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In Pastures Green

we have had a taste of the best that a Canadian winter 
can give.

One night when it was too beautiful for one to be indoors 
there was a walk across the st’U fields to visit a neighbour. 
The full moon was swinging up in the east, and there were 
more stars sparkling underfoot than overhead. The snow was 
so light that it was kicked aside at every step without being 
felt. The light wind that was stirring from the west was so 
cold that it made the nostrils sting and frost gathered even on 
our eyelashes. Though the fields were white and the moon 
was shining the shadows under the trees and behind every 
tuft of grass or weed were dead black. Sleigh-bells could be 
heardin the distance, and every now and then a gust of laughter 
and young voices singing would be wafted to our ears. An owl 
was hooting dismally in the woods, and the sound echoed 
away until it was lost in the distance. After a brisk walk we 
were soon warming ourselves beside a roaring wood fire, and 
the talk began about pioneer days. “ A sad tale’s best for 
winter,” and there is always sadness in the stories of the old 
days. As I listened, the impression that grew on me was of 
heart-breaking isolation and home-sickness, and the stifling, 
imprisoning wilderness. Though the pioneers hewed out 
homes for themselves, Canada was never their home. Their 
true homes were in the lands from which they came and to 
which they never returned. To us who were born to inherit 
what they won Canada is a true home, and it is hard for us to 
realise what they felt in the long years it took to transform the 
wilderness to one of the garden spots of the world. The 
struggles and weariness and heartache of the pioneers are to 
me a tale of never-ending interest. They toiled and walked 
apart from the world, fretted over the past and hoped for the 
future, but—

" This, all this, was in the olden 
Time long ago."

While the talk progressed there were apples and winter 
pears to eat, and then came the walk home through the frosty
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