love our Lord Jesus Christ in aincerity."

Now an emphasis was laid on those last two words that might
well nke hypocrites wince. And Zack Bunting had been singig
with considerable fervour various hymns totally unsuited to his
state. of soul; as proprietor of the meeting-place, it became him to
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set an exampie cf devotion-besides, was not religion a lighlv re-

pectable thing? Among other hymns had been that beautiful out-

pouring of individual faith and love-

Jesus. my all, to heaven is gone,
He whom I fix my hopes upon.

All this had Zack sung unflinchingly, as though one syllable of t
were true for him .

The preacher dealt with the evil faithfully. ie told his hear-
ers that the common words repeated continually and often thought-
lessly, "Our Lord Jesus Christ," contained in themselves the very
essence of Gods glorious salvation. "Jesus," Saviour-He whose
precious blood was shed to take away the sin of the world, and who s
takes away our sins for ever. if only we believe in him: "Christ.' t
the Divine title, whose signification gave value inconceivable to the
sacrifice on Calvary ; the Anointed One, the Prince of the kings of b
the earth; "(Our Lord," our Master-the appropriation clause
which makes him and all the blessings of his gospel truly ours d
for ever, by faith in his name. In simpler word3 than are written
here it was told ; and the grand old story of peace, the good news t<
of all the ages, that which has gladdened the hearts of unnumbered
millions with the. gladness which death does not extinguish, but a
only·brighten into belestial glory-how God can be "just, and yet e
the justifier of him that believeth in Jesus ;" how there is no pre- 01
paration needed for the reception of this vast boon of pardon, but
simply the pre-requisite of being a sinner and needing a Saviour :
how all present might there, that hour, become forgiven souls.
children of the royal family of heaven, heirs of God, and joint heirs
of Christ, by means no more laborious than believing on Jesus as
the Pardoner, coming to him in prayer for his great gift of forgive- T
ness, and taking it, being sure of it from bis hands, as a beggar
takes alms for no deservings of his own. The preacher spoke all q
this with soul-felt earnestness ; it was the message of his life.
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Even when the motley congregation drifted away down the
creaking narrow stairs and into the open sunny air, where their
motley vehicles stood among the stumps, waiting, they could not at
once shake off the impression of those earnest words. In amidst
their talk of fall wheat, and burnmg fallow, and logging bees,
would glide thoughts from that sermon, arresting the worldliness
with presentations of a mightier reality still; with suggestions of
something whieh perhaps indeed was of deeper and more vital
interest than what to eat, or what to drink, or wherewithal to be
clothed.

Plenty of invitation had the pastor as to his further progress.
Few settlers but would have deemed it an honour to have his
shanty turned for the nonce into a church. Many there were accus-
tomed to the means of grace weekly at home, who pined unavail-
ingly for the same blessings in the bush. Ah, our English sabbaths:
how should we thank God for them:

Robert plucked up heart. and asked two or three seriously
disposed young men to meet him every Sunday afternoon in the
cottage of Jacques Dubois, for the purpose of reading the Bible
together. Linda's plan of a Scripture class for girls was rather
slower of realization ; owing partlv to a certain timiditv. not un-
natural in a gently nurtured girl. which made her shrink from
encountering the quick-witted half-republican, and wholly insub-
ordinate young ladies of the "Corner."

CHAPTER XXXII.

HOW THE CAPTAIN CLEARED HIS BUSH.

TiHE next great event in our settlers' history was their first logging
bee, preparatory to the planting of fall wheat. The ladies had been
quite apprehensive of the scene, for Robert and Arthur could give
no pleasant accounts of the roysterings and reve1ryr which generally
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distinguished these gatherings. But they hoped, by limiting the N
amount of liquor furnished to sufficient for refreshment, though %
not sufficient for intoxication, that they could in a measure control h
the evil, as at their raising bee four months previously.

The mass of food cooked for the important day required so much E
extra labour, as sorely to discompose the Irish damsel who acted b
under Linda's directions. Miss Biddy Murphy had already begun e
to take airs on herself, and to value her own services extravagantly. lx
Life in the bush was not her ideal in coming to America, but rather 01
high wages, and perchance a well-to-do husband ; and, knowingg g
that it would be difficult to replace her, she thought she might be d8
indolent and insolent with impunity. Linda's mother never knew of Pl
all the hard household work which her fair fragile girl went through DE

in these days of preparation, nor what good reason the roses had ti<
for deserting her cheeks. Mamma should not be vexed by hearingg m
of Biddy's defection; and there was an invaluable and indignant
coadjutor in Andy. te

Everybody was at the bee. Zack Bunting and his team, I)avid-
son and his team, and his tall sons; Captain Armytage and Mr. S
iReginald; Jacques Dubois and another French Canadian; a couple A
of squatters from the other side of the lake; altogether two dozen dr
men were assembled, with a fair proportion of oxen.

It was a burning summer day: perhaps a hundred degrees in the or
sun at noon. What a contrast to the season which had witnessed
the fal of the great trees now logging into heaps. Robert could
hardly believe his memory,,,hat for three months since the year
began, the temperature of this very place had been below the OX

freezing point. ICo
Mr. Reginald Armytage volunteered to be grogbos, an office W

which suited his "loafing" propensities, since hie duties consisted å
in carrying about a pail of water and a bottle of whiskey to the Rc
knots of workmen. His worthy father's position was almost as or- ME

namental, for after one or two feeble eforts with a handspike, he
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went to talk with Mr. Wynn the elder--chiefly of a notable plan
which he had for clearing a belt -of wood lying between his farm-
house and the lake, and which quite shut out all view.

"You see that Scotch fellow had no taste about his place, eh ?
He just thought of the vulgarutilitarian facts of the farm as it were;
but for the cultivation of the eye, the glorious influences of land-
scape, he had no thought. Daisy Burn might as well be in the
bottom of a pit; all one can see is the sky and the walls of forest
outside the clearing. Now my plan is-Reginald, my boy," as the
grogbos passed within hearing distance," give me the cup. The
day is sultry to an extreme, eh ?" Having refreshed his throat, he
proceeded: "My plan is, to set on fire that strip of forest, eh? I
never could abide the slow work of the axe. With proper precau-
tions, such as engineers use along the new rail-lines, the burning
might be kept within bounds, eh ?"

Mr. Wynn, who knew nothing at al about the matter, cour-
teously assented.

"Just look at my father, the glorious old gentleman, how he
stands like a general overseeing a lot of pioneers," said Robert to
Arthur, as they passed one another. "Wonder what he and that
drone are conversing about so long."

" I heard Armytage saying he would clear the belt of his forest
on the lake with fire," was the reply. "lIn which case we may
look out." -

" Whew!" Robert whistled a long note. But his gang of team-
sters wanted him and his handspike, s he went on. IEach yoke of
oxen had four men attached to it, for the purpose of rolling the
logs on top of each other, and picking the ground clear after them ;
which last means gathering all chips and sticks into the pile like-
wise. An acre to eseh team is considered a fair day's work.
Robert was so busy as quite to forget the Ca and his alarming
method of clearing, thenceforth.

By evening, something had been do towards disentangling

1
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Ciedar Creek. The trees, which had lain about at every conceiv.-b

able angle, in ithe wildest disorder, were rolled into masses ready for M

burning, throi¢gh six acres of the clearing. The men had worthily

earned their supper. In the old shanty it was laid out, on boards te

and tressels from end to end. The dignified Mr. Wynn of Dunore fr

took the chair ; Captain Aymytage was vice, or croupier. As to so

attendance, the Irish damsel struck work at the most critical june- fo

ture, and refused to minister to them in the article of tea. The

ever-ready Andy, just in with blackened hands from lis long day's chi

fieldwork, washed them hurriedly, and became waiter for the

nonce ; having first energetically declared that if he was Biddy 70

Murphy, he'd be 'shamed to ate the bread he didn't airn; and that 'n

she might go home to her mother as soon as she liked, for an ihi-

gant young lady as she was. Zack Bunting overheard the strife, ca

and the same night, on his return home, dropped a hint to the girl do

Libby-short for Liberia-his wife's orphan and penniless niece,

who dwelt with them as a servant, and whose support they were st

anxious to get off their hands ; and so, to her own prodigious fos

astonishment, the recalcitrant Biddy found herself superseded, and

the American help hired a day or two afterwards.hI

" The whole affair of the bee was not so formidable as you a

thought," said Robert to his sister, subsequently. They were toge- d
ther in a canoe upon the pond, enjoying a trauquil afternoon, anddo

ostensibly fishing.
" Oh no, not so bad. You know I saw very little of your hive,

except indeed the storekeeper's son, who was dressed se fantas- COI

tically, and who would come offering his help in my coekery."

" I saw you talking to Jackey Dubois. Could you make any-

thing of his French ?" t

"Well, I tried, and of course could understand bim; but the

accent is very queer. H1e cails Canadadfways Conodo ; in fact

he puts ' o' for ' a' and 'i' constantly. The article 'la' turns into

<le,' 'voir ' bec9mes 'voar.' That puzzles one-and the nasal twang
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besides. I wonder why that is so universal. Even your nice friend
Mr. Holt is affected by it, though slightly."

"IHe told me once that it is a national peculiarity; and no mat-
ter what pains a man takes to preserve himself or his children
from it, insensibly it grows in..the pronunciation. He believes that
something in the climate affects the nasal organs; he prediets it
for me, and I suppose for all of us."

"I hope not. Robert, I think the foliage on the shores ia
changing colour already."

"I daresay; the maple blushes scarlet very early. Ah, wait till
you see the Indian summer, with its gorgeous tinting and soft pink
mists."

And here Robert jerked into the boat a fine speckled trout
caught by the bait of a garden worm. He had captured half a
dozen in half an hour.

"One would think the mists were come already," said Linda,
still gazing at the waved outline of the shore. "There seems to be
fog away yonder."

"IThe Captain burning his fallow, I presume," said Robert, raising
his eyes from his hook. But the smoke was larger than that would
account for.

"We will paddle a little nearer and investigate," said he, laying
down his tackle. A dread suspicion stole into his mind, which
whitened his very lips.

e, They approached and coasted; the smell of burning wood be-
coming stronger-the smoke hanging over those headlands denser.

It was as he feared-the forest was on fire.

he
act
nto

tng
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CHAPTERn XXXIII. W&
the

THE FOREST ON FIRE.

ROBERT drew his paddle into the canoe, and sat perfecty still for th
some moments, gazing towards the fire and taking in its circum- w
stances. They could hear the dul roar of the blaze distinctly, and
even caught a glimpse of its crimson glare through an opening in a
the tal pines fringing the lake. It must have been burning a
couple of hours to have attained such mastery. Dark resinous
smoke hung heavily in the air: a hot stifling gust of it swept down
on the canoe.

" The wind.is towards the pond, most providentially," said Robert,
taking up his paddle, and beginning to stroke the water vigorously
towards home. "The burning may do no harm; but fire is a fe
fearful agent to set afoot. I'm sure the Captain heartily wishes his g pr
kindling undone by this time."

"Is there no danger to the farm, Robert ?" asked his sister, who
had become blanched with fear. "I never heard such a terrible
sound as that raging and crackling."

" To Daisy Burn none, I should say; for of course the man had ai
sense enough to fire the bush only a long way down in front e
an extensive clearing rather, round the house, and the breeze will 'M

keep away the blaze." t

" Thank God," fervently ejaculated Linda. "I wish we could The
bring Miss Armytage and little Jay to the Creek while it lasts. "

Wouldn't you go across for them, Bob? I know they must be
frightened."

Robert hardly heard her, and certainly did not take in the im-
port of her words. With some wonder at his set face and earnest
watch along shore, she did not press herwish. He was looking at hot
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the belt of fat resinous pines and balsams, dry as chips from the
long summer droughts and tropical heats, which extended along
from the foot of Armytage's farm even to the cedar swamp; he
was feeling that the slight wind was blowing in a fair direction for
the burning of this most inflammable fuel, and consequently the
endangering of his property on the creek. A point or two from
the east of south it blew; proved by the strong resinous smell
wafted towards the landing cove.

" Bob, you're forgetting the trout and the tackle," as he jumped
ashore, helped her out, and hurried up the beaten path beside the
beaver meadow, "Never mind; I want to see Iolt," was his
answer. "If any man can help, 'tia he."

" Then there is danger!" She still thought of the Daisy Burn
people. Before they reached the bouse, they met Mr. Holt and
half a dozen Indians.

"We must burn a patch of brushwood, to depiive the fire of
fel," said the former. "These Indians have done the like on the
prairies westward. It is worth trying, at all events."

"Go up to my mother, Linda; there's nothing to be muchdarmed for"'as yet ; I hope this plan of Holt's may stop its pro-
gess. I'llbe at the house as soon aslI can, tell her;" and he ranader the others, down to the mouth of the creek, where a strip of
alluvial land, covered with bushes and rank grass interrnpted the
belt of firs and cedars. Caliing in fire as an aly againàtitself

enmed to Robert very perilous; but the calm Indians, accustomed
to wilderness exigencies, se, about the protective burning at once.
The flme easily raa through the dry brushwood; it was kept
within bounda by cutting down the shrube where it might spread
fâther than was desirable. Soon a broad blackened belt lay beside
the creek containing nothing upon whieh the £re could fasten.
Aies were at work to widen it still further.

"The wind has risen very much, Holt," said~Rlbert, as they feltho currents of air sweep past them.



" Just the result of the rarifled atmosphere over the flames," he just
answered. They spoke little: the impending risk was too awful. onst

For once, the white man submitted himself to the guidance of the Of

red. To prevent the fire from crossing the creek was the great wre
object. The water itself, perhaps a hundred feet wide, would be

an ineffectual barrier; such fierce flame would overleap it. Therefore COU
the Indians had burned the left bank, and now proceeded to burnfore
the right. Indomitably self-possessed,- cool, and silent, they did fore

precisely what met the emergency, without flurry or confusion. Wl»

Al this time the fire was advancing behind the green veil of left
woods. Volumes of thick smoke were borne off across the pond, stro
alarming the dwellers in distant shanties and oases of clearing, with

suggestion of the most terrific danger that can befall a settler in cc

the bush. Before sunset the conflagration came in sight of Cedar fore
Creek. Marching resistlessly onward, to.the sound of great detona-

tions of crashing and crackling timber, and its own vast devouring

roar, the mighty lire presented a front of flame thirty feet higher

than the tree tops. Daylight went down before that huge glare. a

The low hanging clouds were crimsoned with a glow, not from the affol

simking sun, but from the billows of blaze beneath. As the dusk T
deepened, the terrors of the scene intensified by contrast, though i tane

reality the triumphant fire recoiled from that blackened space ece

fringing the stream, where it must die for want of fuel.

To prevent its spreading up to the concession line, and catching

the forest there, and perhaps destroying the whole township, al the

men in the neighbourhood had assembled to cut down trees, and

leave a barrier of vacancy. If the wind had not been blowing from F
that direction, it is improbable that their endeavours would have gave
been sufficient to keep back the burning. The crest-fallen Captain a

Armytage, author of all the misehief«, wielded an axe amog he h

them. Truly he had created a view of black smoking poles an

cheerful charcoal vistas before his dwelling. Whether that werw

better than the utilitarian Scotchman's green woods, he did not synt]
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just now, nor have spirit even to answer Davidson's sarcastic remarks
on his "muckle clearin'."

Far into the night, the great gaunt boles of trees stood amid
wreathing flame. When all risk was over that it would communicate
further, and destroy the garden or the house, Robert and the rest
could admire its magnificence, and Sam Holt could tell of other
forest-burnings of which he had heard, especially of the great fire
which occurred in the >ear 1825, and consumed about two hundred
square miles of woods on the Miramichi River in New Brunswick,
left fourteen houses standing in the town of Newcastle, and de-
stroyed five hundred people. Two thousand were thus reduced to
pauperism.

"Such things are never heard of in Europe. Why are these
forests more inflammable than those in the old world ?" asked Mr.
Wynn the elder.

"Because the drought and heat of the climate are so much
greater," answered Sam Holt ; "and the preponderance of pines,
loaded to the end of every leaf and twig with pitch and resin,
affords une9mmon food for fire."

Then as to the cause; he considered it could neyer be spon-
taneous combustion, but always accident, unless, indeed, in an
exceptional case like the present, said Mr. Holt, eotto voce. Settlers,
burning brush heaps, or logging, sometimes permit the flame to
run along the ground into the bush; and in dry weather entrance
was sufficient. The boundary fences of farms were often consumed
in this way, and more extensive mischief might follow.

For days the charred chaos of timber poles and fallen trunks
gave forth such heat and flickering flames as to be unapproachable.
Zack's Yankee brain had a scheme for utilizing the ashes, if only
he had machinery big enough for converting all into potash and
pearlash. This man was old Mr. Wynn's special aversion. There
was indeed little in common between the well-bred European
gentleman, who always, even in these poor circumstances, wore the
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whitest linen (he never knew how Linda toiled over those neat ci
shirt-fronts and ruffles), and kept up the convenances of society in d,
the bush, and had a well-edueated range of thought-between all
this and the Yankee storekeeper, who wore no linen at all, nor had e:
the faintest idea of the usages of the polite world, nor an idea le
which might not be paralleled in the mental experience of a re

rat in a barn. "Get," and "grasp," were the twin grooves of his et
life.

Unconscious of the antipathy, Zack would saunter up to Cedar h
Creek sometimes of an evening, and, if not intercepted, would re

march straight into the parlour where the ladies sat, and fix his re
feet on the wooden chimney-piece, discharging tobacco juice at a
intervalis into the fire with unerring labial aim. Mr. Wynn's d<
anger at th~e intrusion signified nothing, nor could a repellent of
manner be understood by Zack without some overt act, which a to
strained respect for hospitality prevented on the part of the old di
gentleman. to

"Well, Robert, how you could permit that man to walk with you sta
for the last half hour I do not know." Mr. Wynn stood on the ei
threshold, looking a complete contrast to the shuffling, retreating th
figure of the tank Yankee striding over to the road.

"J assure you it is not for the pleasure I take'in hi society, sir; a
but he gives me useful hint& We were talking just now of potash, fr
and I showed him my new rail-fences; he has rather put me out of sh
conceit with my week's work because it is of basswood, which he p
says does not hold." ye

" Are those the rails which I helped to split ?"

Be it noticed here that Mr. Wynn the elder could not bear to. be sb

totally dependent on his sons, nor to livQ the life of a faineant Là

while they laboured so hard ; he demanded some manual task, and
believed himaself of considerable use, while they lhad often to undo m
his work when he turnedis back; and at all timestthe help was frc
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eat chiefly imaginary. No matter, it pleased him; and they loved the
in dear old gentleman too well to undeceive him.

all I" As to the potash business, sir, I fear it is too complicated and
ad expensive to venture upon this year, though the creek is an excel-
ea lent site for an ashery, and they say the manufacture is highly
a remunerating. What do you think, father ?" And they had a

his conference that diverged far from potash.
After closely watching Davidson's management, and finding that

ar he realized twenty-eight shillings per hundred-weight, Robert
d resolved to try the manufacture. Details would be tedious. Both

his reader and writer might lose themselves in leach-tubs, ash-kettles,
at and coolers. The "help," Liberia, proved herself valuable out-of-
's doors as well as indoors at this juncture; for Mrs. Zack's principle

ent of up-bringing was that young folk should learn to turn their hand
h a to 'moSt everythin'. And Libby, a large plump girl with pro-
old digiously red cheeks and lips, had profited so far by her trainingas

to be nearly as clever in the field as in the kitchen. Her great
you strength was a constant subject of admiration to Andy, though the
the expression of any such sentiment was met by unmitigated scorn on
ing the lady's part.

" Why, thin, 'Miss Green, an' it's yerself has the beautifulest
sir; arm, all to nothin', that ever I see; an' it's mottled brown with

ash, freckies, an' as big as a blacksmith's anyhow. Och, an' look how
tof she swings up the potash kettle as light as if it was only a stone
he pot: musha, but yer the fmest woman, my darlin', from this to

yerself al round the world agin !"
"I guess, Mister Handy, if yer was to bring some logs, an' not to

be Msand philanderin' thar, 'twould be a sight better," rejoined Miss
nt Liberia, sourly.

and "Look now," answered Andy; "ye couldn't make yerself ugly.
O 3fmusthore, not if ye wor thryin' from this till then, so ye needn't

was frown; but ye're very hard-hearted intirely on a poor orphant like
me, that has nayther father nor mother, nor as muchas an uncle,
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nor a cousin near me itself. Though sorra bit o' me but 'ud sooner
never have one belongin' to me than thim out-an-out disgraceful
cousins of yer own at the 'Corner.'"

Libby was immovable by this as by any other taunt, to all
appearance. "Throth, I thried her every way," quoth Andy, sub-
sequently, after an experience of some months ; "I thried her by
flatthery an' by thruth-teilin', by abusin' her relations an' herseif,
an' by praisin' 'em, by appalin'-to her compassion an' by bein stiff
an' impident, an' I might as well hould me tongue. A woman that
couldn't be coaxed wid words, I never seen afore."

Perhaps she was the better servant for this disqualification; at
all events, she had no idea of any nonsense keeping her from the
full discharge of her duties in the house. Her propensity to call
the gentlemen by their baptismal names, without any respectful
prefix, was viewed by Linda as a very minor evil when set off
against strength and willing-heartedness. But one day that she
wanted her young mistress, and abruptly put her head into the
parlour, asking, in a strong tone, "Whar's Linda ? Tell her the
men that's settin' the fall wheat 'Il be 'long in no time for dinner,"
Mr. Wynn could have turned her away on the spot.

"Wal! sure it ain't no sin to forget the 'miss' of an odd time,
I guess," was the large damsel's rejoinder, though without the
least spice of sauciness. "Come, I hain't no time to be spendin'
here ;" and she closed the door after her with a bang which made
gentle Mrs. Wynn start. There was some trouble in convincing
her husband that it was only the servant's rough manner-no real
disrespect was intended ;-the incident put him into low spirits for
the day, and turned many a backward thought upon the wealth of
his youth.

He would say, in these downcast moods, that Canada was no
place for the gentleman eMigrant; but could he point out any
colony more suited? Also, that his sons earned daily bread by
iarassing toil, worse than that of a bricklayer or day labourer at
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home; but were they not happier than in pursuit of mere pastime,
like thousands of their equals in the province they had left?
Robert would certainly have answered in the affirmative. Arthur's
restless spirit less wisely pined for the pleasure-seeking of such a
life as Argent's.

CHAPTER-XXXIV.

TRITON AMONG MINNOWS.

LINDA was stooping one morning in the corner of her garden. Some
precious plant was there, protected from the full glare of the noon
sun by a calico shade, carefully adjusted, and with a circle of brown
damp about it, which told of attentive watering. A few roundish
leaves were the object of al this regard: in the centre of the knot
to-day stood a little green knob on a short stem.

" Oh, Georgie ! papa! come and look at my daisy; it has
actually got a bud."

Master George, nothing loth to have lessons disturbed by any
summons, ran round from the open window through the open hall
door, and his father followed more slowly to behold the marvel.

"You see, papa, I thought it never would get on, it was such a
sickly little thing; but it must be growing strong, or it could not
put out a bud. How glad I shall be to see a daisy's face again! i
would give all the fragrance of the blue wild iris for one. But,
papa, the laurel cuttings are dead, I fear."

They looked very like it, though Mr. Wynn would still give
them a chance. He apprehended the extreme dryness of the air
might prove too much for the infant daisy also. But Linda would
see'nothing except promise of prosperity as yet.

"Now, papa, when I anu done with my melons, and you have
fmished Georgie's lessons, I want you to lk down to Daisy Bur
with me. I havesomethingto say to Edi "
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With pleasure. my dear. But I have always wondered whv
that name was given to that farm, except on the principle of lucu-
a non.

After the mid-day dinner they went. Meeting Andy on the
road, trudging up from the Cornero" n some message, he
informed them that the captain and his son had gone to a cradlin
bee at Benson's, an English settler a few miles off. "But as t

whether 'tis to make cradles they want, or to rock 'em, meseif
doesn't rightly know."

The fact being that a "cradle," in American farming, signifies a
machine for cutting down corn wholesale. It is a scythe, longer
and wider than that used in mowing hay, combined with au
apparatus of "standard," "snaith," and "fingers," by means of
which a single workman may level two acres and a half of wheat or
oats in one day.

"Captain Armytage is of a very sociable disposition," remarked
Mr. Wynn, after a few steps. "A man frelh from the mess-table
and clubs must find the bush strangely unsuitable." He was
thinking of certain petty occurrences at his own bee, which de-
monstrated the gallant officer's weaknse

" Oh, papa, did you ever see anything like these vines? Grapes
will be as plentiful as blackberries are at home." For along the
concession line many trees were festooned with ripening clusters:
and deeper in the woods, beyond Linda's ken, and where only the
birds and wild animals could enjoy the feast, whole hundred-weights
hung in gleams of sunshine. Well meigt the northmen, lighting

upon Canadian shores in one hot summer, many centuries before
Cabot- or Cartier, name the country Vie-land; and the earliest
French explorers up the St. Lawrence caSl a grape4aden rock the
Isle of Bacchus.

" But is it not a wonder, papea," pres.edthe young lady, " wheu
the cold is so terrible in winter ? Do you remember all tho enles
trouble the gardener at Dunore had to mae his vines '-om the
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v trost ? And Robe.'rt says that great river the Ottawa is trozen
s up for five months every vear, yet here the grapes flourish in the

>pen air.
@ " I suppose we are pretty much in the latitude of the Garonne,

answered Mr. Wynn, casting about for some cause. "But indeed,
z Linda, if your Canadian grape does not enlarge somewhat "

& "You tunreasonable papa, to expect as fine fruit as in a hothouse
if E or sunny French vinevard. I really see no reason why we Cana-

dians should not have regular vineyards some day, and you would
a see how our little grapes must improve under cultivation. Perhaps

er we might make wine. Now, you dear clever papa, just turn your
n attention to that, and earn for yourself the soubriquet of national
of benefactor."
or Clinging to his arm as they walked, she chattered her best to

amuse the sombre mind, so lately uprooted from old habits and
ed ways of life into a mode.of existence more or less distasteful. The
le birds aided her effort with a variety of foreign music. Wood-
as pigeon, bobolink, bluebird, oriole, cooed, and trilled, and warbled,
e- from the bush all around. The black squirrel, fat, sleek, jolly with

good living of summer fruits, scampered about the bougha with
s erect shaggy tail,Aooking a very caricature upon care, as he stowed

the away hazel-nuts for the frosty future. Already the trees had
rs: donned their autumn coats of many colours ; and the beauteons
the maple-leaves, matchless in outline as in hue, began to turn crimson
bts and gold. The moody man yielded to the sweet influences of
.ng g nature in a degree, and acknowledged that even this exile land
ore could be enjoyable.
*est Arriving at the snake fences of Armytage's farm, he said he
the would go down to the post at the "Corner " for letters, and cali in

an hour for Linda on his return. She found Edith and Jay work-
ben mig hard asn usual. Theit'employment to day was the very prosaic

eus one of digging pota6s. " What horrid occupation for a lady !"
the xclaim sosmebody. Yes; Mi Armytage would have much pS-
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ferred an afternoon spent in painting flowers, for which she Lad at
talent. But there was no help for such manual labour in this case
Don't vou imagine ber pride suffered before she took part in field
work ? I think so, by the deep blush that suffused her face when
she saw the visitor coming along, though it was only Linda Wvnn,
who made some not very complimentary reflections on the father
and brother whose absence on an amusing expedition permitted
this-whose general indolence compelled severe labour from the
girls. They were misplaced men, certainly, and had as mucli
business in the bush, with their tastes and habits, and want of
self-control, as Zack Bunting would have had in an English
drawing room.

Linda had been thinking over a plan, which, when uttered, was
proved to have also suiggested itself to her friend. Could not some-
thing be done in the way of a Sunday school class for the miserable
ignorant children at the "Corner-"? Now he very rudiments of
revealed religion were unknown to them ; and to spend an hour or
two on the vacant sabbath in trying to teach them some of Heaven's
lore, seemed as if it might be the germ of great good. Miss Armytage.
naturally not of Linda's buoyant disposition, foresaw abundance of
difficulties-the indifference or opposition of parents, the total
want of discipline or habits of thought among the young themselves.
Still, it was worth trying: if only a single childish soul should be
illuminated with the light of life to all eternity, by this means, oh
how inestimably worth trying!

Mr. Wynn was seen coming up the clearing. "I know papa has
had a letter," exclaimed Linda, " and that it is a pleasant one, by his
pleasant face. Confess now, Edith, isn't he the handsomest man
you ever saw ?"

Her friend laughed at the daughterly enthusiasm, but could have
a.nswered in the affirmative, as shelooked at his stately gray-crowned
figure, and handsome features, lighted with a grave, kind smile as
Linda took possession of his left arm-to nearer his heart, she
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said. She was not very long in coaxing from him the blue foicial
letter which contained his appointment to the nagistracy of the
district, about which he pretended not to be a bit pleased.

"Andsthere's some other piece of nonsense in that," said he,
taking out a second blue envelope, and addressed to Arthur Wynn,
Esquire.

'Adjutant-General's Office,'" read Linda, from the corner.
"His appointment to the militia, I am sure. That good, powerful
3Mr. HoIt !" Even at the name she coloured a little. "1He said
that he would try and have this done. And I am so glad you are
taking your proper footing in the colonV, papa. Of course they
should imake you a magistrate. I should like to know who has the
dignified presence, or will uphold the majesty of the law, as well as
you?'

"Magistracv and militia-very different in this mushroom society
from what they are in the old country," said Mr. yWnn, despair-
ingly.

"rWell, papa, I have ambition enough to prefer- beirg chief fun-
gus among the mushrooms, instead of least among any other class.
Don't you know how poverty is looked down upon at home? Here
we are valued for ourselves, not for our money. See how all the

i neighbourhood looks up to Mr. Wynn, of Cedar Creek. You are
!- E lord-lieutenant of the county, without his commission: these
)e men feel the influence of superior education and abilities and
>h knowledge."

"I verily believe, saucebox, that you think your father fit to be

cgovernor-general; or, at least, a triton among the minnows."
us ""Papa, the fun is, you'Il have to marry people now, whenever

n ou're asked. It is part of a magistrate's duty in out-of-the-way
places, Mr. boIt says."

Ve "Then I am to consider my.services bespoke by the young ladies
present, eh ?" said Mr. Wynn, making a courtly inclination to

as Edith.and Jay. "With the greatest pleasure."
he
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CHAPTER XXXV.

THE PINK MIST.

MR. WYNN became his magisterial functions well, though exercised
after a primitive fashion, without court-house or bench whence to
issue his decisions, without clerk to record them, or police force to
back them, or any other customary paraphernalia of justice to ren-
der his office imposing. To be sure bis fine presence was worth a
great deal, and his sonorous voice. As Linda predicted, he was
obliged to perform clerical duty t times, in so far as to marry folk
who lived beyond reach of a cl 4 gyman, and had thrice published
their intention in the most public part of the township. The earliest
of these transactions affianced one of Davidson's lads to a braw sonsie
lass, daughter of Benson, the Shropshire settler beyond the
"Corner." The bridegroom a tall strapping young fellow of about
twenty-three, had a nice cottage ready for his wife, and a partially
cleared farn of a hundred acres, on which he had been working
with this homestead in view, for the last year and a half. The
prudent Scotsman would portion off his other sons in similar res-
pectability as they came of age.

"4And ver mither and I cam' here wi' an axe and a cradle," he
was wont to say, "eh, Jeanie Davidson ?"

Ie had good cause for gratulation at the wedding that day. lis
own indomitable industry and energy had raised him from being a
struggling weaver in Lanarkshire to be a prosperous landowner in
Canada West. Ie looked upon a flourishing family of sons and
daughters round the festive board in Benson's barn, every one of
them a help to wealth instead of a diminution to it; strong, intelli-
gent lads, healthy and handy lasses. With scarce a care or a doubt,
he could calculate on their comfortable future.
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THE PINK MIST.

I tell you what, neighbour," cried stout John Benson, from the
head of the table, "throw by cold water for once, and pledge me iii
good whisky to the lucky day that brought us both to Canada."

"Na, na," quoth Davidson, shaking his grizzled head, " l'Il drink
tlie toast wi' all my heart, but it must be in gude water. These
twenty year back I hae been a temperance man, and hae brought
up thae lads to the same fashion; for, coming to Canada, 1 kenned
what ruined mony a puir fallow might weel be the ruin o' me, an'
I took a solemn vow that a drap o' drink suld never moisten my
lips mair. Sandy Davidson wouldna' be gettin' John Benson's
daughter in marriage the day, if it were na' for the cauld water."

Captain Armytage, who never missed a merry-making of any
description within a circle of miles, took on himself to reply to this
teetotal oration.

It was all very well for Mr. Davidson to talk thus, but few consti-
tutions could bear up against the excessive labour of bush life
without proportionate stimulants. For his own part he would sink
under it, but for judicious reinforcement of cordials, ordered him by
the first medical men in Europe.

"I daur say," replied Davidson, whose keen hard eye had been
ßxed on the speaker; "I daur say. Ye mak' nae faces at yer
medicine, anyhow. It's webl that Zack's store is so handy to
Daisy Burn, only I'm thinkin' the last wull go to the first, in the
long run."

"What do you mean, sir ?" demanded the Captain, fierily.
"Naething," responded Davidson, coolly-" naething save what-

e'er the words mean."
"But we were a-goin to drink to Canada, our adopted country,"

put in Benson, willing to stifle the incipient quarrel-" the finest
country on the face of the earth, after Old England."

lis stentorian Shropshire lungs supplied a cheer of sufficient
intensity, taken up by his guests.

"The country whar we needna' fear factor, nor laird, nor rent-
i2
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day," shouted Davidson. "We're lairds an' factors here, an' our

rent-day comes-never."il
"Whirroo !" exclaimed an Irishman, Pat O'Brien, who, havirg b

been evicted in his own country, was particularly sensitive as to

landlord and tenant-right. "No more agints, nor gales o' rint, nor a
nothin', ever to pay 1" si

"Not forgetting the tax-gatherer," interposed portly Mr. Benson.

"None of us are partikler sorry to part with him." f

Meanwhile the comely bride was sitting with her husband at one d
side of the table, thankful for the diversion from herself as a topie

of enthusiasm and mirth.
" Lads, you'd be a' at the loom, an' your sisters in the factories. T

only for Canada," said Davidson, nowon his legs. "An' I suld be

lookin' for'ard to the poor-house as soon as my workin' days were

ower; an' Sandy couldna marry, except to live on porridge an'

brose, wi' cauld kail o' sabbath. How wad ye relish that prospect.

bonnie Susan ?"
Bonnie Susan liked the prospect of the folds of her own silk dress

best at that moment, to judge by the determinately downward th

glance of her eyes.

By-and-by Davidson (for the subject was a favourite one with him) r

hit upon another of the Canadian advantages as a poor man's land

-that the larger a man's family the wealthier was he. No need to

look on the little ones as superfluous mouths, which by dire neces- tr

sity the labourer in mother country is often forced to do; for eacb n

child will become an additional worker, therefore an additional

means of gain. bu

" An' if the folk athame kenned this mair, dinna ye think the

emigration wad be'thrice what it is, Mr. Robert? Dinna ye think ha

they wad risk the sea an' the strangers,-to make a safe future for

their bairns? Ay, surely. An' when I think o' the people treading

one anither down over the edges o' thae three little islands, while

a country as big as Europe stands amait empty here-"ex
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Mr. Davidson never stated the consequences of his thought; for
just then came a universal cal to clear the tables, stow away the
boards and tressels, and make room for dancing and small plays.
The hilarity may be imagined-the boisterous fun of general blind-
man's buff, ladies' toilet, and all varieties of forfeits. Robert Wynn
stole away in the beginning; he had come for an hour, merely to
gratify their good neighbour Davidson ; but,-pressing as was his own
farm-work, he found time to spend another hour at Daisy Burn,
doing up some garden beds under direction of Miss Fdith. She had
come to look on him as a very good friend; and he-well, there
was some indefinable charm of manner about the young lady.
Those peculiarly set grey eyes were so truthful and so gentle, that
low musical voice so perfect in toue and inflection, that Robert was
pleased to look or listen, as the case might be. But chiefest reason
of all-was she not dear Linda's choicest friend and intimate ? Did
they not confide every secret of their hearts to each other ? Ah,
sunbeam, Linda knew well that there was a depth of her friend's
nature into which she had never looked, and some reality of gloom
there which she only guessed.

Perhaps it was about Edith's father, or brother. That these
gentlemen neglected their farm business, and that therefore af'airs
could not prosper, was tolerably evident. Fertile as is Cana-
dian soil, some measure of toil is requisite to evolve its hidden
treasures of agricultural wealth. Except from a hired Irish labourer
named Mickey Dunne, Daisy Burn farm did not get this requisite.
The yomg man Reginald now openly proclaimed his abhorrence of
bush life. No degree of self-control or arduous habits had pre-
pared him for the hard work essetial Most of the autumn he
had lounged about the " Corner," except when bis father was in
Zacek's bar, which was pretty often; or he was at Cedar Creek on
one pretext or other, whence he would go on fishing and shooting
excursions with Arthur.

Meanwhile, Robert's farming progresed veil. Ris fall-wheat

1
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was aill down by the proper period, fifteenth of September; for it
is found that the earlier the seed is sown, the stron>;r is the plant
by the critical time of its existence, and the better able to with-

stand frost and rust. Complacently lie looked over t'ne broad
brown space, variegated with charred stumps, which occupied fully

a twelfth of the cleared land, and, stimulated by the pleasures of
hope, he calculated on thirty-five bushels an acre next summer, as

the probable yield. Davidson had raised forty per acre in his first

season at Daisy Burn, though he acknowledged that twenty-five
was the present average.

The garden stuff planted on Robert's spring-burn ground had

flourished; more than two hundred bushels per acre of potatoes
were lodged in the root-house, and a quantity of very fine turnips
and carrots. Beans had not thriven: lie learned that the climate
is considered unfavourable for them. The pumpkins planted be- t

tween his rows of Indian corn had swelled, and swelled, till thev

lay huge golden balls on the ground, promising abundant dishes t

of " squash " and sweet pie through the winter.
"lHow is it that everything thrives with you, Wynn ?" youngt

Armytage said one afternoon that he found the brothers busy
slitting rails for the fencing of the aforesaid fall-wheat. "JI should a

say the geuius of good luck had a special care over Cedar

Creek." n

" Well, nature has done three-fourths of it," answered Robert,

driving in a fresh wedge with his beetle; "-for this soil reminds
me of some poet's Une-' Tickle the earth with a straw, and forth s

laughs a yellow harvest.' The other quarter of our success is just 0
owing to hard work, Armytage, as you may see."

" I can't stand that.," said the young man, laughing: "give me

something to do at once ;" and he began-to split rails also. Linda, l
eoming from the house, found them thus employed-a highly
industrial trio.

"I recollect being promised wild plums to preserve," said she, lx
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after looking on for a little. " Suppose you get out the canoe.
Bob, and we go over to that island where we saw such quantities cf
them unripe? Now don't look so awfully wise over your wedges,
but just consider how I am to have fruit tarts for people, if the
fruit is never gathered."

Whether the motive was this telling argument, or that his work
was almost finished owing to the additional hand, Robert allowed
the beetle to be taken from his fingers and laid aside. "You im-
perious person! I suppose we must obey you."

The day was one of those which only Canada in the whole
world can furish-a day of the "pink mist," when the noon sun
hangs central in a roseate cup of sky. The rich colour was deepest
all round the horizon, and paled with infinite shades towards the
zenith, like a great blush rose drooping over the earth. Twenty
times that morning Linda went from the house to look at it: her
eyes could not be satiated with the beauty of the landscape and of
the heavens above.

Then, what colours on the trees 1 As the canoe glided along
through the enchanted repose of the lake, what painted vistas of
forest opened to the voyagers' sight! what glowing gold islets

ýd against an azure background of distant waters and purple shores!

what rainbows had fallen on the woods, and steeped them in hues
more gorgeous than the imagination of even a Turner could con-
ceive ! Shades of lilac and violet deepening into indigo; scarlet

ds flecked with gold and green; the darkest claret and richest crim-

th son in opposition: no tropical forest was ever dyed in greater glory
of blossom than this Canadian forest in glory of foliage.

"6What can it be, Robert ?" asked Linda, after drinking in the
delight of colour in a long silent gaze. "Why have we never such
magnificence upon our trees at home ?"

"yPeople say it is the sudden frost striking the sap ; or that
there is some peculiar power in the sunbeams-actinic power, I
believe 'tis called-to paint the leaves thus; but one thing seems
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fatal to this supposition, that after a very dry summer the colour-
ing is not near so brilliant as it would be otherwise. I'm inclined
to repose faith in the frost theory myself ; for I have noticed that

after a scorching hot day and sharp night in August, the maples
come out in scarlet next morning."

" Now, at home there would be some bald patches on the trees,"

observed Arthur. "The leaves seem to fall wholesale here, after
staying on till the last."

"I have heard much of the Indian summer," said Linda, 'lbut

it far exceeds my expectation. An artist would be thought mad

who transferred such colouring to his canyas, as natural. Just

look at the brilliant gleam in the water all along underthat bank,
from the golden leafage above it ; and yonder,4 - refiection is

a vermilion stain. I never saw anything so lovely. I hope it

will last a long time, Bob."
That was impossible to say; sometimes the Indian snmmer was

for weeks, sometimes but for a few days; Canadians had various
opinions as to its arrival and duration: September, October, or

Noveinber might have portions of the.dreamy hazy weather thus

called. As to why the name was given, nobody could tell; except

it bore reference to an exploded idea that the haze characteristie
of the time of the year arose from the burning of the great grassy
prairies far west, by the red men.

6 "What has become of your colony of Indians ?" asked Army-
tage, "those who lived near the cedar swamp ?" f

"&Oh, they left us in 'the whortleberry moon,' as they call
August, and mrigrated to some region where that fruit abounds, to

gather and store it for winter use. They smoke the berries over

a slow fire, I am told, and when dry, pack them in -the usual birch-

bark makaks ; and I've seen them mixed with the dough of bread,

and boiled with venison or porcupine, or whatever other meat was
going, as we would use whole pepper."

"After the whortleberries, they were to go to the rice-grounds,"
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observed Arthur. "Bob, suppose we paddle over and try for ducks
in the rice-beds, to the lee of that island."

t Here were some hundred yards of shallow water, filled with the
tall graceful plant, named by the Jesuits " folle avoine," and by
the English "wild rice." The long drooping ears filled with very
large grains, black outside and white within, shook down their
contents into the silt at bottom, with every movement which

waved their seven-feet stems. Arthur knew it as a noted haunt
of wild duck, a cloud of which arose when he fired.

" It was here we met all the pigeons the other day," said he.
" Those trees were more like the inside of a feather-bed than any-
thing else, so covered were they with fluttering masses of birds;

you couldn't see a bit of the foliage; and 'twas quite amusing to
it watch some of them lighting on the rice, which wasn't strong

enough to support them, and trying to pick out the grains. As
they could neither swim nor stand, they must have been thoroughly
tni.ed. Don't you remember, Armytage ?"

or But their main business, the plums, must be attended to: the
islet was found which was bordered with festoons of them, hanging
over the edge in the coves; and after due feasting on the delicious

y aromati fruit, they gathered some baketsfhl. When that was
sydone, it was high time to paddle homewards; the sun was gliding

forth from the roseate vault over the western rim, and a silvery
haze rose from the waters, softly veiling the brilliant land-
scape.

" A great improvement to your charcoal forest, it mustbe
owned," said Robert, pointing Armytage to where the sharp black
tops of rampikes projected over the mist. The young man did not
relish allusions to that folly of his father's, and ws silent.

" Oh, Bob, what a pretty islet !" exclaimed Linda, as they
passed a rock crested with a few trees, and almost carpeted by the
brilliant red foliage of the pyrola, or Wnter green. " The bushes
tnake quite a crimson wreath round the yeUow poplars."
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I think," said Robert, with deliberat on, - it would he alnost £
worth the voyage across the Atlantic Ocean to see this single day C
ef 'the pink mist.'"

t

(HAPTER XXXVI.

BELOW ZERO.

INDIAN summer was succeeded by the " temps boucaneux," whin t
hoarfrost drooped noiselessly on the night its silver powder on all t
the dazzling colouring, presenting nature robed in a delicate white t

guise each morning, which the sun appropùated to himself as soon fi
as he could get above the vapours. Now were the 'vast waters of
Canada passing from a flpid to a solid form, giving out calorie in
quantities, accompanied by these thin mists. Towards the close of t
November, navigation ceases on the Ottawa: the beginning of Pe-
cember sees the mighty river frozen over. Yet it lies in the lati- I

tude of Bordeaux! Al honour to the benevolent Gulf Stream.
which warms France and England comfortably. t

When Linda's fingers were particulariy old, she would puzzlef
Robert and her father with questions as to why this should be so.
Mr. Holt once told her that the prevailing wind came from the y
north-west across a vast expanse of frozen continent and frozen
ocean. Also that James's Bay, the southern tongue of Hudson's,
was apt to get choked with masses of ice drifted in from the arctie 9
seas, and which, being without a way of escape, just jammed n
together and radiated cold in company on the surrounding lands.

This explanation was given and received within earshot of a

splendid fire, on one of those tremendous January mornings when
the temperature is, perhaps, twenty-five degrees below zero, when
the very smoke cannot disperse in the frozen atmosphere, and the
breath of man and beast returns upon them in snowy particles.
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Nobody cares to be out of dtoors, for the air cuts lke a knife, and
one's garments stiffen like sheet-iron. Linda stands at the w indow
of the little parlour-well she understands now why tie hearth
was made almost as wide as one side of the room-and looks out
on the white world, and on the coppery sun struggling to enlighten
the icy heavens ; and on that strange phenomenon, the ver glax.
gleaming from every tree.

"Now, Mr. Holt, as you have been good enough to attempt an
explanation of the cold, perhaps you could tell me the cause of
the ver glas? What makes that thin incrustation of ice over the
trunk and every twig, which has been attracting my admiration
these three days ? It was as if each tree was dressed in a tight-
titting suit of crystal, when the sun succeeded in shining a little
vesterdav."

"I imagine that the cause was the slight thaw on Mondav, and
the freezing of the moisture that then covered the bark and
branches into a coat of ice. So I only attempt explanations, Miss
Linda."

'-Oh, but it is not your fault if they are unsatisfactory, as I own
that of the north-west winds and James's Bay was to me; it is the
fault of science. I'm afraid- you'11 not answer another question
which I have, since I am so ungrateful as not to accept everything
von say with becoming reverence."

Name your question."
Why is every fourth day milder than the others? Why nay

we reckon, with almost certaintv, on a degree of soft weather to-
morrow ?"

"-Those are the tertian intervals, and nobody understands them."
"Concise and candid, if it doesn't make me wiser ; but l'm

compensated for that, in finding something of which you are equally
ignorant with myself, Mr. Holt."

Remarks of- a more superficial character were extorted by the
severity of the weather from the i#mates of the kitchen.
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"Arrah, Miss Li.bby asthore, wor ye able to sleep one wink last evE
night wid the crackling of the threes? I niver heerd--" wa

" Sartin sure I was," replied the rubicund damsel, as she moved fat]
briskly about her work. She had a peculiarity of wearing verv hai
short skirts, lest they should impede her progres; but once that ski
Andy ventured a complimentary joke on her ankles, he met with sca
such scathing scorn that he kept aloof from the subject in future, ha<
though often sorely temed. wa

" Nothen ever kep me waking," aeseverated the Yankee girl with thr
perfect truth. "Now, young man, jest git out o' my way: warm
var hands in yar hair, if you've a mind teu-it's red enough, I sai
guess

" Thvrth an' I wish I could take yer advice, Miss; or if you'd ski
give me a few sparks of yer own hot timper, I needn't ever come bai
up to the hearthat all at all." triî

" Thar, go 'long with you for a consaited sot-upcchap, an'bring
in a couple of armfuls of wood," said the lady. "I reckon you'd wi
best take care of yar hair settin' fire to the logs, Mister Handy," lia
she added with a chuckle. Gi

Linda entered the kitchen on some household business, and Mr.
Callaghan was too respectful to retort i her presence. But this is ex
a specimen of the oddsort of sparring whichArthur-naeto con- Cie
sider courtship, and to rally both parties abot..Liî

" Deed theu I hope ti't the likes of a crooked stick ofb er kind of
I'd be afther bringin' home at long last," Andy would say, wielding ale
his axe with redoubled vigour. elo

"I guessI ain't agoin' jest to be sich a soft un as to take the care M
of him for nothen'," the lady would say, flouncing-about her kitchen,
and laying ineable emphais om the last word. Whence it would lin,
appear that the feud was irrconilable.thE

Next day was bright, and the mercury had climbed nearer to ha
Sero; so the sleigh was had out-Mr. Hol's sleigh, which had Ja
brought him from Mapleton to Cedar Creek, and was very much at a
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everv body's service while he remained. Linda dressed in her
warmest attire, and prepared for a run to the "Corner " with her
father. The sleigh'was but a "cutter," for carrying two, and had
handsome robes of its equipment, a pair for each seat ; one of wolf-
skins garnished with a row of tails at the bottom and lined with
scarlet; another a bearskin, in which the beast's grim countenance
had been preserved, and his claws affixed as a fringe. When Linda
was comfortably wrapped up, Mr. Holt produced a third robe, to
throw over all.

" What a curious texture! a platted material and yet fur !" she
said, looking at it.

"'Tis of Indian manufacture, and I believe is made of rabbit
skins eut in strips,'twisted and netted together so as to keep the
hair outside on both surfaces. You have a lovely day for your
trip I hope you wil enjoy it."

Did she not ? A large set-off against the severity of a Caadian
winter should be the ecstatic pleasures of sleighing. Those who
have not tasted it know not the highest blis of movement.
Gliding smoothly and rapidly over the solid mow to the tink-
ling music of bella, the motion alone has something in it most
exhilarating, to say nothing of the accompaniments of the ride, the
elear bracing air, the beauty of the froet-bound forests all around.
Linda was determined that her friend Fdith should have her share
of the enjoyment this brilliant day: so, stopping the "steel-shod
aleigh " at Daisy Burn, she persuaded Miss Armytage to don her
cloak and muffetees and warm hood, and take he place beside
Mr. Wynn for the rest of the way to the "Corner " and back.

Edith had been in the idst of ironing her father's and brother'l f
linen, while Jay read aloud. As soon as she was gone, deupite
the protestations of the little girl, Inda took the smoothing iron
herself and continued the woerk merrily. While thus engaged, and
Jay ting through her history lesson still, a scratching was heard
at the outside door cf the kitchen.
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"iThat's Ponto; what can have brought him home? he went leE
with Reginald to chop at the edge of the clearing." tr3

The dog was no sooner admitted than he jumped on them both, i
pulled their gowns, ran back whining, and repeated these move-
ients maty times.

"iHe wants us to go with him, Jay-don't you think so ?" rei
sta
fel
'Je.CHAPTER XXXVII.

A CUT, AND ITS CONSEQUENCES. .cr

WAT could be the matter ? Ponto, at all events, seemed to thiñk
it of much importance, for he never ceased to pull their skirts and sit
whine an entreaty, ànd go through the pantomime of running off a 1
in a great hurry-never further than the threshold-until he saw an
the girls put on their cloaks and hoods. Gravely lie sat on his nu
tail, looking at them with patient eyes, and, when the door was he
opened, sprang off madly towards the pond.

"Could Reginald have sent him for anything ? Something th<
might have happened to Reginald. Ponto never came home in sh<
that way before. Could a tree have fallen on Reginald ?" and an
Jay's small hand shivered in Linda's at the thought. They hurried he
after the dog, over the spotless surface of snow, into the charred
forest, where now every trunk and bough of ebony seerred set in
silver. Thither Reginald had gone to chop at noon, in a little fit aff
of industry. They were guided to the spot by the sad whinings of ch
faithful Ponto, who could not comprehend why his master was wl
lying on the grôund, half against a tree, and what meant that large
crimson stain deepening in the pure snow. 1Pli

A desperate axe-cut in his foot-this was the matter. Linda foi
almost turned sick at the sight; but Jay, compressing her white wi
lips very firmly, toishut in a sream,kneeled down by her brother. thi

le had succeeded, with infinite effort, in drawing off his long

244



A CUT, AND ITS CONSEQUENCEs.

leathern boot through which the axe had penetrated, and had been
trying to bind his neckeloth tightly above the ankle. Jay helped
him with all her little strength.

"Give me a stick," said he hoarsely-" a strong stick ;" Linda
fl1w to find one. "Something to make a tourniquet;" and, not
readily seeing any wood to answer the want, she used his axe,
stained as it was, to chop a branch from the single tree he had
felled. She had never tried her strength of arm in this way
before; but now the axe felt quite light, from her excitement.
Before the stick could be ready, in her unpractised fIngers, Jay
cried out, "Oh, Linda, he is dying! he has fainted !"

Stil, she had common sense to know that the first neces-
sity was to stop the bleeding; so, quieting the little sister by
a word or two, she inserted the stick in the bandage above the
ankle, and turned it more than once, so as to tighten the ligament
materially. Looking at the pallid features, another thought struck
lier.

" Let us heap up snow round the wounded foot and leg; I'm sure
the cold must be good for it ;" and, with the axe for their only
shovel, the two girls gathered a pile of frozen snow, as a cushion
and covering to the limb-" Oh, if Edith were here! if Edith were
here !" being Jay's suppressed dry.

"Where is the labourer whom I saw working on the farm?"
Gone away; discharged last week. Papa said he couldn't

afford to pay him any longer. That's why Reginald went out to
chop to-day. Oh, Linda, I wish somebody came. He is lying so
whiteand still: are yofttsure he is not dead ?" .

His head was on the ittle sister's lap, and Linda chafed the tem-
ples with snow. Would the aleighli-bells everbe heard? She kleged
for help of some sort, As to surgery, there was not a practitioner
within thirty miles. What could be done with such a bad hurt as
this without a surgeon?

A universal slight shudder, and a tremor of the eyelids, showed
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that consciousness was returning to the wounded man. Almost at fe
the same instant Ponto raised his head, and ran off through the. st
trees, whining. A man's footsteps were presently heard coming
rapidly over the crisp snow. It was Mr. Holt: and a mountain load bi
of responsibility and dread was lifted from Linda's mind at the ai
sight of him. This was not the firsttime that she had feit in his m
presence the soothing sense of confidence and restfulness.

He could not help praising them a little for what they had done su
with the primitive tourniquet and the styptic agency of the snow.
Beyond tightening the bandage by an additionai twist or two of the pc
inserted stick, he could do nothing more for the patient till he was
removed to the house ; but he began collateral 1elp by cutting pe
poles for a litter, and sent Jay and Linda for straps of basswood ru
bark to fasten them together. When the aleigh at last came up
the avenue, Mr. Wynn the elder helped him to carry yourig Army- foi
tage home, wherein Sam Holt's great physical strength carefully al
bore two-thirds of the dead weight.

It seemed that he had been chopping up that fir for firewood,
perhaps without giving much thought to his work, when the axe, ob

newly sharpened before he came out, caught in a crooked branch,
which diverted anost the whole force of the blow on his own foot. Ot
Well was it that Mr. Holt, in his erratie education, had chosen to
pry into the mysteries of surgery for one son, and knew some- la
thing of the art of putting together severed fl 'and bone; Pa
although many a dreadful axe-wound is cured in tibackwoods
by settiers who never heard of a diploma, but neverthlem healau
with herbs and bandages, which would excite the scornful mirth of au
a uniial tudent.

ThUS began a long season of illnam-and weakness for the yonng
mO, 1 reoently in the rudest helth anid strenigth. It was very
new to mp spirit, uad yirksome, to le all dayuin the
houe, not daring to move the injured limb, and nder the sladw
Of Zaek Bunting's cheerful preáietion, that he goemsed the yosng
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feliar might be a matter o' six or eight months a-lyin thar, afore
such a big cut healed, ef he warn't lamed for life.

Reginald chafed, and grumbled, and sulked, for many a day;
but the fact could not be gainsaid ; those divided veins and tendons
and nerves must take long to unite again; Mr. Holt found him one
morning in such an unquiet mood.

" Armytage," said he, after the usual attentions to the wound, "Il
suppose you consider this axe-eut a great misfortune ?'

"'Misfortune !'" and he rose on bis elbow in one of the fifty
positions he was wont, for very restlessness, to assume. "Misfor-
.~'~ I should think I do: nothing much worse could have hap-
pen Look at the farm, without a hand on it, going to rack and
ruin>4"

Ra r a highly coloured picture; and Reginald seemed to
fo M(that, while bis limbs were whole, hie had devoted them
almoot entirely to amusement. Mr. Holt heard him out patiently.

"I should not be surprised if it proved one of the best events of
your life," he observed; "that is, if you will allow it to fulfil the
object for which it was sent."

" Oh that's your doctrine of a particular Providence," said the
other peevishly, lying back again.

" Yes; my doctrine of a particular Providence, taught in every
leaf of the Bible. Now, Armytage, look back =1ly over your
past life, aud forward, whither you were drifting, and see if the
very kindest thing that could be done for you by an all-wise and
all-loving God was not to bring you up suddenly, and lay you aside,
and force you to think. Beware of trying to frustrate his purpose."

Mr. Holt went away immediatnly on saying that, for he had no
desire to amuse Reginald with au unprofitable controversy which
might ensue, but rather to lodge the one truth i his mid, if pos-
sible. Young Armytage tought him queer andm
but he could not push out of his memory that short conversation.
Twenty times he resolved to think of something ele, and twenty

E
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times the dismissed idea came round again, and the calm forcible 1
words visited him, "Beware of trying to frustrate God's purpose." f

At last he called to his sister Edith, who was busy at some i
housework in the kitchen, across a little passage. d

" Corne here; I want to ask you a question. Do you think that "
I am crippled as a punishment for my misdeeds, idleness, e
etcetera ?"

" Indeed, I do not," she answered with surprise. "What put t
such a thought into your head ?"

" Holt said something like it. He thinks this axe-cut of mine is n
discipline-perhaps like the breaking-in which a wild colt requires; a
and as you and he are of the same opinion in religious matters, I P
was curious to know if you held this dogma also." h

She looked down for a moment "Net quite as you have repre-
sented it," she said. "But I do think that when the Lord sends d
peculiar outward circumstances, he intends them to awake the soul
from indifference, and bring it to see the intense reality of invisible
things. Oh, Reginald," she added, with a sudden impulse of r
earnestness, "I wish you felt that your soul is the most precious as
thing on earth."

He was moved more than he would have cared to confess, by
those tearful eyes and clasped hands; he knew that she went away
to pray for him, while about her daily business. More serions
thoughts than he had ever experienced were his that afternoon:
Jay could not avoid remarking-in private-on his unsual a
quietude. Next morning he found a Bible beside his bed, aid
there by Edith, he had no doubt; but for a long time she couldf not re
discover whether he ever looked into it. , of

When Mr. Holt left the country, he gave Robert Wynn charge
of the patient mentally as well as corporeally. He knew that h
Robert's own piety would grow more robust for giving a helping au
hand to another.

Somehow, the Yankee storekeeper was very often hanging about aa
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Daisy Burn that winter. Captain Armytage and he were great
friends. That gallant officer was, in Zack's parlance, "the Colonel,"
which brevet-rank I suppose was flattering, as it was never seriously
disclaimed. He was king of his company in the tavern bar at the
"ICorner;" and few days passed on which he did not enjoy that bad
eminence, while compounding "brandy-smash," "rum-salad,"
"whisky-skin," or some other of the various synonyms under whieh
the demon of drink ruins people in Canada.

But where did the Captain find cashfor this? The fact is, he
never paid irready money; for that was unknown to his pockets,
and very rare in the district. He paid in sundry equivalents of
produce; and a nice little mortgage might be effected on his nice
little farm of Daisy Burn, if needs be. Zack held his greedy
grasping fingers over it; for the family were obliged to go a good
deal in debt forsuxndrynecssities. Slave and scrape as Miss
Armytage might, she had no way of raising money for such things
as tea and coffee. Once she attempted to make dandelion roots,
roasted and ground, do duty for the latter; but itwasstigmatized
as a failure, except by loving little Jay. Then, wages must be
paid to the Irish labourer, whose services to chop wood, etc., were
now absolutely neoenary. Meat was another item of expense. A

large store of potatoes was almost the sole provision upon which the
householdcould reckon with certainty-; mismanagement and neglect

had produced the usual resuit of short crops in the foregoing season,

ai and their wheat went chiely'to the store, in barter.

id e" An' ef Zack ain't shavja' the Capting, I guess I'ma Dutchman,"

lot remarked a neighbouring settler to Robert. " I reckon a matter
of twô yea/ll shave him ont o' Daisy Burn, clear and clean."

rge But its owner had more brilliant scheme in the future for lifting
hat him free of every embarrament. Rainbow tints illuminated

ing all prospective pages of Cpain Armytage's life.
"Edith, my dear," he woei my, if that young lady deprecated

ut any fresh expenditure, or ventared an advice concerning the farm
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-" Edith, my dear, the main fault of your character is an extraor. In
dinary want of the sanguine element, for the excess of which I A
have always been so remarkable. You know I compare it to the
life-buoy, which has held me up above the most tempestuous waves fi:
of the sea of existence, eh! But you, my poor dear girl, have got tu
a sad way of looking at things-a gloomy temperament, I should
call it perhaps, eh? which is totally opposite to my nature. Now, th
as to this beast, which Mr. Bunting wil let me have for twenty- co
eight dollars, a note-of-hand at three months, he is kind enough to th
say, will do aswell as cask And then, Reginald, my boy, we need th
drink café noir no longer, but can have the proper café au lait9
every morning."

"Idon't know who is to milk the ow, air," said his son, rather
bluntly. "Edith is overwhelmed with vork ahedy."

" Ah, poor dear 1 she is very indefatigable." He looked at her
patronizingly, while he wiped his well-kept moustache in a band- S
kerchief which she had washed. "Indeed, Fidith, Ihave sometimes th
thought that such continual exertion as yours is unnecesary. You to
should think of us ail, and spare yourself my child." go

"I do, papa," she answered: whether that she thought of them
all, or that she spared herself, she did not explain. Her brother
knew which it was.su

"That is riglt, my ehild. It grieves me to see you condescend- w
ing to menial offices, un-ai able to your rank and position." e

She did not ask-as a les gentie nature would have asked-who ch
elsewas to be themeal=1, ifnotshe? wi

"That is the worstof a bush life. If Ihad known how diffeult ve
it is to retain one's sphere as a gentleman, I think I hould not
have exposed myeelf to the altenaive of peiary lces, or debming be

,toil. Perhaps it would be wellto walk down to the 'Cerner' mw f
an< conclude that bargai wità our good friend the sl q se
eh? la thore aything I can do for either of yoeh Don't
hesitate toemmand me," he added, blandly. 1WhatI y vaut
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nothing ? A very fortunate pair-very fortunate, indeed, eh ?"
And Captain Armytage kissed hands out of the room.

"Edith," said her brother, after a pause of some minutes, "my
father will be ruined by his confidence in that man. Bunting can
twine him round his finger. I am ashamed of it."

She shook her head sadly. But there was no help for the fact
that their father was in the toils already; unless, indeed, the debt
could be paid off, and the acquaintanceship severed. Hopeless! for
the tendencies of a life cannot be remodelled in aday, except by
the power of Divine grace.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

JACK- OF-A LL- T RADES.

SLEIGHING was good that year, til the middk of March. Before
s the season was past, Captain Argent paid a flying visit on his way
U to the hunting grounds, as usual, and on his return found something

so pleasant in the 'household at Cedar Creek, that he remained
n many days.
er g They were all old acquaintances, to be sure, and bad many

subjects of interest in common. Mr. Wynn the elder, who, perhaps,
d- was imbued with a little of the trae Briton's reverence for aristo-

eracy, was pleased to entertain his former neighbour, Lord Scut-
o echeon's son, especially when that young officer himself wasendowed

with such a frank, genial bearing, as rendered him aimost a Un-
sit versal favourite.
[ot Had there ever been more than mere pleaant acquaintanoeship
ing between him and Miss Wyn? Rightly or wrongly, Sam Hoit
Mw fancied it the case. He heard many allusons to former times and
oe, E icidenta, not knowing that as-children they had been playmates,

mn't The galant, aptain's present admiratin was pretty plain; and the
aut § young lady was amused by it after the manner of her sex. Beig
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very downright himself, Mr. Holt liad no idea how much admiration
is required to fill the measure of a proposal of marriage, in a red-
coat's resolve, or how much harmless coquetry lies dormant in the
sweetest woman.

The precipitate gentleman leaped to sundry conclusions, gathered
himself and bis fur robés into his cutter, and left on the third day
of Captain Argent's visit. In her secret heart, I imagine that Linda
knew why.

But an engrossing affair to her at this period was the conceal-
ment from their visitor of the decidedly active part she took in
household duties. Innocent Captain Argent was unaware that the
faultless hot bread at breakfast was wrought by her hands ; that the
omelets and ragoûts at dinner owned her as cook ; that the neat-
ness of the little parlour was attributable to her as its sole house-
maid. The mighty maiden called Liberia had enough to do in
other departments, outdoor as well as indoor, besides being rather a
ponderous person for a limited space.

And so, when Captain Argent one morning pushed open the
parlour door long before he ought to have left his apartment, he
beheld a figure with short petticoats, wrapt in a grey blouse, and
having a hood of the same closely covering her hair, dusting away
at the chairs and tables and shelves, with right goodwill.

"Now, Georgie, you know that you can't sit here till I have
quite fnished," said the figure, without turning its head. "Like a
good boy, ask Libby to come and build up the fire: ask gently,
remember, or she'll not mind you."

The noiseless manner of closing the door caused her first to doubt
the identity of the person spoken to, and a very vivid crimson(dyed
her cheeks, when, Liberia coming in, her blaeknith arms laden
with logs, she threw them down with resounding elatter, and said,
" Wal, ef that ain't the nieest, soft speakin'es gentleman I ever
see! le asked me as perlite for the wood, as he couldn't be-per-
liter ef I war Queen Victöry hersef."
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;ion " How fortunate that I didn't turn round my head," thought
-ed- Linda, her first confusion over; "for of all horridly unbecoming
the things, showing no hair about one's face is the worst."

Whence it will be seen that Miss Wynn was not exempt from
-e female vanity.

day To the cat thus let out of the bag, Captain Argent made no
nda further allusion than was involved in a sudden fondness for the

nursery tale of Cinderella. Every subject of conversation intro-
eal- duced for the morning was tinge<l by that fairy legend, which
t in tinged Linda's countenance also, rose-colour. Mr. Wynn the elder
the was slightly mystified; for the topics of promotion by purchase in

b the the army, and the emigration of half'pay officers, seemed to have no
eat- leading reference to the above world-famed story.
use- The dear old gentleman! he did the honours of bis small wooden

i n" cottage at Cedar Creek as finely as if it had been his own ancestral
ier a mansion of Dunore. Their delf cups might have been Dresden,

the black ware teapot solid silver, the coarse table-cloth damask
the -for the very air which he spread around the breakfast arrange-

the ments. One might have fancied that he infused an orange-pekoe
and flavour into the rough muddy congou for wbich Bunting exacted
WaY the highest price. He did not know that the coffee, which he

strongly recommended to bis guest, was of native Canadian growth,
have being to all intents and purposes dandelion roots ; for you see they

e a were obliged to conceal many of their contrivances from this grand
ntly, old fathet. I doubt if he was aware that candles were made on

the premises: likewise soap, by Liberia's energetie hands. The
loubt dandelion expedient was suggested by thrifty Mr. Davidson, who
Yed had never bought a pound of coffee siÛce she emigrated; and ex-

en ceedingly well the substitute answered, with its bitter aromatie
said, flavour, and pleasant smell. If Captain Argent had\ looked into
ever the little house closet, he would have seen a quantity of brownish
-Per- roots cut up and stored on a shelf. Part of Linda's morning duty

vas to chop a certain quantity of these to the size of beans, roast
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them on a pan, and grind a cupful for breakfast. They cost
nothing but the trouble of gathering from among the potato heaps,
when the hills were turned up in autumn, and a subsequent wash-
ing and spreading in the sun to dry.

Mrs. Davidson would also fain have introduced peppermint and

sage tes; but even Zack's bad congou was declared more tolerable
than those herb drinks, which many a settler imbibes from year to
vear.

"Throth, an' there's no distinction o' thrades at all in this
counthry," said Andy ; "but every man has to be a farmer, an' a

carpinther, an' a cobbler, an' a tailor, an' a grocer itself! There's
Misther Robert med an iligant shute o' canvas for the summer;
an' Misther Arthur is powerful at boots; an' sorra bit but Miss
Linda spins yarn first-rate, considherin' she never held a distaff
before. An' the darlin' missus knits stockins; oh mavrone, but
she's the beautiful sweet lady intirely, that ought to be sitting in
her carriage !"

News arrived from Dunore this spring, which Linda fancied would

sorely discompose Andy. The Wynns kept up a sort of correspon-
dence with the old tenantry, who loved them much. In an April
letter it was stated that the pretty blue-eyed Mary Collins, Andy's
betrothed, had been base enough to marry another, last shrovetide.

But the detaching proces had gene on at this aide of the Atlantic
also. Linda was amazed at the apa with which the discarded
lover received the intelligence. scratched his red head, and
looked somewhat bewildered ; indge in a few monosyllable ejacu-
lations, and half an hour afterwards came back to the parlour to ask
her "if she was i airnest, to say that over agin."

"Poor fellow! he has not yet cemprehended the ful ex-

tent of his los," thought the young lady, compsionately. She
broke the news to him once more, and he went away without a

reark.
When Arthur came in, she would beg of him to look after the
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cost poor suffering fellow. The request was on her lips at his appear-
ance, but he interrupted her with:-

ash- '"What do you think of that scamp, Andy, proposing for Libby
in my hearing ? The fellow told her that his heart wa in her

and keeping, and that she was the light of his life, and grew quite
ble poetical, I asure you ; in return for which, he was hunted round

r to the wood-yard with a log !"
And Linda's sympathy expired.

this
' a

re's
or; CHAPTER XXXIX.

Miss M SETTLER THE SECOND.

but NiT summer brought a scourge of frequent visitation to the
S "Corner." Lake fover and ague broke out among the low-lying
log-house, and Zack's highly adulterated and heavily priced drugs

ould came into gmt demamd. He was the furthest west adventurer at
that date wbo took upon him to supply apothecary'e wares among
the threescore and ten other vendibles of a backwoods store. So

dy's the ill wind which blew hot fits and cold fits to everybody else blew

tide. poi into Zack's pockets.
The population had swelled somewhat since our first introduction

to this littie pioneer settiement. The number of woode huts

and mottlig the cleared space between the forest and the river edge,
cu- clustering, like bees round their queen, about the saw and grist-

ask millhbd increased during the last two years by some half-core-a
slow rate of progression, a villages grow in Canaa; but the

ex- "Corner" had a position ufavourable to development. An aguish
limat. will make inhabitanta sheer off speedily to h MaWthie

ou a localities. No sensible emigrant vil elect- to live on a mauhy
site whee he ca help it. Th v m of the "Corner" vu jt

the now a stage on the uppe branch of that grat western
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highway, whose proper terminus lies no nearer than the Pacifie,
and whose course is through the fertile country of futuremillions$
of men.

This suminmer waggon-loads of emigrants and their chattels'began
to file each month into the bush beyond. Cedar Creek ceased to
be furthest west by a great many outlying stations where the
axe was gradually letting in light on the dusky forest soil. To
these the "Corner " must be the emporium, until some enterprising

person set up a store and mills deeper in the wilderness.
The shrewd Davidgon saw the country opening about him, and

resolved to gather to himself the profit which must accrue to some-
body. His first measure was to walk down one evening to the 1
Wynns' farm. A thoroughly good understanding had always t
existed between these neighbours. Even patrician Mr. Wynn
relished the company of the hard-headed Lanark weaver, whose
energy and common sense had won him the position of a comfort-
able landholder in Canada West. Added to which qualifications
for the best society Davidson was totally devoid of vulgar assump-
tion,-but had sufficient ballast to retain just his own proper footing
anywhere.

He found the family assembled in their summer parlour, beneath
the handsome butternut tree which Robert's axe had araed, and
which repaid the indulgence by grateful shade and continuai beauty
of lesfge. They were enjoying upper in the open air, the balmy
evening air aoat with fragrant odours. I say advisedly supper,
and no tea: the. bergewas a lady's luxury out here, and ill
suited houors f foregoing labour. Milk was the staple draught at
Cedar Creek meus for ail atout workers.

"Gude even, Ileddies :» and Davidso doffed hie bonnet with
Europea courtesy. "Fine weather for loggin' thi." Inded he e
bore evident grmy a smoky. tokens on hie lothes that eh lad
ben -his day'. work. App epie order wa a u dii of dres .
which he rarely knew; though hlie posesd a fauliless lomespua J
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suit, in which lie would have been happy to gang to the kirk on
sabbath, were that enjoyment practicable.

English papers had come to hand an hour before; among them
a bundle of the provincial print nearest Dunore. Linda had
learned not to love the arrival of these. It wàs a pebble thrown
in to trouble their still forest life. The~yearning of all hearts for
home-why did they never dream of calHing Canada home ?-
was intensified perhaps to painfulness. 'She could interpret the
shadow on her father's brow for days after into what it truly
signified; that, however the young natures might take root in
foreign soil, lie was top old an oak for transplantation. Back he

e looked on fifty-eight years of life, since he could remember being
the petted and cherished heir of Dunore; and now-an exile!
But he never spoke of the longing for the old land; it was only
seen in bis poring over every scrap of news from Britain, in his
jealous care of things associated with the past, nay, in his very

silence.
Now, the dear old gentleman was letting his tea grow cool be-

vond all remedy, while, with gold double eyeglass in band, he read
aloud various paragraphs of Irih news. Diverging at last into
some question of party polities uppermost at the time, though now,
in 1861, extinct as the bones of the iguanodon, he tried to get

y Davidson interested in the subject, and found him so totally ignorant
of even the names of public men as to be a most unsatisfactory
listener.

"'Deed, then, Mr. Wynn, to tell yon truth, I hae never fashed
at my head wi' politicS sin' I cam' oot to Canada," observed the

Scotchman, a little bluntly. "'Twas nae me muckle gude I
e gained by't at hame; thoughImind the time that aecontested

election was ane o' my gran' holidays, an' I thought mair o' what
bigwig wa to get into parliameit for the borough than I did o' my
ain prospects in life, fule that I was; until Il found the bairs
comn', an' the loom going to th" wall a'thegither before machinery,

K
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and polities wouldna mak' the pot boil, nor gie sait to our parritch.

So I came oot here, an' left polities to gentlefolk."

Mr. Wynn, rather scandalized at Davidson's want of public spirit,

said something concerning a citizen's duty to the state.

" Weel, ir, my thought is, that a mon's first earthly duty is to

hansel' and his bairns. When I mind the workin' men at-hame,

ruggin', an'.rivin', an' roarin' themselve, hoarse for Mr. This or Sir

Somebody That, wha are scramblin' into parliament on their

shouthers, while the puir fallows haen't a pound in the warld

beyond their weekly wage, an' wull never be a saxpence the better

for a' their zeal, I'm thankfu' that mair light was given me to see

my ain interest, an' to follow it."

"«I hardly wonder at your indifference to the paltry polities of

the province," observed the gentleman from the old country,

sipping bis tea loftily.
" I wish Mr. Hiram Holt heard that speech, sir," said Robert.

"To him Canada is more important than Great Britain by so much

as it is larger."
"The citizen of Monaco has similar delusions as to the import- t

anee of bis petty principality," rejoined Mr.-Wynn. "I should

rather say there was no political principle among Canadians"

"No, sir, there's none in the backwood," replied Davidson, with

perfect frankness. "We vote for our freenda I'm tauld they hae

gran' principles in the auld settlements, an' feeht ane anither firt-

rate every election. We hae too much to do in the new townsbips f

for that sort o' wark. We ta' it a' easy." t

Bobert remembered a notable example of this political in- t

diference in an'election which had taken place since their setie-

met at Cedar Creek. On the day of polling he and his retainer

Andy went down to the "Corner," the latter with very enlarged

antiipations o fun, and perehance a " aro." His maer notised

him tdxa.ing a saplin into a splendid "shillelagh,» wi a glander

andheaYyheadasever did inafactionfght p
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upon Emerald soil. The very word election had excited his bump
of combativeness. But alas! the little stumpy street was dull and
empty as usual: not even the embryo of a mob: no daring post-
bills soliciting votes: the majesty of the people and of the law

O E wholly unrepresented.
"Arrah, Misther Robert, this can't be the day at all at all," said

ir Andy, after a prolonged stage in every direction. "That villain
ir Nim tould us wrong."
d "Jacques !" cal]ed Robert into the cottage adorned with flowers
r in front, "is this polling day?"

"Oh, oui," said the little Canadian, running out briskly. "Oui,
c'est vat you cal le jour de poli Voilà, over dere de house."

of A log-cabin, containing two clerks at two rude desks, was the
booth; a few idlers lounged about, whittling sticks and smoking,
or reading some soiled news sheets. Andy looked upon them with
vast disdain.

ch "An' is this what ye cal a 'lection in America ?" said he.
"Where's the vothers, or the candidates, or the speeches, or the
tratin,' or the colours, or the sojers, or anythink at all? An' ye

ld can't rise a policeman itself to kape the pace! Arrah, let me out
ov this home, Misther Robert. There's not as much as a single

th spark ov sperit in the whole counthry !»
So le marched off in high dudgeon. Ris master stayed a short

while behind, and saw a few sturdy yeomen arrive to exercise the
franchise. Their air of agricultural prosperity, and supreme poli-
tical apathy, contrasted curiously with young Wynn's memories o

in- | the noisy and ragged partins in home elections. It was evident
that personal caracter won the electoralsuffrage here ii the back-
woods, snd that party feeling had scarce an influence on the
voters.

The franchise is almost universI throughout Canada. In 1849
r itws lowered to thirty douats (six pomds serling) for freehlder ,
t proprietary, or tenantry in towis, and to(twenty dollars (four
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pounds) in rural districts. This is with reference to the hundred
and thirty representatives in the Lower House of the Provincial
Legislature. The members of the indissoluble Upper House, or
Legislative Council, are also returned at the rate of twelve every
two years, by the forty-eight electoral divisions of the province.

But to come back to our family party under the butternut tree.
Robert related the above anecdote of Andy's disappointment; and
from it old l1'r. Wynn and Davidson branched off to a variety of
cognaté topics.

"Noo, Ill confess," said the Scotchman, "that the municipal
elections hae an interest for me far aboon thae ithers. The council
in my township can tax me for roads, an' bridges, an' sphules:
that's what I cal a personal and practical concern. Sae I made
nae manner of objection to bein' one of the five councillors mysel';
and they talk of electin' you too, Maister Robert."

Robert shook his head at the honour.
"I hae a fancy mysel' for handlin' the purse strings wherever I

can," added Davidson. "Benson will be the neist town-reeve, as he
has time to be gaun' to the county council, which I couldna do.
But noo, will ye tak' a turn round the farm ?"

Plucking a sprig from an ash-leaved sugar maple el iv,
according to a habit he had of twisting something in his ps
during intervals of talk, Mr. Davidson walked down the slope with
Robert. While they are discussing cropE, with the keen interest
which belongs not to amateurs, we may enlighten the reader some-
what concerning the municipal system of self-government iin which
the shrewd Mr. Davidson professed bis interest. Nowhere is it so
perfect as in Canada. Each district has thorough control over its
own affairs. Taxation, for the purpose of local improvement or
education, il levied by the town or county councils, elected by the
dweUers in each township. No byelaw for raising money can be
enforced, unles it has previously been submitted to the electors or
peopie. The town counc1i consista of five members, one of whom
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is town-reeve; the town-reeves form the county council; and the
presiding officer elected by them is called the warden. From the
completeness of the organization, no merely local question can be
brought before the provincial legislature, and it would be well if
Imperial Parliament could, by similar means, be relieved of au
immense amount of business, inconsistent with its dignity.

"Eh ! what's this ?" asked Davidson, stopping before the partially
raised walls of a wooden cottage. "Wha's gaun to live here ?"

"Don't you recollect my town plot ?" asked Robert. "My first
tenant sets up here. Jackey Dubois is removing from the 'Corner:'
he was always getting the ague in that marshy spot, and isn't sorry
to change."

"Then that brings me richt down on what I hae been wantin'
to say," quoth Davidson. "If ye'll gie us the site, me an' my son
Wat wal build a mili"

" With all my heart: a grist or a saw mill?"
"May be'baith, if we could raise the cash. Nae doot the saw-

e mill's the proper to begin wi', seein' yer toun's to be builded o'
wood---»"For the present," observed Mr. Wynn; "but there's plenty of
limestone under that hardwood ridge"

"An' the finest water power in the township rinnin' a' to waste
on top of it. Weel, noo, I'm glad that's settled; though 'twull
be an awfu' expense first cost. I dinna exactly ken how to over-
take it.»e-

ci Robert imagined that he was magnifying matters, in order to

lessen any possiMe demand of ground-rent. But it is probable that
Davidson would have even paid something over and above his

or ideas of equitable, for the pleasure of Zack Bunting's anticipated
e mortification at finding a rival mill set up in the neighbourhood.
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CHAPTER XL.

AN UNWELOOME SUITOB.

WIMS the affair of the miii was arranged, and Robert's mind's
eye beheld it already built and noisily flourishing, they sauntered
along the bend of the pond towards where the charcoal forest of
last autumn had donned a thin veil of greenery. The sight set
Davidson upon his favourite irritation-the decay of his farm, Daisy
Burn, under its present owner.

"iHe's an a'thegither gude-for-naething," was his conclusion
respecting Captain Armytage. "Such men as he hae nae mair
business settlin' in the liash than he wad hae in tryin' thelife o' a
fish. A mon may come without land, or money, or freends, an
I'l warraA him to get on; but there's ane thing he must hae,
the willingness to work 4ard. That wull bring him the lands, and
money, and freends, as plenty as blackberries. Sae far as I can
see, your gentlefolk dinna do weel ini the bush ; they're ower proud
to tak' to the axe and the hoe as they ought, an' they hae maistly
fine habits o' life that mak' them unhappy. I wad like to see the
Captain or his son cobblin' their ain shoon! Though I'm tauld
the young fellow's greatly improved sn' his hurt; but that winna
mak hlm handier."

",He is -much more industrious," said Robert, "and I hope will
be able to pull up affaira on the farm, even yet."

"cNa, sir, na Z7k Bunting's got hislaw on it in the shape
of a mortgage, already. That farm o' bis Ilow te ' Corner' he
pgumpd in just the same way; put the owner in debt to the store,
foroelosed the mortgage, and ruined te puir man. I ken he as
hi eye on Daisy Burn for Nim, ever sin' he saw the Captain.
And that Yankee cam' here, Maister Robert, without as much as a
red cent aboon the pack on his back 1"
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Just then Arthur and George came in sight round the lee of a
smail iland, paddling swiftly along.

"Trolling for black bas and maakelongé," remarked Robert.
"tThere ! he has a bite."

Ârthur's line, some seventy or eighty feet long, was attached to
his left arm as he paddled, which gave a most tempting tremulous-

nes to the bait--a mock-mouse of squirrel fur; and a great
pike-like fish, lying deep in the clear water, beheld it and was

t captivated. Slowly he moved towards the charmer, which vibrated
three or four foot beneath the surface; he saw not the treacherous
line, the hook beneath the far; bis heavily under-jawed mouth
(whence he obtained the name of masque-longue, misspelled con-

r i tinually in a variety of ways by bis Canadian captors>, bis tre-
a mendous teeth, closed voraciously on the temptation. Arthur's
n M arm received a sudden violent jerk, from the whole force of a lively

twenty-five pound maskelongé; a struggle began, to be ended
d successfully for the human party by the aid of the gaff-hook.

This was the noblest prey of the pond. Pickerel of six or seven
d pounds were common; and a profusion of black bass-spotted troat

in all the creeks; sheepheads and suckers ad Ibitum, the last
naind being the worat fish of Camad. George thought the

id succes far too uniform for sport; Arthur hardly cared to ail the
killing of God's creatures ",sport," during some time back.

"Davidson, here's a contribution for your bee," cied Ârthur,
holding up the prize by its formidable snout. "For your good
wife, with my compliments."

Mrs. Davidsn wasmin the thick of preparations for a logging-bee,

he to be wo da&y& subegan, and whither ail the z9r
people wer invited. Every settler's wife's bousekeeping is t
to a severe test on such occasions, and the huge mask vas
an aMost accptale 1iý

ha Ttlemnand Mr. Callaghan went with t team Of
oxen to help their good neighbour on the appointed mornig.
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It might have been four hours afterwards that Linda was work-
ing iin her garden, hoeing a strawberry bed, and singing to herself
some low song, when, attracted by a slight movement at the fence,
she raised her eyes. Mr. Nimrod Bunting was leaning against the
rails.

" I guess you may go on, Miss," said he, showing all his yeilow
teeth. "I've been admirin' yar voice this quarter of an hour past.
I've never happened to hear you sing afore; and I assure you,
Miss, I'm saying the truth, that the pleasure is highly gratifyin."'

Linda felt greatly inclined to put down her hoe and run into the
house ; but that would be so ridiculous. She hoed on in silence,
with a very displeased colour on her cheek.

" I see al yar people at the bee : yar too high yarself to go to
them kind'er meetings, I reckon, Miss ? Wal, I like that. I like
pride. Th' ole woman said always, no did uncle Zack, 'Nim, yar
above yar means; yar only fit for a Britisher gentleman;' they did,
I guess !"

"The sun is getting so hot," quoth MisssWynn, laying down
her hoe.

"I reckon I ain't agoin' to have come down from Davidson's to
here to speak to you, Mis," and Nim vaulted over the fence, "an'
let yoni slip through my fingers that way. Unce Zack said he'd
speak to the ole feller up at the bée, an' bade me make tracks an'
speak to you, Mise. He's agoin' to foreclose the mortgage, he is."

"What, on Daisy Burn?" Linda was immensely relieved for
the moment.

" Taint on nothen' else, I gue. 'Tis an elegant farm-ain't it?"
"c Oanot your father wait for his money-even a little time ?

Captain Armytage would surely pay in the long run; or his son
would--"

"But s'pose we don't want 'em to pay? S'pose we wants the
farm, and hous, and fizins, and all, for a new-married pair to set
up, Miss?"
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"I dont think you should allow anything to interfere with what
is just and mercifuI"'said Miss Wynn, with a strong effort. Her
tormentor stood on thi path between her and the house.

"S'pose I said they wanted that new-married pe'to be you an'
me, Miss?'

The andacity of the speech nearly took away her breath, and
sent the blood in violent crimson over her face and throat. "Let
me pass, air," was her only answer, most haughtily spoken.

"IUncle Zack's a rich man," pleaded his son. "He's always
been an ole 'coon, with -a fine nest of cash at his back. It's in a
New York bank, vested in shares. He's promised me the best
part of it, an' the store into the bargain. You'llbe a fool if you

O My 'No,' I guess."
e E Here he was seized from behind by the throat, and hurled round
r heavily to the ground.

,"Why, then, you apalpeen of an owdacious vagabone, it's well
but I smash every bone in yer skin. Of al the impudence ever
heerd i my whole life, you bate it out, clT and clane! Oh,
murther, ifI could only give you the batin' rd like, only may be

O t.he master 'ud be vexed !" And Mr. Callaghan danced round his
victim, wielding a terrible ahillelagh

d

CHAPTER XLI.
>r

THE MILPBPETLEGE.

MUAwwnwi., the noonday dinner at Davidaon's bee progressed
m4rrily. The mighty maskelmngé disappeared piecemeal, simul-

n , itaneouly with a prfusion of veal and venisom pies, legs and sides
'tof p1rk, raspMerry tarts, huge diahes of potatoes and bot buns,

se ty of aw res, and othr eg meback d fe
.served and esten al at the mme time, with an aboriginal disregrd
af courmes. After much wriggling and sCheming--for he could

K2
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not do thea mallest thing i a straightforward manner-Zac
Bunting had edged himself beside Mr. Wynn the elder; w ,to

please his good friend Davidson, occupied what he cently
terned Che vice-chair, being a stout high stool of rough red pine;
and Zack slouched beside him, his small cunning eyes glancing
sidelong occasionally from his tin platter, to the noble upright
figure of tie old gentleman.

"What's in the wind now ?" quoth Robert to hhelf, at the
other end of the board, as he snrveyed this contrast of personages.
Looking down theU lnes of hungry labourera for Nim's duplicate
face, it was absent, though he liad seen it a-field. Andy's was
also wanting, and with it the hilarity which radiated from him
upon surrounding company. Not having the key of the position
Robert failed to conneet these absences, although just then they
were being connected in a very marked manner at Cedar Creek.

Zack 1wanted to speak on a particular subject to his lofty neigh-
bour, but somehow it stuck in his throat. fis usuel audacity was
at fault. Mr. Wynn had never seemed so inaccessible, though in
reality he was making au efort to be unusually bland to a person
he. dlliked. For the first time n his existence, criging Zack
feared the face of mortal man.

"Spell o' warm weather, squire, ain't it, rayther ? I wor jest a
sayin' to Sias Duff here, that I never want to see no better day
for loggin', I don't."

"It is indeed beautifully fine," answered Mr. Wynn, who was
generally called in the neighbourhood "the squire," a sort of com-
pliment to his potriarchal and magisterial position. "I hp ou
fiend Davideon viil have bis work cleared off afactorily before
dark."

"Oh, no fer, squire, no fear, I gues. TheWe's good tnms
a4ld. Them otte, druv by my lad Nim, are th bnt in the
township7 I reakon."'

"xindeedr quotk Xr.)Wynni, who>ust knew ai ca from mnas
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"'Tain't a losin' game to keep a store in the bush, ef you be a
smart man," observed Zack, with a leer, after a few minutes'
devotion to the contents of his tin plate. By this adjective
"smart" is to be understood "sharp, overreaching "-..in fact, a
levernes verging upon mfe dishonesty. "I gues it's the high

ro.d to bein' worth some punkina, ef a feller has sense to invest
his money well."

"I daresay," rejoined Mr. Wynn, vaguely, looking down on the
mesn oeooked face.

"Fact, quire, downright fact. Now, I don't mind tellin' px,
squire," lowering his voice to a whisper, "that I've cleared a
hundred per cent. on some mles in my time; an' the moneyhain't
been idle since, you may b'lieve. Thar I that's sharp tradin', I
guess?"

"Yes, sir, very sharp indeed." Mr. Wynn's face by no mens»
reflected the Yankee's smile. But Zack mw in his gravity only a
closer attention to the important subject of gain.

"Ive shares in a big bank in New York, that returns me fifteen
per cent.-every copper of it: an' I've two of the best farms in the
townulip-that's countin' Daisy Barn, whar Ill foreelose me day
soon, I guess."

"You are a prosperous man, as you cSlculate prospeity, r.
Banting"

"I guem I ain't nothin' else," asawered the storekeeper, with
satisfaction. "But I kin tell you, squire, that my lad Nim is
'tarnal 'ente too, an' he'll be worth lookin' arter as a husbMnd, he

Still with a u s s efort at eerdiality, Mr. Wyun an-

"H. imight get gais in plenty, but he has a geateei tmg.,
Nim: the ga to plese Nin muet be thorough genteel. Now,
what would yo My, se-ire"-oe anuesom bMi-e s
seized uncle Z7ek at thisjumetmre, and h. eueghed a bt.tio.
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" Well, sir !" For the old gentleman began to suspect towardfs
what he was drifting, but rejected the suspicion as too wild and
improbable.

" Wal, the fact is, squire, Nim will have the two farms, an' the
store, an' the bank shares-of course not all that till I die, but
Daisy Burn at once: an'-an'-he's in a 'tarnal everlastin' state
about your daughter Linda, the purtiest gal in the township, I
guess.

Mr. Wynn rose from his seat, his usually pale countenance
deeply flushed. What! his moss-rose Linda-as often in a fond
moment he named her-his pretty Linda, thought of in connection
with this vulgar, cheating storekeeper's vulgar son? "Sir, how
dare you?" were all the words his lips framed, when Robert,
beholding the scene from the other end of the board, came to the
rescue.

" The fellow has been drinking," was the most charitable con-
struction Mr. Wynn could put upon Zack's astounding proposition.
His dignity was cruelly outraged. "Baiting the trap with his
hateful knavish gains 1" cried Linda's father. "This is the result
of the democracy of bush-life; the indiscriminate association with
all classes of people that's forced on one. Any low fellow that
pleases may ask your daughter in m $arriage "

Robert walked up and down with him outside the building.
Though sufficiently indignant himalf, he tried to calm his father.
" Don't make the affair more public by immediate withdrawal," he
advised. "Stay an hour or so longer at the bee, for appearance'
sake. It's hardly likely the fellow will attempt to addreu you
again, at leat on that subject." So the old gentleman very
impatiently watched the log heaps piling, and the teams stnining,
and the "grog-boS" going his rounds, for a while longer.

We left Andy Callaghan over his victim, with a fourishing
shillelagh. Having sn bim >ound, he stirred him up again with
a few sharp taps; md it must be confesaed that Nim showed very
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little fight for a man of his maitude, but sneaked over the
fence after a minute's bravado.

"Och, but it's myself that 'tud like to be batin' ve !" groaned
Andy for the second time, most sincerely. "Only I'm afeard if I
began I wouldn't know how to lave off, 'twould be so pleant, ye
owdaeious villain. Ha! ye'd throw the stick at me, would ye
and Mr. Callaghan was across the fence in a- twinkling. Where-
upon Nim fairly turned tail, and fled ignominiously, after having
ineffectually discharged a piece of timber, javelin-wise, at his

I E enemy.
I g A loud peal of laughter, in a very masculine key, broke upon
i E Andy's ear. It proceeded from the usually undemonstrative maiden

Liberia, who was briging a pail of water from the creek when her
e path was crossed by the flying pair. From that hour the tides of

her feminine heart set in favour of the conqueror.
1- "Troth, an' I may as well let ye have the benefit of yer heels, ve
n. mortal spalpeen," said Andy, reining himself in. "An' it's the
ls father of a-good thrashin' I could give-ye for yer impidence. To
lit think o' Miss Ilnda, that's one of the ould auncient Wynns of Du-
thi nore since Adam was a boy! I donno why I didn't pound him into
Lat smithereens whin I had him so 'andy on the flat of his back--only

for Mas Linda, the darlin' crathur, tellin' me not. Sure there isn't
1g. a peeler in the whole counthry, nor a jail neither, for a thouand
er. mile. Now I wondher, av it was a thing I did bate him black an'
he blue, whose business would it be to 'rest me; an' is it before the
ee' E masther I'd be brought to coort ?"

!ou Cogitating thus, and chewing the cud on the end of his sapling,
ery Andy returned homewards leisurely. His young mistress was no-
ng, where to be seén; so he pieked up the hoe and finished her straw-

berry bed; and when he saw the elder Mr. Wynn approaching, he
quietly walked off to Davidaon's and tok his place among the hive
ragain, asif nothing had h.ppened. Nor did the faithfnl fellow ever
allude to the episod.-'with a rare delicacy judging that the young
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lady would prefer silence-except once that Robert asked him what
had brought him to Cedar Creek so opportunely.

",Why, thin, didn't I know what the vagabone wanted, lavin' the
bee 'athout his dinner, an' goin'.-down this road, afther me lookin' at
him this twel'month back dressing h self out in allthe coloursof
neckties that -ever was in the rainb, an' saunterin' about the
place every Sunday in particler, an' starin' at her purty face as im-
pident as if he was her aqual. Often I'd ha'given me best liute o'
clothes to pluck the two tails off his coat ; an' he struttin' up to
Daisy Burn, when she and Miss Armytage tached the little childher
there ; an' Missêinda thinkin' no more of him than if a snake was
watchin' her out ov the bushes. sut, moreover, I heerd him an'
his oldscamerovafatherwhisperin'at the bee: 'Do you go down
to herelf' nid Zack, 'an' I'il spake to the squire.' 'Sure, me
lad,'-thinks I1, 'if you do you'll have company along wid you;' so I
dogged him every step of the way."'

Which explains Andy's interposition.
Robert Wynn, when his wrath at the Buntinge' presumption

sbsided, had gloomy anticipations that this would prove the begin-
ning of an irreconcilable feud, making the neighbourhood very
diagreesble. But not go. A week afterwares, while he stood
wa*ehing the workm building the dam for the projected mill, he
heard the well-kno drawl at hie elbow, and turning, beheld the
unabashed Zack. He hd duly weighed <atters for and against,
and found that the squire was too powerful 'r a pleasant quarrel,
and too big to injure with impunity.

'WA, Robert, so yar raiin' a sawmill!" he had uttered in a
tone of no agreeabe surprise. Mr. Wynn pointed to Davidson, and
left Mm to settle that point of rivalry.

"1We wull divide the cutom o' the country, neebor Zack," quoth
the other.

"I don't deny that you have an elegant mill-privilege her;
but I gue that's all you'll have. Whar's grit t come from, or
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lumber? D'ye think they'll pass the four roade at the 'Corner,'
whar my mil] stands handy ?"

"Room eneugh i' the warld for baith o' us," nodded Davidson;
" a' room eneugh in Canada for a million ither mil, freend." And
he walked down the sloping bank to ast at the dam.

This last-a blow at the pocket-seemed to affect Zak fr more
than that other blow at the intangible eence, his famiy honour.
;Ie could see his son Nim set of for the back settlements of Iowa,

without a pang ; for it is in vulgar Yankee nature to fin abroèd

the sons and daughters of a house far and wide into the waters of,
the world, to make their own way, to sink or swim as happens.
But the new sawmill came between him and his reSt. Before
winter the machinery had been noisily at work for many a day; with
huge beams walking up to the saw, and gdtting perpetually sliced

Sinto clean fresh boards; with an intermittent shooting of slabs
and sawdust into the creek. "Most eloquent muie" did it dis-
course to Robert's ears, whose dream of a settlement was thu ful-
filling n that the essential requsite, lumber for dwelling houses,
wu beingprepared

CHAPTER XLIL

UNDER THE NORTHERN LIGHT.

, Fou some sufficient reason, the Yankee storekee*er did not at tht
time proseeute hie avowed intention of forecloing the mortgage on

a Daisy Burn. Perhap ther was something to be gained by dally-
d ing with the Capain still-.ome further value to be saucked out of

him in that villanous trap, the tavern bar, whither many a disap-
h pointed settler h rsoued to drown his cares, and found the

intoxie.ting glas indeed MI of " biue rmin.''
One brilliant day in midwinter, when the ky was like a crys-

r tallisd 1pphire dme, aMd the earth spoles in snW, a single
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sleigh came bowling along the smooth road towards the "Corner."
"A heavy fall of snow is equivalent to the simultaneous construe-
tion of macadamized roads all through Canada," saith that univer.
sally quoted personage, Good Authority. So it is found by thou-
sands of sleighs, then liberated after a rusty summer rest. Then is
the season for good fellowship and friendly intercourse: leisure has
usurped the place of business, and the sternest utilitarian fnds time
for relaxation.

The idlers in Bunting's bar heard the sleigh-bells long before
tbey left t4e arches of the forest; and as the smallest atom of
gravel stri4es commotion into a still pool, so the lightest event was
of consequence in this small stagnant community of the "Corner."
The idlers speculated concerning those bells, and a dozen pair of
eyes witnessed the emergence of the vehicle into the little stumpy
street.

Zack's sharp vision knew it for one t at had been here last year,
as he peered through the store-window, stuffed with goods of all
sorts; but the occupant was not the saine. Grizzled hair and
beard escaped the bounds of the fur cap tied down over his ears,
and the face was much older and harder. The mills seemed to
attract his attention, frozen up tightly as they were; he slackened
his sleigh to a pause, threw hi reins on the horse's neck, and
walked to the edge of the dam. After a few minutes, Bunting's
curiosity stimulated him to follow, and see what attracted the
stranger's regard.

" Are you the proprietor of this mill, sir?" caled out the tall
gray4aired gentleman, in no mild tone. Zack heuitated, weih-
ing the relative advantages of truth and falsehood. "Wal, I

"You need gueis nothing, sir; but the constmetion of your dam
is a disgrace to civilisation-a murderous constmetion, sir. Do
you see that it is at leasttwelve feet, perpendicular, ir? and how
do you ever expect that salmon can elimb over that barrier? I
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suppose a specimen of the true 'salmo salar' has never been caught
in these waters since you blocked up the passage with your villa-
nous dam, sir ?"

" I warn't ever a-thinkin' o' the salmon at all, I guess," answered
the mill-owner truly and humbly, because he conceived himself in
the authoritative presence of some bigwig, senator, or M.P., capable
of calling him Zack Bunting, to a disagreeable account, perchance.

" But you should have thought," rejoined the stranger, irately.
"Through such wrong-headedness as yours, Canada is losing yearly
one of her richest possesons in the way of food. What has exter-
minated the salmon in nearly ail rivers west of Quebec? dams like
this, which a fish could no more ascend than he could walk on dry
land. But I hope to see parliamentary enactments which shal
render this a felony, sir-a felony if I can. It is robbery and mur-
der both together, sir."

Mr. Hiram 11t walked rapidly to his leigh, wrapped himself
again.in the coi9eus furs, and left the storekeeper staring after the
swift gliding cutter, and wondering more than ever who he was.

This matter of the dams had so much occupied his attention of
late, that even after he reached Cedar Creek he reverted to it once
and anon; for this fine old Canadian lad iron opinions welded into
his iron character. The capacity of entertaining a conviction, yet
being lukewarm about it, was not possible to Hlram Boit. He
believed, and practised suitably, with thorough intensity, in every-
thing; even in such a remote subject as the Canadian fisheries.

The squire, who knew what preservation of salmon meant in the
rivers of Britain, and who in his time had been a skilful angler,
could sympathize with him about the reckles system of extinction
going onthrough the province, and which, if it be not arreste4 by
the hand of legislative interference, will probably empty the Cana-
dian streams Of this most delicious and nutritive of fsh.

"A gold-geld discovered in abrador would not be more remune-
rative than that single item of nalmon, if properly worked,"
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remarked Hiram. "lWhen the flheries of the tiny Tweed rent for
fifteen thousand a-year, a hundred times that sum would not cover
the value-of the tributaries of the St. Lawrence. And yet they're
systematically killed out, sir, by these abominable dama."

"aWhy, Mr. Holt," said Linda, looking up from her work, "I think
the mills are of more consequence than the salmon."

'<But they're not incompAible, my young lady," he answered.
"Put steps to the dams-wooden boxes, each fivé feet high, for the
salmon to get uptairs into the still water a-top." Whereat Miss
Linda, in her ignorance, was mightily amused at the idea of a fsh
ascending a etaircase.

"IThe quantity of salmon was almost infinite twenty years ago,"
said Hiram, after condescending to enlighten her on the subject of
its 1eaping powers. "I remember reading that Ros purchased a
ton weight of it from the Esquimaux for a sixpenny knife ; and
one haul of hie own seine net took thirty-three hundred salmon."

George, manufacturing a led in the corner, whistled softly, and
expressed his incredulity in a low tone ; not so low, but that Mr.
Holt's quick earS caught the doubt, and he became so overflowing
with piscatory anecdotes, that Linda declared afterwards the very
tea had tasted strongly of salmon on that particular evening.

"It ie only a few years since Sir John Macdonald and his party
killed four hundred salmon in one week, from a part of 'Esquemain
River, called thei Lower Pools. Thirty-4ve such rivers, equally full,
flow through Labrador into the St. Lawrence , am I not then right
in saying that this source of wealth is prodigions?" asked Mr. Holt.
" But the abominable dams, and the barrier nets, and the Indians'
spearing, have already lessened it one-fourth." A relative com-
paring of experiences, with reference to fahy subjects, ensued
between the quire and his est; and both agreed that,-quitting
the major matter of the a enforcement ofa "close time,"
from the 2th of August tll May, would materiafly tend to preserve
the ah
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" Nature keeps them tolerably close most of that time,"
remarked Arthur, "by building a couple of yards of ice over them.
From November till April they're under lock and key."

"And han't you ever fished through holes in the ice ?" asked
Mr. Holt. "Capital sport, I can tell you, with a worm for bait."

"No: butI wasgoing to my, how curioualy thin and weak the
trout are just when the ice melta. They've been on prison allow-
anoe, I presue, and are ready to devour anything."

During all the evening, though Linda took openly a considerable
share in the conversation, her mind would beat back on one que&-
tion, suggested repeatedly: "Why did Mr. Sam HoIt go to Eu-
rope ?" for one item of news brought by to-day's arrival was, that
hic eldest son had suddenly been seised with a wish to visit Eng-
]and, and had gone in the last boat from Halifax.

Glancing up at some remark, ah. encountered Mrs. Wynn's eyes,
and coloured deeply. That sweetest supervision of earth, a mother's
loving look, had read more deeply than the daughter imagined.
Rising hurriedly, on some slight excuse, she went to the window
and lookeC oUt

" Oh, papal such glorious norther lights!"
Ay, surely. Low arcs of daEaling light stretched from eat to

wet, acros the whole breadth of the heavens; whence coruscated,
in prolonged ahes, gorgeos streaers of every colour, chiefly of
pale emerald green, pink, and amber.

"A rich aurora for this season of the year," remarked Hiram
Holt "ThoSe that are brightly coloured generally appear in
autumn or spring."

"Oh, ye," said George; "do you recollect how magnificent
was one we had whle the. fall-wheat was planting? the sky was
all crimeon, with yellow streamers."

"Do you know what the Tndi.A think about auroras ?" asked
Mr. Hoit. "They believe that these flahes are the spirits of the
dead dancing before the throee of the Manitou, or Great Spirit."
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"No wonder they should seek for some supernatural cause of
such splendour," observed Robert.

The aurora borealis exhibited another phase of its wondrous
beauty on the ensuing evening. The young people from Cedar
Creek had gone to a corn-husking bee at Vernon's, an old gentle-
man settler, who lived some eight miles off on the concession-line;
and coming home in the sleighs, the whole magnificent panorama
of the skies spread above them. Waves of light rolled
from shore to shore of-4& horizon in vast pulsations, noiselessly
ascending to the zenith, and descending all across the stars, li
tidal surges of the aërial ocean sweeping over a shallow silver
strand.

Three sleighs, a short distance from each other, were running
along the canal-like road, through dark walls of forest, towards the
"Corner." Now, it is a principle in all bringings home from these
midwinter bees, that families scatter as much as may be, and no
sisters shal be ,escorted by their own brothers, but by somebody
else's brothers. eConsequently, Robert Wynn had paired off with
Miss Armytage for this drive; and Mr. Holt, graybeard though he
was, would not resign Linda to any one, but left.young Armytage
Arthur, and Jay to fill the third sleigh.

Of course that sublime aurora overhead formed a main topif
conversation; but irrelevant matter worked in somehow. Btimt
Hiram at last furnished a key to what had puzzled his fair com-
panion, by asking abruptly, when Captain Argent was expected at
Cedar Creek ?

"Captain Argent?" she repeated, in surprie; "lhe's not ex-
pected at al; I believe he has gone to~Ireland on a year's leave."

"IThen you are not about to bemarried tohim?" said Mr. Holt,
still more bluntly.

"No indeed, sir," she answered, feeling very red, and thankful
for the comparative gloom. Whereupon Mr. Holt shook hands
with her, and expressed his conviction that she was the but and

276



A BUSH-FLITTING. 2 7

prettiest girl i the coumty afterwards fell into a brown study,
lasting tili they got home.

The pair in the hindmoet sleigh diverged equally far from the
aurora; for heavy upon Edith's heart lay the fact that the mort-
gage was at last about to be foreelosed, and they should leave
Daisy Bmn. This very evening, her father coming late to Mrs.
Vernon's corn-shelling bee, had told her that Zack would be pro-
pitiated no longer; he wanted to get the farm in time for spring
operations, and vowed he would have it. They must al go to Mon-
treal, where Captain Armytage had some friends, and where
Edith hoped she might be able, perhaps, to turn her accomplish-
ments to good account by opening a school.

"Papa is not at all suited for a settlerslife," she said. "IM'has
always lived in cities, and town habits are strong upon him. It is
the best wetcan do."

CHAPTER XLIU.

A BUSH-FLITTING.

IMo Robert Wynn's mid, during that leigh-drive under the
nortbhern lights, hd entered one or two novel ideas. The first was
a plan for frustrting the graspipgfjtkeeperi design. H. laid
the whole à"ir âan befoire Mr. Holt, and asked for the means
of redeeming the mortgg, by payig Captain Armytage's debt to
Bunting, which was not hal the value of the farmn,

The glant eoffr wu not obliged for his friend's officiousnes.
He .d brought hinuf to anticipate ihe'iove to Montreal mSt
pleasurably, w the great pecyniary lon to himmolf.
The alenaMnt of peeticality hd little place in bis mental compo-
sition. An atmosphere of vaguene. surrounded all his ehemes,
and coloured them with a sductive halo.

You se, my dear fillow," he sid to Robert, when the propo.
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sition of redeeming the mortgage was made, "you see, it does not
suit my plans to bury myself any longer in these backwoods, eh?
There are so few opportunities of relaxation-of intellectual con-
verse, of-a-in short, of any of those refinements required by a
man of education and knowledge of the world. You will under-
stand this, my dear Mr. Robert. I-I wish for a more extended
field, in fact Nor is it common justice to the girls to keep them
immured, I may say, in an atmosphere of perpetuaI labour. I arn
sure my poor dear Edith has lived a slave's life since she came to
the bush. Only for your amiable family, I-I positively don't
know what might have been the consequence, eh ?"

Robert felt himself getting angry, and wisely withdrew. On
Mr. Holt's learning the reception of his offer, he briefy remarked
that he guesed Sam wouldn't object to own a farm near ,Cedar
Creek, and he should buy it altogether from the Captain; which
ws accordingly done. We refrain from picturing Zack's feelings.

The other idea which had visited Robert under the aurora-why
should he not himself become the tenant of Daisy Burnl? He
took his fur cap and went down there for an answer.

The Captain had gone to the "Corner," this being post-day,
and he expected some letters from the Montreal friends in whom
he believed. Reginald was chopping wood ; the two sisters were
over their dailylessons. What to do with Jay, while the above
question wu being asked and answered, was a problem taaking
Robert's ingenuity ; md fia1y, h asumed the office of writing
master, set her a sm in long division, which he assured her would
require the deepest abstraction of thought, and advised a with-
drawal to some other room foer tht purpose.

Jay fell into the nare, and went, boasting of ier arithuetical
pover, which would bring back them im completed in a few
minutes. The instant the door closd-

"I came down ths morning," id Bobert, "to tell you that I
have concluded to take Daisy Bur as tenant to ir. Holt, from
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the first of April next. That is," he added, "on one con-
dition."

",What ?" she asked, a faint colour rising to her cheek, for his
eyes were fixed on ber.

"«Arthur is much steadier than he was, since that visit to Argent
last spring made him see that a pennilews proud man has no busi-
nes to endeavour to live among his equals in social rank, but his
superiors in wealth. He is good enough farmer to manage Cedar
Creek, with George's increasing help, and Dubois as a sort of
steward. Edith, if I come herb and settle on this farm, I cannot
live alone: will you bemywife?"

He leaned forward, and took her passive hand. The conscious
crimson rose for one moment to her throat and averted face, crept
even to the finger-tips, then left ber of the usual marble paleness

"No, Robert," she answered firmly, withdrawing her hand; "it
cannot be; I cannot leave my father and Jay.»

To this determination she held fast. For she had known that
such an option might be offered her, as every woman in like cir-
cumstances must know; she had weighed the matter well in the
balance of duty, and this was ber resolve. Oould she bave
counted the cost accura*ely, it might not have been; but she hid
from ber eyes the bright aide of the posible future, and tried
steadily to do what she deemed right.

Gifeat was Jay's surprise, when she came back with the long-
division Oum triumphantly proved, to find her writing master gone,
and Edith with ber eyes very tearful. That occurrence ewas a
puzzle to ber for some time afterwards. Crying was w0 rare with
Edith-and what eonId Robert Wynn have to do with it? But
Jay prudenly-a*kàF no questions after the first astonished ejacu-
lation

When Bobert was walking bock to the Creek, feeling his plea-
sant "cstle i the air" sbattered about his ears, blind to the
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splendour of the sun-lit winter world, and deaf to the merry twit
of the snow-birds, young Armytage came out of the woods and
joined hin. He, poor fellow, was preoccupie<¼rith his own plans.

" I think, and Edith agrees with me, that my best chance is to
get a small lot of wild land, and begin at the beginning as you did.
I want the discipline of all the, enforced hard work, Bob. My
unfortunate bringing up in every species of self-indulgence was
no good education for a settler; but, with God's help, I'il get
over it."

Robert was lifted out of his own trouble for a time, by seeing
the manful struggle which this other heart had to make against
the slavery of habit. He roused himself to speak cbeeringly to
the young ma', and receive his confidence cordially, in an hour
when selfshnei would rather have been alone.

" Perhaps an application for a Governmental free grant of land
would be advisable," said Reginald. "I've been thinking of it.
You see I would rather like to be bound down, and forced to stay
in one spot, as I must if I undertake the hundred acres on Govern-
ment terms."

" What are the ter=s ?" asked Robert.
"Well, in the first place, I must be more than eighteen years

old ; must take possession of the land in a month from the date of
allotment; must put twelve acres at least into cultivation within
four years, besides building a log-house, twenty feet by eighteen;
and must guarantee residence on the lot till these conditions be
fulfilled."

" work, and no mistake," said Robert. "I've a mind to go
y 

ou."

" You!" exclaimea the other, with unfeigned surprise, looking
in Wynn's face.

"Yes; I feel as if I would be the better for a few months of the
old difficulties. rd like to get away from this for a while."

"But perbapo you woaldn't like the 'while' to extend over four
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years," remarked Armytage. "Of all people, I never expected to
find you a rover, Wynn."

"Ii It was the pasing fancy of a wounded spirit. Before the Captain
ns. departed from urn, Robert had become wiser. Duty calledrto
. on him to re in in the home which his labour had created in the

bush. After soma deliberation, he asked Reginald to work Mi.
Holt's newl acquired farm in shares with himself; and Reginald.
thougli loo ng wistfully on his receding vision of solitary bush life,

et Consented.
"F upon shares" signifies that the owner furnishes the

land, implements of husbandry, and seed ; the other contracting

to party finds all the labour required; and the produce is divided
tr between them. This agreement was slightly modified in the case
ur of Daisy Burn, for Robert did many a hard day's wo on itin

nd self, and was general superintendent. The plan may .r well
where ignorance and capital go together, and chance to secure the
services of honest industry; but the temptations of the labourer to
fraud are strong, and his opportunities unlimited. Many a new
settler has been ruined by farming upon shares with dishonest

people.
The last sleighing week saw the departure of the Armytage

of family. Before a thaw imprisoned the back settlements in spring
. isolation, they had reached the city of Ottawa, where the Captain

showed a disposition to halt for some days to look4ut him, he
n said-a favourite occupation in hie lotos-eating life/ Edith protested

in vain. No; he might fall in with some employment to suit him
perchance: though what would suit Captain Armytage, except a
handoome aalary for keeping his haids in his pockets, he would
himealf have been pauled to define.

ng However, for the purpose of falling in with such employment, he
frequented mont of the hotel and tavern-bars in the town, leaving
thh girls efly to their own devices. So, as the weather was fine,
Miss Armytage and Jay walked about a great deal beside the
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broad brown river, just unchained froin ice, and rushing, floe-laden
towrds the Chaudière Falls; through the wide rectangular streets,
lined with, the splendid stores and massive houses of a busy popula-
tion; through the village-like suburbs, where . each cottage was
fronted with a garden; and ascended the Major hill, to behold the
unrivalled view of forest, flood,.and field from its summit. Far to
right and left stretched a panorama, such as only British North
America could furnish; the great Ottawa river gliding by, a hun-
dred and fifty feet below, the long line of cataracts flashing and
dashing to the north, a framework of black forest closing in to the
edge of the streets, and bounded itself on the horizon by high blue
mountains.

Here they were overtaken by Mr. Hiram Holt. He had seen
them pass as he sat in some lawyer's office near by, and followed
them when his business was finished. His first proposition was that
they should go with him to Mapleton, while their father chose to
idle about Bytown. Miss Armytage declined, for she hoped they
might leave for Montreal in a day or two at furthest ; but if
Mr. Holt commanded any influence there, and she told him, poor
girl, the little plan of teaching which she had formed.

" Come, now," quoth Hiram, after some conversation on that
head, and a promise of writing to friends in Montreal, "take my
arm, young lady, and I'il show you some of our Ottawa lions. Big-
gest of all, to my fancy, is the town itself-only twenty-five years
old, and as large as if it had been growing for centuries. The man
is only in the prime of life who felle4he first tree on this site, and
now the town eoyers as much ground as Boston. Certainly the site
is unrivalled."

Edith, thinking a good deal of other more personally important
things, acquiesced in aIl he said.

"You see, it's the centre of everything: three magnificeut rivers
flow together here, the Ottawa, Rideau, and Gatineau; water-pri-
vilege is unlimited; Chaudière up yonder would turn all the mills
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in creation. Now, do you know the reason it's called Chaudière,
my dear ?"

This to Jay, who had to confess her ignorance.
"Because the vapour-do you see the cloud always ascending

from the crest of the Falls ?-reminded somebody of the steam
from a boiling kettle. Hence these are the Kettle Falls, Miss
Jayv.

She thought the appellation very undignified..
" The finest building sites are on this Barracks Hill," observed

Mr. iolt, relapsing into contemplation. ' But Government won't

give them up: it is to be a sort of Acropolis, commanding the whole
position at the fork of the three rivers, and the double mass of
houses on both sides. Bvtown hasn't seen its best days yet, by a
long chalk, I guess." ~

" I thought it was called Ottawa," said Jay, inquiringly.
" Well, madam, in this country, when cities arrive at the dignity

of ten thousand inhabitants, they are permitted to change their
names. So a town named York has very properly become Toronto,
and the town founded by Colonel By has become Ottawa. But, as
I was saying, its best days are in the future: it must be the capital
of the Canadas yet."

Jay remembered that her geography book assigned that distinc-
tion to Quebec and Montreal. Mr. Holt affirmed that the pr
eminence of these must dwindle before this young city at their feet,
which could be captured by no coup-de-main in case of war, and was
at the head of the natural land avenue to the great Lakes Huron
and Superior.

" The anicient Indian route," said lie-" the only safe one if there
-were war with the United States; and you may depend on it, if

railways take in the country, one of the greatest termini will be
here, at the head-quarters of the lunber trade."

His vaticination has been fulfilled. Lines of telegraph, rail, and
steamers radiate from Ottawa city as a centre, at this day. It lias
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successfully contended for the honour of being acknowledged
capital of the Canadas, and has been declared such by the decision
of Queen Victoria.

Lions in the way of antiquity it had none to show, being the
veriest mushroom ofa capital; but Mr. Holt took lhis friends to see
the great sluice-works, the beautiful Suspension Bridge, the chain
of locks forming a water staircase on the Rideau canal, and one of
the huge sawmills turned by a rill fron Chaudière Falls, where
Jay admired immensely the glittering rmachinery of saws,chisels,
and planes, and the gay painting of the iron-work. Since then, the
vast tubular bridge of the Grand Trunk Railway spans the river,
and is a larger lion than all the rest.

CHAPTER XLIV.

SHOVING OF THE ICE.

WE must pass over a year; for so long did Sam Holt continue in
Europe. Rambling over many countries, from the heather hills of
Scotland and the deep fiords of Norway, to the Alhambra and the
sunlit "isles of Greece," this grandson of a Suffolk peasant, ele-
vated to the ranks of independence and intellectual culture by the
wisdom and self-denial of his -immediate ancestors, saw, and
sketched, and intensely enjoyed, the beauty with which God has
clothed the old world. And in that same sketchbook, lis constant
companion, there was one page which opened oftener than any other
-feil open of itself, if you held the volume carelessly-containing
a drawing, not of alpine aiguille, nor italian valley, nor Spanish
posada, nor Greek temple, but of a comfortable old mansion, no
way romantically situate among swelling hills, and partially swathed
in ivy. The corner of the sketch bore the lighUly pencilled letters,
"Dunore."

And now he fancied that twelve months' travel had completed
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the cure, and that he had quite conquered his affection for one who
did not return it. He was prepared to settle down in common life
again, with the second scar on his heart just healed.

Coming home by Boston, lie took rail thence to Burlington on
'Lake Champlain, and near the head of that noble sheet of water
crossed the Canadian frontier into French scenery and manners.
The line stopped short at the edge of the St. Lawrence, where pas-
sengers take boat for La Chine or the island of Montreal; that is,
ice permitting. Now, on this occasion the ice did not permit, at
least for some time. Sam Holtlad hoped that its annual commo-
tion-would have been over; but it had only just begun.

A vast sheet of ice, a mile in breadth and perhaps ten in length,
was being torn from its holdfasts by the current beneath ; was
creaking, grinding, shoving along, crunching up against the shore
in masses, block over block ten or fifteen feet high ; yielding slowly
and reluctantly to the pressure of the deep tide below, which some-
times with a tremendous noise forced the hummocks into long
ridges. The French Canadians call these "bourdigneaux."

The sights, the sounds, were little short of sublime. But when
night came down with its added stillness, then the heaving, grating,
tearing, wrenching noises were as of some prodigious hiddei
strength, riving the very foundations of solid earth itself. People
along shore could hardly sleep. Mr. Hlt, having a taste for
strange scenery, spent much of that sharp spring night under " the
glimpses of the moon," watching the struggle between the long-
enchained water and its icy tyrant. Another passenger, like-
minded, was companion of his ramble.

"I fear it is but an utopian scheme to dream of bridging such a
flood as this," observed Holt. "No piers of man's construction
could withstand the force that is in motion on the river to&nigbt.
I fear the promoters of the Victoria Bridge are too sanguine."

"IWell, I could pin my faith upon any engineering project sanc-
tioned by Stephenson," rejoined the other."lWe had hihere to
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view the site, just a mile ont of Montreal: he recommended the
tiibular plan, a modified copy of the English Britannia Bridge.
And Ross, the resident engineer, has already begun preliminaries,
witI coffer dams and such like mysteries."

"It will be the eighth wonder of the world, if completed," said
Mr. Holt, " and must add immensely to the cogmercial advantages
of Canada."f

"My dear sir," quoth the other impressively (he was a corn-
nierchant in Montreal), "unless you are in trade, you cannot duly
etimate the vast benefits that bridging the St. Lawrence will con-
fer on the colony. For six months of the year the river is closed
to navigation, as you are aware, and the industry of Canada is con-
sequently imprisoned. But this noble highway which the Grand
Trunk Railway Company have commenced, will render al seasons
alike to our commerce. Consider the advantage of being able to
transport the inexhaustible cereals of the Far West, 'without break
of bulk or gauge,' from the great corn countries of the Upper
Lakes to the very wharves on the Atlantic."

Mr. Holt was not surprised to hear, after this, that the speaker
was a heavy shareholder in the Grand Trunk Railway, and placed
unlimited faith in its projects. Whether, in ubsequent years, its
complete collapse (for a time) as a speculatioi lowdred his enthu-
siasm, we cannot say: perhaps he was satisfied to suffer, in fulfil-
ment of the superb ambition of opening up a continent to com-
merce.

The corn merchant had got upon his hobby, and could have
talked al night about the rail and its prospects in Canada. "The
progress of the province outstrips all sober. calculation," said be.
" Population has increased twelve hundred per cent. within the list
forty years; wherever the rail touches the ground, an agricuItural
peasantry springs up. Push it through the very wildernes, sayI:
there is no surer means of filling our waste places with industrial
life; and the Pacifie should be our terminus."



I

This design bas ceased to be thought extravagant, since Professor
Hind's explorations have proved the existence of a fertile belt
across the continent, through British territory, from the Lake of
the Woods to the Rocky Mountains; along which, if speedilv and
wisely opened up, must travel the commerce of Chia and Japan,
as wel as the gold of Columbia. The nation which constructs this
line will, by its means, hold the sceptre of the commercial world.
Brother Jonathan is well aware of the fact, and would long since
have run a chain of locomotives from Atlantic to Pacific, if he
could; but thousands of miles of the great American desert inter-
vene, and along the western sea-board there is no port fit for the
vast trade, from Acapulco to Esquimalt on Vancouver's Island,
except San Francisco, which, for other reasons, is incapacitated.

Grinding, crushing, heaving, the broad current of the St. Law-
rence bore its great burden all night aleng. The same might con-
tinue for many days ; and Sam iolt was anxious to get home: he
determined, in company with his new friend the corn merchant, to
attempt the passage in a canoe.

"INow, sir," said the latter gentleman, while they waited on the
bank, muffled to their eyes in furs, "you will have some experience
of what a complete barrier the frozen St. Lawrence is to Canadian
commerce, or the commoWst intercourse, and how much the
Victoria Bridge is needed."

"Au large ! au large 1" calIed the boatmen, sturdy, muscular
fellows accustomed to river perils ; ad,&laying themselves at the
bottom of the canoe as directed, shoulders resting against the thwarts,
the passengers began their " traject." Sometimes they had open
water in lanes and patches; sometimes a field of jagged ice, where-
upon the merry-hearted voyageurs jumped out and dragged the
canoe across to water again, singing some French song the while.
What perilous collisions of ioes they dexteroualy avoided! What
intricate navigation of narr6w channels they wound through within
half-a-boat's length of erushing destruction! Notwithstanding al

m
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their ability, the passengers were thankful to toucli land again
som1e miles below the usual crossing place, and sone hours after
embarkation.

Here the banks were deeply excoriated with the pressure of the
ice against them; for the edges of the vast field set in motion the
previous day had ploughed into the earth, and piled. itself ir
immense angular "jambs." On the quay of Montreal it av ini
block heaps also, crushed up even into the public thoroughfare ;
and men were at work to help the break in the harbour with pick-
axes and crowbars on the grey plain.

Mr. Holt had only a few minutes wlierewith to visit a friend in
one of the obscure streets of the city in a mean-looking bouse,
made known to hini by the coming out of children bearing school-
satchels. A gentleman with semi-military air, wearing his hat some-
what jauntily on top of a bloated face and figure, met them as lie
emierged from a side-street, and, paternally patting their heads,
called them "little dears ;" and, from. his seedy dress and un-
occupied manner, it was not hard to perceive that he must
still be unsuccessful in his search after the employment to suit
hini.

Whether Edith's suited her or not was a question her friend
would fain have asked, when he saw the tired look and dull eve
after her morning's work. Captain Armytage observed that he had
frequently wished her to take holidays-in fact, had done eve' -

thing short of exercising his paternal authority; which, perhap
he ought to have used on the occasion. In fact, he had thoughts
of removal to Toronto; the air of Montreal evidently did not agree
with either of the girls, eh ? It is to be noticed that Jay stood by,
having suddenly shot into a slender shy girl, very efficient over the
smallest pupils.

Mr. Holt was cordially pleased when Captain Armytage made
many apologies for not remaining longer; the fact was, he had a
business appointment; and herewith he whispered to his daughter,
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who gave him something from lier pocket-Mr. Holt fancied it
was money.

She knew of the approaching marriage of his sister Bell, to
attend which he had hastened home; and knew, also, that some of
the Cedar Creek household would be there. Sinewy athlete as
Sam Holt was, he could not frame his lips to ask whether Linda
might be one of them. But how often had he to put the question
resolutely away during that and the next day's travelling? And
what would have been his disappointmaent if, on entering the family
at Mapleton, that pretty brown head and fair face had not met his
glance ? And you fancied that you were cured, Mr. Holt; you
reckoned fifteen months' travel a specific.

Yes: Linda was one of Bell's bridesmaids. And that same
sketchbook, filled with glimpses of European scenery, brought
about an enduring result on this wise.

The girls were looking over it the day before the wedding-Miss
Bell in a manner rather preoccupied, which, under the circum.
stances, was excusable. Ha4ing both a trousseau and a bridegroom
on one's hands is quite sufficient for any yoing lady's capacity; so
she presently left her brother Sam to explain his sketchbook to
Linda alone.

All went evenly until the page was opened, the bit of silver
paper lifted off, and Dunore was before her. What a start-
colour-exclamation! Her beloved Irish home, with its green
low hills, and its purple sea-line afar. "Oh, Mr. Holt, I am so

ad that you went to see Dunore!" Her eyes were full of tears as
she gazed.

4 Are you? I went there for your sake, Linda, to look at the
place you loved so much." And-and-what precise words he
used then, or how he understood that she would prize the drawing
a thousand-fold for his sake, neither rightly rememþered after-
wards. But-
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" In April the ice always breaks up," remarked old Hiram, with
a huge laugh at his own joke.

Mr. and Mrs. Sam Holt, after their wedding trip to Niagara,
settled down soberly at Daisy Burn as if they had been married a
hundred years, Arthur saië. They brought back with them a
fugitive slave, who had made her escape from a Virginian planter.
Dinah proved a faithful and useful nurse to the Daisy Burn
children. Fugitive slaves are found all over Canada as servants,
and generally prove trustworthy and valuable.

CHAPTER XLV.

EXEUNT OMNES.

Now, in the year 1857, came a retributive justice upon Zack
Bunting, in the shape of a complete collapse of all his gains and
their produce. He had placed them in a New York bank which
paid enormous interest-thirty per cent., people said; and when
that figure of returns is offered, wise men shake their heads at the
security of the principal. Nevertheless, all went rightly till the
commercial panie of the period above mentioned, when Zack's
possessions were reduced to their primitive nentity, and the old
proverb abundantly illustrated, "Ill got, ill gone."

"Libby," quoth Andy, one afternoon, soon subsequently to the
above occurrence, "they say that precious limb of an uncle of
yours isn't goin' tocome back here at all at ail. rm tould Mrs.
Zack a' Ged is packing up, to be off to some wild place
intirely."p

lie waited, gazing at her energetic movements in washing the
dinner plates (for the luxury of ware had supplanted tin before now
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at Cedar Creek), to see what effect the news would produce. None.
Miss Liberia merely uttered " Wal !"

" Won't you be vory lonesome in the world all by yourself,
Libby, asthore ?" he rejoined, casting a melting tenderness mto
voice and manner; "vithout a relation that ever was

"Not a bit, I guess," was the curt reply.
"Och," groaned the lover, " av there ever was in the whole

'varsal world a woman so hard to manage ! She hasn't no more
feelin's than one of them chaneys, or she wouldn't be lookin' at me
these four years a-pinin' away visibly before her eyes. My new
shute o' clothes bad to be took in twice, I'm~ got se thin ; but
little you cares." Then, after a pause, "Libby, mavourneen,
vou'd be a grand hand at managin' a little store ; now the one
at the 'Corner' 'Il be shut. 'Spose we tried it togedder, rh,
mabouchal ?"

Without hesitation, without change of countenance, without dis-
placing one of her plates, the Yankee damsel answered, " I guess
'twould be a spry thing, rayther; we'd keep house considerable
well. And now that's settled, you can't be comin' arter me a
tormentin' me po more ; and the sooner we sot up the fixin's the
better, I reckon."

Thus camly and sensibly did the nassive maiden Liberia
prepare to glide from single into wedded life ,,and though she bas
never been able quite to restrain the humorous freaks of ber
husband. she has succeeded in transforming the pauper labourer
Andy Callaghan into an independent shopkeeper and farmer.

Not long after the happy accomplishment of this last alliance
the post-office was transferred from the decaying knot of cabins at
the "Corner" to the riing settlement of Cedar Creek. Andy's
new store had a letter box fixed in its window, and hi wife added
to ber multifarious occupations that of post-mistres.

" Anything for me this evening, Ms. Callaghan ? asked the
silver-headed squire, inhis stately way, couning up to the oounter.
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"I guess thar's the newspaper," answered Liberia, pushing it sacross, while the other iand held a yard meaure upon some calicocwhence she was serving a customer. A new face Mr. Wynn saw in sa moment: probably onie of the fresh emigrants who sometimes thalted at the Creek proceeding up country. tMrs. Callaghan looked doubtfully at the piece of English silver tproduced by the woman, and turned it round between her finger qand týumb. "JI say, squire, stop a minute : what sort o' money'sthish

crown-piece sterling; you'll give six shillings and a penny hcurrency for it," answered Mr. Wynn. il"Now I guess that's what J don't understand," said Liberia. a"Why ain't five shillin's the same everywhar ?"
That Mr. Wynn could not answer. He had been indulging some lthoughts of a pamphlet on currency reformation, and went out of dthe store revolving them again.
For it is to be noted that the squire felt somewhat like Lycurgus,or Codrus, or some of those old lawgivers and state-founders in][this new settlement of the Creek. He knew himself for the Pgreatest authority therein, the one whose word bore greatest weight, SIthe referee and arbitrator in all cases. Plenty of interests hadsprang up in his life such as he could not have dreamed of nineyears before, when rooted at Dunore. His thoughts of the latter dihad changed since he learned that a railway had cut the lawnacross and altered the avenue and entrance gate, and the new Rowner had constructed a piece of ornamental water where the hotrout-stream used to run; likewise built a wing to the mansion inthe Tudor style, with a tarret at the end. Which items of news, bycompletely changing the aspect of the dear old home, as they olremembered Dunore, had done much towards curing the trouble- Dsome yearing after it.

Now the squire walked through the broad sloping street of pretty thand clean detached cottages (white, with bright green shutters out- hE

19fili



EXEUNT OMNES.

side), fronting fields whence the forest had been pushed back
considerably. Orchards of young trees bloomed about them; the
sawmill was noisily eating its way through planks on the edge of
the stream ; groups of "sugar-bush " maples stood about ; over all
the declining sun, hastening to immerse itself in the measureless
woods westward. "Pleasant places," said Mr. Wynn to himself,
quoting old words; "my lot has fallen in pleasant places."

Sitting in the summer parlour of the butternut's shade, he'read
his newspaper-a weekly Greenock print, the advertisement side
half-filled with quack medicines, after the manner of such journals
in Canada. Presently an entry in the "Deaths" arrested his
attention.

"D'ed, at his house in Montreal, on the 1lth inst., Captain
Reginald Armytage, late of H.M.'s 115th foot. Friends at a
distance will please accept this intimation."

Robert sprang to his feet. "Let me see it, father."
Now was the twentieth day of the month. "I wonder she has

not written to some of us-to Linda even," said he, returning the
paper. Then going over beside his mother, he whispered, "I
shall go to her, mother." # .

"Poor Edith ! But what could you do, my son
"iMother "-after a pause-" shail I not bring you another

,daughter to fill Linda's empty place ?"

Mrs. Wynn had long before this been trusted with the story of
Robert's affection. fier gentleness won every secret of her son's
heart.

What could she say now but bless him through her tears ?
And so he went next day. He found the mean house in the

obseure street where Edith had for years toiled, and not unhappily.
Duty never brings unmixed pain in its performance.

The schoolroom was fil.of the subdued hum of children's voices;
the mistress stood at her desk, deep mourning on her figure and in
her face. Itwasu only the twelfthdaysince her boeovement; bat
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éhe was glad of the return of regular work, though the white
features and frail handa hardly seemed equal to much as yet.
Presently the German girl who was her servant opened the door,
and Miss Armytage went to hear her message.

"'Von gentleman's in parlour ;" which suggested to Edith a

careful father of fresh pupils. She gave her deputy, Jay, a few
charges, and went to the visitor, who had thought her an intermin-
able time in coming. He, blooming, strong, fresh from his healthy
farm-life in the backwoods, saw with compassion how wan and
worn she looked. Nursing at night during her father's illness, and
school-keeping in the day, might be blamed for this. Would she
come to Cedar Creek, and be restored?

"Yes," she answered, with perfect frankness, but not until the
current six months of schooling had elapsed. At the end of June
she would be free; and then, if Mrs. Wynn asked her and
Jay-

The other, the old gpestion, was on Robert's lips at the instant.
And to this also she said "Yes.

Now for the prospects of the settlement which we have traced
from its first shanty to its first street. Its niagnates looked forward
confidently to its development as a town-nay, perchance as a city
of ten thousand inhabitants, when it purposes to assume a new
name, as risen from nonage. Future maps may exhibit it as
Wyn-asboro', in honour of the founder. A station on the line of
rail to connect the Ottawa with Lake Huron is to stand-beside that
concession line (now a level plank road) where Robert Wynn
halted eleven years ago, axe in hand, and gazed in dismay on the
impenetrable bush.
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