MY VERY STRANGE RESCUE. 13

crunched ecrisply unde; my feet as I walked rapidly over
it, and my spirits rose with every step.

"Soon I had climbed the hill pasture, and with one look
backward at my dear old home, nestling among its beeches
and poplars in the plain below, I plunged into the dense
undergrowth that bordered the vast Canadian forest, which
stretched away inland for many a mile.

The snow lay pretty deep in the woods, but my snow-
shoes made the walking pa,sy.' Everywhere across the
. white surface ran' the interlacing tracks of rabbits and
red foxes, with here and there the broader, deeper print

of the wild cat; for it had been a long, hard winter, and -

the wild animals, desperate with hunger, were drawing
uncomfortably close to the settled districts.
* As I pushed on into the lonely, silent forest, its shadows
began to cool my ardour, and the inclination to turn back
strengthened every moment, so that my pride ‘had hard
work to keep my courage up to the mark. _
Presently I came to an open glade, almost circular, and
about fifty yards across, walled in on all sides by tall, dark
pines and sombre hemlocks.
It was so pleasant to be in full view of the sun again,
that I halted on the verge of this glade to Test a httle

leaning against a huge pine, and lettmg the sunshine pour_
down upon me, although my long walk had started the

perspiration from every pore. ‘

. Tiger, who had been carefully scrutm;zmg every paw-
print, but following up mone, as_he saw 1 evidently was

not after small ga.mé/{hat day, now bounded off along the
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