4 The WISTFUL HEART

from mother? Blessed Ones! A billion more,
for nights and mornings, for all day long of all
the years, waiting here on mother’s lips. And
now to sleep. Christmas zs to-morrow. Hush !
To-morrow. Yes; to-morrow. Go t' sleep!
Got’ sleep!” And upon the flying heels of
Night—but still far over seas from the bluster-
ing white Northwest where Pattie Batch was
waiting at Swamp’s End in the woods—the new
Day, with jolly countenance, broad, rosy and
delighted, was somewhere approaching, in a
gale of childish laughter, blithely calling in its
westward sweep to all Christian children to
awaken to their peculiar and eternal joy.

It was Christmas weather in the big woods: a
Christmas temperature like frozen steel—thirty
below in the clearing of Swamp’s End—and a
rollicking wind, careering over the pines, and
the swirling dust of snow in the metallic air. A
cold, crisp crackling world! A Christmas land,
too: a vast expanse of Christmas colour, from
the Canadian line to the Big River—great, grave,
green pines, white earth and a blood-red sunset !
The low log-cabins of the lumber camps were
smothered in snow ; they were fringed with pend-
ant ice at the eaves, and banked high with
drifts, and all window-frosted. The trails were
thigh deep and drifting. The pines—their great
fall imminent, now—flaunted long, black arms




