
ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

yeoman and his daughter, Who gave us a truly hearty
welcome, and assisted in removing the children from the
sleigh to the cheerful fire, that made all bright and cozy
within.

Our host was a shrewd, humorous-looking Yorkshire-
man. His red, weather-beaten face, and tall, athletic
figure, bent as it was with hard labour, gave indications
of great personal strength; and a certain knowing twinkle
in his small, clear grey eyes, which had been acquired by
long dealing with the world, with a quiet,~sarcastic smile
that lurked round the corners" of his large mouth, gave
you the idea, of a man who could not easily be deceived
by his fellow-s; one who, though no rogue himself, was
quick.in detecting the roguery of others. - His manners
were frank and easy, and he was such a hospitable enter-
tainer that you felt at home with him in a minute.

C "Well, how are you, Mr. S- 'i" cried the farmer,
shaking my brother heartily by the hand. "Toiling in
the bush stili, eh ?"

" Just in the same place."

" And the wife and children ?"
-"lHearty. Some half-dozen have -been added to the

flock since you were our way."
"'So- much the- better-so much- the better. The more

the merrier, Mr. S-.; children are riches :in this
country."

"I, know not how that may be; I find it hard, to
clothe and feed mine."

"Wait till tliey grow up ; they wili be brave helps to
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