
CANAIA IN WINTER.

market. Parties of sportsmen make a hunting excursion every winter in
quest of game, with dogs and all the necessaries for camping in the
woodp.

Bear-hunting is more practised of late years thau formerly, the bears
getting very bold. The Indians, who are taken as guides in these hunts,
have strange notions about Bruin. They call him "the forest man,"
from his resemblance to a fur-coated man, when erect. The French
Canadians call him the " bourgeoig," which means "like a citizen."

Bush-life in Canada is a pretty hard life in winter. But these lumber-
men sometimes see a sight in the woods of gorgeous beauty. When a
partial thaw occurs every tree and branch is hung with trembling crystala
of gleaming ice, of every size and shape, transparent as pure water, and
gorgeous beyond description. Every part of the wood sparkles in the
sun like a forest of diamonds, sometimes too dazzling for the eye to bear.
I have never seen anything that so nearly realized the dreams we had of
fairy palaces, when we were little boys, and read the Arabian Nightr far
oftener than our school books.

I have thus endeavoured to describe a few of the pleasures of a Canadian
winter. There are people all over nerves who coop themselves up, moping
around the stove in winter, andmaking uptheir minds to feel as disagreeable
as possible. They imagine the thermometer twénty degrees lower than
it really is, and come to the.conclusion that winter is a great mistake on
the part of Nature. Such people, however, are nearly always of the
genus "grumblers.' The nemt is as disagreeable to them as the cold,
and the sunshine as obnoxious as the north wind. The -most of people

)e, and that's thrue enough. wAiskey's a grate relqfe


