
6 Wesblock
you could not see the people on the other side, and the 
sleighs were on a road as high as a man’s head above the 
walk. The street cars were built on runners, and 
passed along any convenient street that offered a clear 
road. They were drawn by horses, an extra pair being 
stationed at the foot of every hill to help the car up 
the grade. The floors of these vehicles were carpeted 
with straw, and after dark they were lighted by small 
smoky oil-lamps.

The streets themselves were lighted by gas-lamps, 
and at dusk men with ladders could be seen running 
from one lamp-post to another, and climbing up to 
kindle a dim flame which only made the darkness 
less black. But to return to the snow-mountains, for 
so uiey seemed to me, children would dig wonderful 
houses and castles out of their dirty-white heaps. For 
other reasons I learnt to love the snow. I discovered 
that by climbing on top of a broad bank of it, where I 
could lie on my back and look at the sky, it was possible 
in that attitude to think wonderful things. One day, 
while sprawling in bliss on top of such a bank, and 
chewing a hole in one of the beautiful red mits knitted 
by my mother, I was surprised by a gentleman of an 
inquiring turn of mind who had spied me and climbed 
up after me.

“ What are you doing there, my little man? ” he 
asked.

“ I'm dreaming,” I replied.
" Dreaming, about what ? ” he inquired.
“ About being alive,” I answered. The man laughed.
" You can’t be dreaming about being alive," he 

said; “ you are alive.”
“ Yes,” I said, “ but why? "
" Good gracious child,” he exclaimed, reaching into


