
ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

before we could get our breakfast. The. very. blankets
that covered us during the night were stiff with our frozen
breath. "I hope the sleighs won't come to-day," I cried
" we should be frozen on the long journey."

About noon two sieighs turned into our clearing. Old
Jenny ran screaming into the room, "The masther has
sent for us at last ! The sleighs are, come! Fine large
sleighs, and illigant teams of horses ! Och, and it's a cowld
day for the- vee things to lave %the bush."

The snow had been a week in advance of us at B-,
and iny husband had sent up the teams to remove us.
The ,children jumped about, and laughed aloud for joy.
Ol Jenny di-d not know whether to laugh or cry, but she
set about helping me to pack up trunks and bedding as
fast as our cold hands would permit.

In the midst of the confusion, my brother arrived, like
a good genius, to our assistance, declaring his determina:
tion to take us down to B- himself in his large lumber-
sleigh. This was indeed joyful news. In less than three
hours he despatched the hired sleighs with their loads,
and we all stood together in the empty house, striving to
warm our hands over the en{bers of the expiring fire.

.How cold and desolate 'ýtery object appeared! The
small winidows, half blocked up with snow, scarcely
allowed a glimpse of the declining sun to cheer us with
his serene aspect. In spite of the cold, severalkind friends
had waded through the deep snow to say, "God bless
you 1-Good-bye ;" while- a group pf silent Indians stood
together, gazing, upon our proceedings with an earnest-
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