
A JOURNEY TO THE WOODS.

week in February), that we suffered no inçonvenience
frôm the cold. Little Katie was enchanted with the jing-

ling of the sleigh-bells, and, nestled among the packages,
kept singing or talking to the horses in her baby lingo.
Trifling as these little incidents were, before we had pro-
ceeded ten miles on our long journey, they revived my
drooping spirits, and I began tg feel a lively interest in
the scenes through which we were passing.

The first twenty miles of the way was over a hilly and
well-cleared country; and as in winter the deep snow fills
uip the inequalities, and makes all roads alike, we glided
as swiftly and st'eadily along as if they had been the best
highways in the world. Anon, the clearings began to di-
minish, and tall woods arose on either side of the path;
their solemn aspect, and the deep silence that broodéd
over their vast solitudes, inspiring the mind with a strange
awe. Not a breath of wind stirred the leafless branches,
whose huge shadows-reflected upon the dazzling white
covering of snow-lay so perfectly still, that it seemed as
if Nature had suspended her operations, that life and mo-
tion had ceased, and that she was sleeping in her wind-
ing-sheet, upon the bier of death.

" I guess you will find the woods pretty lonesome,» said
our driver, whose thoughts had been evrnently employed
on the same subject as our own. "We were once in the
woods, but emigration has stepped a-head of us, and made
our'n a cleared part of the country. When I was a boy,
all this country, for thirty miles on every side of us, was
bush land. As to Peterborough. the place was unknown ;
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