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very thankful that we are not travelling this night to

" But to-morrow," said my eldest boy, lifting up his
curly head from my lap.~ " It-will be fine to-morrow, and
we shall see dear"papa again."

in this hope he lay down on his little bed upon~the
floor, and was soon fast asleep ; perhaps dreaming of that
eagerly-anticipated journey, and of meeting his beloved
father.

Sleep was a stranger to my eyes. The tempest raged
so furiously witbout that I was fearful the roof would be
carried off the house, or that the chimney would take fire.
The night was far advanced when old Jenny and myself
retired to bed.

My boy's words were prophetie- that was the last night
I ever spent in the bush-in the dear forest home which
I had -loved in spite of all the hardships~ which we had
endured since we pitched our tent in the backwoods. It
was the birthplace of my three boys, the school of high
resolve and energetie action in which we had learned to
meet calmly,-'and successfully to battle with the ills of
life. Nor did I leave it witbout many regretful tears, to
mingle once more with a world to whose usages, during
my long solitude, I had become almost a stranger, and to
whose praise or blame I felt alike indifferent.

When the day dawned, the whole forest scenery lay
glittering in a mantle of dazzling white; the sun shone
brightly, the heavens were intensely blue, but the cold
was so severe that every article of food had to be thawed


