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A WINTER SCENE ON A PRAIRIE.

Now sharp Boreas blows abroad, and brings

The dreary winter ou his frozen wings ;
_Benenth the low hung clouda, ihe sheets of SROW
Descend and w hrl.en all the felds below.

Such was the burdeu of my song when I awole from a most re-
freshing slumber, and saw large w hite ﬂuI\es descending, and the
whole country covered w ith” the snowy garb ot‘ winter. Itis at
tlmcs a very pleasant employment 10, wafch the pronresq of a snow
storm, but then one must-be sheltered frum ts violence, for 1 as-l
sore you one cannot at all senumem‘fhze When one is breasting its
fury with a long and dreary journey in plospect Hewever, L
morning I was in a peculiarly good humour,.- and dl:'revurdm« the
solicitations of my friends, who begged. me to runam ‘until’ the

" storm had abated, I determined to resume my journey. Soon the
merry jingle of the sleigh-bell “announced to me that my vehicle
was at the door of my friend’s hospitable mansion—into it I sprung!.

~ with joyous gaiety, and away we flew over the broad and bound-
less prairie. My noble steed seemed to feel a new excitement, as|i
we inhaled the fresh morning brecze, which lent life and vigour to ! ®

every nerve.

A prairie is most beautiful in the sprm«r time of the year, for '
then it is a garden formed and cultivated by nature’s hand, where
grow the clusteung flowers which b]oom in rich luxuriance, and
«¢ shed their fragrance on the desert air.’ ' But when stern Winter
casts her mantle o’er the earth, and binds the streams in icy fet-
ters, then a prairie is a grand spectdclc and sublime, and Wil well
repay for the hardships and privations of western travelting. I was
compel]ed however, to ride aguinst the wind, which whistled around
and blew dlrectly in my face. So violent was the storm that I was
nlmost blmdc.d by the * thick Rashes of snow that were dashed in
my eyes "Had 1 acted with prudence I should have made myself
comfurtable at the log hut, where I had dined, for the remajnder
of the'day ; but T resolved, in spite of-wind and weather, to reach
Peroria”by night. Whilst progressing quietly.on my way, gray
v 1I|crht e\ctended her evenm«r shades M earth. Still I .drove on,
anxious to drrive at my point of destination, Not a single star
peeped out from the heavens to shed her light on a benighted tra-
veller, .
tled a wintery tare. I now found I had strayed from the road, and
here I was on the broad prairie without any mark to guide, hav-
ing lost the track, which had been coveredswith the falling snow.
Unfortunately I had left my compass behind, and was without one
stray light in the heavens whereby to direct my course. The wea-|!
ry traveller who has lost his way on a prairie, is, as it were, on a
boundless sea ; of-times he will travel hour after hour, und still
find himself at nearly the same point from which he started. Eve-
rything in nature uppeared to combine against me, and I assure
you my feelings were by no means comfortable, Memory ran over
tho sad history of the numercus travellers who lad been overtaken
by night and buried in the fullen snow ; many who had started in

- the morning full of gay hopes and buoyant anticiputions, who, ere
another sun had risen, had found a cold and solitary grave, arrest-
ed in their course by the chill and icy hand of death. . Alas ! 1
thought, how true—

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn—
Or busy housewile ply Ler evening care ;

No children run to lisp their sire’s return—
Or climb his knee, the envied kiss to share.

this ger

The storm increased in violence and the cold winds whis-|!

mnny of whom had, like e, been overmlxen by the storm, and
.were now relating the events of their j journey. I h'we passed: ma-
ny delightful evenings in the course of a short but eventful Jife,—
T have been at the festive boards where the wine-cup was pushed
!merrily around, and song, aund laughter; and merr_inient ahound-
ied,—I fiyve mingled in the ‘socie'r.y of the gay,—[v huve been—

., .

. where youth and pleasure mieet
To chuse the rrlowmcr hours with flying feet ;

but never have T passed a nore happy evening than in lh{e small
and narrow cabin of that Illinois farmer.---Letéers from @ Truvel-

'

A VILLAGE PARSONAGE. -
It was a venerable old house with pointed gables, elaborate and
pbinted windows, with pains of glass of the size of the palm of the
hand, low doors, narrow staircase, all sorts of unsuspected rooms,’
and creepers outside, trelliced and trained to every corner and an-
‘gle. Then there was the modern wing with library and dining
'room, large windows, marble fire places, and I rench paper, and
'm going from your bedroom to, breakfast, you might fuucy your-
‘self going from Queen Elizabeth’s time to Queen Victoria’s. A
hrcrh hedge of holly divided the smoothly-shaven lawd from the
churchyard, and in the midst of the moss-grown head stones stood
a grey old church with four venerable towers, one of the most pic-
taresque and. beautiful specimens of the old English architecture
that I have ever seen. The whole group, church, vicarage, and a
'small hamlet of vine covered and embowéred stone cottages, luy in
the lapof a gently rising sweep ofhll[s and all arourd were spread
Handscapes of the finishéd and serene. churacter pecu]mr to Englang
-—nch fields" framed in flowering hedfres, /clumps of forest. trees,
frhmpses of distant parks, country scats and village splres, und on
the horizon a ling of mist-clad hlUR, scarce ever:more. distingt llmp
the banks of low-lying c]ouds reliring af'ler a thunder storm in Ame-
rica. :
Early on Sunday morning we were “vukened by the melody of
the bells in the old towers, and with briefl pause between the tunes,
they were played upon most musically till the hour for the morn-
ing services. We have little idea in America of the perfaction to
which-the chiming of belis is carried in England. In the towers of
thig small rural church arc hung eight Dells of different tone, and
'the tunes playcd on them by the more nccomplished ringers of the
lneruhhourmﬂr hamlet, are varied endlessly. Ilay and listened to
ithe simiple airs as they died away over the valley with « pleasure
I can scarcely express. The morning was serenc and bright, the
perfume of the clematis and jasmine {lowers at the window, pene-
trated to the curtain of my bed, and Sunday seemed to have dawn-
ed with the audible worship aﬁd‘pm) able’ ihcense of Nature. Woe
were told at breakfast that the chimes had, been unusually merry,
and were a compliment to ourselves, the vrllarrels always express-
ing thus their congratulations on the arrlvnl of guests at the vica-
rage. The compliment was repealed between churches, and a
very long peal rang int the twilight—our near relationship to lhc
Vicar’s family authorising a very special rejoicing,

The interior of the church was very ancient looking and rough,
the pews of unpainted cak, and the massive stone walls simply
whitewashed. The congregation wis small, perhaps fifty persons,
and the men were (with two exceptions) dressed in russet carter’s
frocks, and most of them in leather legzins. The children sat on
low benches placed in the centre of the aisle, and the boys, like

Insensibly I felt a strong inclination to sleep,—I had heard that
this was a dangerous symptom, and that if I yielded 1o its influence
my life would certainly be lost. I endeavoured to shake ofl the
drowsy feeling. Never before had I experienced such a strony in-
clination to sleep. Never before did T exert myself more to keep
awake. I hallooed—I shouted—I beat my breast to preserve ani-
mation, and tried every method to prevent my yielding to the
drowsy influence. My noble horse wasalmost exhausted, and 1
myself began to despair of reaching a place of safety,—when sud-
denly a ray of light beamed upon the snow, .and shed a.shadow
around me. Encouraced by this favourable tolen I urged on. My
jaded steed also seemed to know that he was approaching a place

" of shelter, for he quickened his pace, and shortly afterwards I dis-
covered at.a distance a small log hat, from the window of which
heamed a broad blaze of light. [ was soon at the door and warm-
ly welcomed by the kind owner, who shook the snow {rom my
gorments, and gave me a seat beside a bright (laming fire.

Oh ! how dehahtful was the seuse of security as 1 sat sheltered
from the wintry blasts, and listened (o the tales of the inmates,

their fithers, were in smack frocks of homespun, their heavy shoes
shod with iron like horses™ hoofs, and their little legs butioned up
in the impenetrable gaiters of coarso leather. They looked, men
and boys, as if they were intended to wear but one suit in this
world,

I was struck with the solemnity of the service, and the decoréus
attention of men, women, and children to the responses. It wasa
beautiful specimen of simple and pastoral worship. Each family
had the name of their farm or place of residence painted on the
back of the pew, with the number of seats to which they were en-
titled, probably in proportion to their tithes. The.*living?’ is
wc;rth;, if I remember right, no: much over a hundred: pounds—an
insufficient sum to support so luxurions a vicarage as is appended
to it, but the vicar chances to be a man of fortune, and he unites
in his character the exemplary pastor with the physician and lord
of the manor. 1 left B—— with the conviction that if peace, con-
tentment and happiness, inhabit but one spot more than all others
ina world whose allotments are so difficult to estrmate, u 15 the

o
tronly demeanour ; their wild and extatie gushes of music are no.

bell...

Like Rob Roy, he takes his tax from all alike. ‘
acquaintance with men of straw, ﬂymg strips of cloth, long lines,
and click-clack wind-mills ; but-he has such keen perception, he
is such-a physmvnomxst and phrenologlst, tbat he can decide:their
character at a glance.
being a regular rover, a bird of the world, Tt ig,said that’ crowa;r .
scent out gunpowder at once, and act accordingly. They ar seilonc 'S

MY FISHING GROUND.

The author of ¢ My F lshmn' Ground,” in_ the Knickerbocker,
|[has closely studicd the hook ol' nature. ernesa the following,
from his second article in the Seplembcr numbe'r s

« Here I am, upon my old ground agnin, My compnmons the’
treesand 1ocl\s stand cnlm aud eloquent around me.” But methinks,
they look more sober new, than when in the full ude of spring '
glory. The summer deepens ; the birds have put on a more ma--
lon«rcr heard, but a sweeter and more piumme strum brenl(s I'orlb,
w' their stead.

** Hark ! Cling-clang ! cling-clang ! - On tho hill above me, the,

sturdy ycoman pauses amid his labour to 'sharpen his scytha,
There is music, and a nameless rural charm, in the benting of hls

weapon, which is only equulled by the tinkling of the shepherd s
How tranqull and soothing the sound ! As he pauses, I
hear but the solemn murmur. of the crickets, and then the rush of

liis steel, as it sweops through the grass, in one broad semi-eircle.
Ts not this a life of poetry ?
as the green waves of the sen.
nature ; the lieavens and the earth are an open book to him, writ--
ten out by the finger of God himself ; eloquent, melodious voices -

Around him lie his ¢ S\;\?ul'ths,’ “thiek
He is out in theygreat temple of

are around him.

“There ! I have you! How he writhes upon my hook, scat-
tering around him a few drops of water, like globules of sitver, as
like a malefactor, he hungs suspended between the heavens and the -
carth. Would you had the gift of speech, my fine fellow ! - You
would plead as sincerely as many o wisor one has dono heforer ‘
you, who had been as foolishly cnu«ht You are not the only one.,
who has felt the barbed steel, lrom being loo gieedy.: “The \vorld o
is filed with ¢ ﬁshers of men, ‘and their - THooks' are most mge:- .
niously covered. The usurer sits all dny‘wnh his. Iong pole qnnﬂ:ﬁi
stitl: ]qnner line, ﬁlled with bml, nnd boba from morn:ntr‘unu ‘
night. It is not for me torsay how. mtmy have rhad. lhexrfgrllsrlonnbs
Messieurs Quackery and Humbug are most mdéfangable ﬁshers "rg e
and (he people bite now as well as they did twenty years ngo i [
would be a rare sight to sec all the victims on one string ! ’I‘here :
would be no distinction of rank or condition. . Tgnorance and to-
lent, wenith and poverty, would hang side by side. . So much for
moralizing upon you; my little prisoner ! A

s« Hark to the Jow whistle of thé quuil over: the hlll "¢ More
“There he sits, watching the wheat-field, which
runs in waves of gold before him. He ¢ fures sumptuously évéry-
day,’ and appears satisficd and contented. He is a quaker in cos-
tume and demeanour, grave in his manuer, and alwayg appears in -
a suit of brown, rounded off in his rear, Hisis peculiarly the bar-
vest sonig ; soft and. melodious ; ringing in the silent noonduy 6v’er‘
hill and valley, when other birds are silent, He lingers ar_c')un:'d the:
husbandmen in. their toil, from morning until evening, Hc’vié one
of the lovelicst features ofthc seasom, und the task would move .
heavily without his annnal prest.ncc. LI ® .

“ T'he whole world is alive with squrrrels Black, and gray, .,
and red, continually dart past me, and clatter for security. Thero
is one now, perch(.d on a long, projecting Ixmb chattering non-
sense with inconceivable rapidity. He sits up:with his tail curled |
over his back, and addresses all his conversation to me.. o chal-
lenges me to reach him ; boasts of his safety ; calls me all kind
of hard names, and flits and rattigs around, to attract my atten-.
tion. He knows I cannot shoot him with my fishing-rod, and that’
lie may take advantage of iny situation to tantalize me. Oh that X
understood the langunge of the animal creation! The squirrel
talks French, as neur as | can make out. Ilis gestures and move-
ments are ull French ; und Noah must have introduced this Jan-

guage into the ark, expressly for his convenience. r
* ' » * " )

wet, more wet P

‘“ Above me, on a blasted oak, sitg a crow, peering curiously
down at my pole, and sctting up every moment his most dismal-
screcoch. He has been driven into the woods by some farmer’s
boy, who detected him plundering his corn-field. He is only.wait-
ing until the coast is clear to made a second descent. Ile is the
iost bold, saucy, and gurlt-lmrdened of all the feathered trlbe.‘
Ho has a running

He has a flying knowledge of al\ mankind,’ e :

sa i L

R

vicarage in the bosom of that rural upland.— Willis. -

o

by office, and. hav8 sesisted in burying. the dead, on mnny%;vm'y il
ifield. There he goes, glosey black, over the; vree tops;:




