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From Heath's Book of Beauty, for 1841.

Winter.«~A North Amcrican Sketch.
BY MISS POWER.*

Nature sleeps! cold and death-like
is her repose—not Juliet in her living
tomb lay purer and paler ; there is a
hushed, an awful stillness in the wide
forests of the west. The carth lies co-
vered with the universal mantle of snow,
and the leafless trees uprear their migh-
ty trunls and fling abroad tneir giant
anns in stern and motionless grandeur.
There is somcthing in the appearance
of leafless trees that gives an idea of
stern repose; there is 1o longer the flut-
ter of gay green leaves, dancing in every
breath of summer air, glittering in every
gleam of swmner sunshine, all youth,
and life, and joy. Poor prodigals! the
brichtness and levity of thelr young
days have passed away : the carly frost
has withered and faded the dancing
leaves, as the cold hand of sorrow de-
stroys the hopesand joys of youth ; and
the heart, chilled, and hardened, and dis-
appointed, stands like the leafless tree—
silent, and bare, and lone. The sun
shines, but it is with a cold and wintry
beam, like the smile which plays on
the lipwhen the heartis broken.  And
this is Nature in reposc ; anon comes a
voice from above, and she walkes, wales
in wrath, and fearful is her anger—the
mighty winds are Jet Ioose and the fo-
rest groans, and all is tumultand terror:
and thus she rages for a season and then
sleepsagain. * * % ¥ o % %

Harlk ! there is a sound of life in the
woods ! and yonder some ohject ap-
proaches,—it is a carribos. Poorcrea-
ture! it is almost exhausted ; wearily
and painfully it struggles on through
the deep snow, with outstretched neck,
lolling tongue, and starting eycballs :
the dogs are close upon it—it can go no
farther 5 and, with sudden desperation,
itturns and stands at bay, threatening
iis pursuers.  The small, brisk Indian
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dogs have neither the strength nor the
courage to attack it, but stand round
barking and yelping, conscious of being
supported by a superior power. A shot
is heard—the hunted deer gives one
agonised spring, and drops lifcless, and
then the Indian comes forward, strips
off the skin, and separates the members
of the carcass, still warm,—almost qui-
vering with life ; and having carefully
packed them on histobogan, he gathers
up his hunting knife and rifle, and call-
ing to his dogs, strikes away through
the forest towards his home. For miles
Tomar walled on, following the tracks
made by his own snow-shoes when in
pursuit of hisgame. The sun was now
setting, and he saw by the halo that sur-
rounded it, and by the dull grey colour
ofthesky,that a snow storm was coming
on : he was yet far from his wigwam,
and he felt hungry and weary. Still he
pressed on, though his step was no lon-
ger light and firm ; and the loaded to-
bogan, the weight of which appeared at
fivst a mere nothing, now became an in-
tolerable burden.  The snow began to
descend in small close flakes, which
shewed that it would be a heavy fall ;
and as night approached, the cold be-
came so mtense, that Tomar's limbs,
numbed and stiffencd, almost refused
their office. By degrees, his senses be-
came confused ; he felt giddy and stu-
pified : still visions of kis own hearth,
of his children’s welcome, crossed his
mind, and though dim and indistinct,
they urged him on.  But this could not
last—his strength was rapidly failing—
anirresistible feeling of drowsiness crept
over him—heno longer felt cold or hun-
gry—only sleepy—very sleepy—and,
unable to overcome the sensition, he
stretched himself on his cold, cold bed,
with a snow wreath for his pillow, and
soon heslept—slept thesleepthat knows
no waking. His spirit passed away to
join his fathers, in that Indian paradise
where there is no more cold or misery;
whiere no while man comes to oppress
the children of the forest.

The tardy morning brolee; the bright,
cold sun shot his keen rays through the'
leaftess trees, and gleamed brilliantly on:



