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CANATAN SEETCHES.

We have been frvoured with some advanced shoeta of a
work to be shortly issued by J. M. Le Moine, Esq | of Quob -
containing sket *hes of Canadinn
sporting intelligence,

acenery, literature, and
It secms likely to command 18 great
a saie as the celebrated skitehes the san o writer published
vuder the name of Hapie lraves in 1863-64-65. It will form
two handsome The following short chapter

graphically aliudes to Canndian winter scdnery; it will, we

volumes.

Yope, re,vice the ultérateur no lexs than the sportsman

THE GLUOYIXS OF WINTREA.

“Oh! the xnew, the beautiful sauw,
Filiing the earth and sky below
Over the houre lopsrover the street,
Over the heads of the peaple we meet,
Dancing, flirting, skinmiug alosg.

* Baautifs] snow ; it ean do po wror-,
Flying to kise 8 ‘xu.ly‘n cheok,
Chinging to lipe in a frolickantne freak ;
Bewxiful snow from the heaven abuve
Pu.s s an abgel, gentls »¢ luve !
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Has it ever been your fortune, kind reader, tu enjoy, in the
depth of winter, a ramble in a Canadian forest, at the mystic
hour when the Queen of Night holde gentle sway?7 Have you
ever revelled in this feart of poul, fresh frore the busy bum f
city life—perchance stroii.ng up & mountain path with un.
drlating plains of spotiess whiteness behind you, or else cano-
pied by the leafy dome of odorous piuner or green hemlock,
with no other companion but your trus.y rifle, nor other sound
but the ! nov of thr Great Horned Owl, disturbed by the glare of
your camp fite—ot _he rustle of the passing hare, skulking fox,
or browsing cariboo? Has i4 ever been your lot, veutresome
huuter, with the sable shades of eve :ing descendihg, to
have, after & twenty miles run, to abandon ‘he red-sta ed
trail, reserving for the morrow the slayir of the stricken
deer? Can you recall the sense of weariness with which you
retraced your heavy steps to the cbane—perspiring at every
pure, panting with thirst—fanr’ - «d—perhaps bewildered
with the flakes of the gathering storm—yea, #0 exhaus’.:d
that the crackling of the pine faggots-of your mountain hut—
watched overin yourawsence by your faithful Indian (- abriel”
—struck ov vour ravished senses amidst the < doter gloom
hike heavesdy music—rsoundsy as soft, us welcome as the first
April sunbeam ? Have you ever had the bardiness to - enture

with Indian gnide and tovoggg « on an angling tour far north
in the Laurentian chain to that Ultima Thule sacred to the
disciples of old Isaac, Snow Lake, over chasm, dale, mountain,
pending that month dear above all otuers to King Hiems-——in-
exorabl~ January? If go, you can indeed boast of having
Lwld communion with the Grim God of Winter ia some of bi-
stern though captivating moods. No- are these the only
charms which the capricious monarch has in store,

Never shall I forget, one §lry March morning, savnterirg
along che green uplands of Sillery, towards the :ty, while the
“ sun god ? was pouring ovechead waves of purple, fecundat-
ing light. The day p.evious, one of our annual equ’noctial
storms had careered nver the couniry ; first, wind and snow,
then wind and sleet, (he latter dli.solving into translucent,
icy tears, encircling captive mature ' thouse 4z of weird,
gloomy, living crpstals; every tree uf 1e forest, aceurding to
its instu ot, its natare, writhing in the conqrero”s cold em-
« ace—rigid, groaning, ready to snap in“twain rather than
btend : witnese *he red 7ak or sugar mag.e; or else, meekly,
submissively curving to the earth its -~pering, frosted, fet.
tered limbs, like the whi.s birch—ele jant, though ‘ragile
ornament of the Cansdian park, or eise 1caring umid air a
grac>“ul net-work——trembling, ever-waving ; transparent sap-




