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Davip LivINGSTONE



CHAPTER I

EARLY LIFL

AVID LIVINGSTONE was born mm Blan-
tyre, Scotland, March 19th, 1813. s father
and mother were people of lowly station, and he
was reared m poverty. The story of his ongm 1s
briefly told m the simple mscription which he
caused to be placed upon the monument to lis par-
ents, at a time when the highest 1 the land were
showenng comphments upon him
*To show the resting place of
INIIL LIVINGSTONE,
and AGNLS HUNTER, his wife,
and to e press the thankfulness to God
of their children,
John, David, Janet, Charles and Agnes,
for poor and pious parents”
An inscription whose last dehibeiately chosen “and”
he distinctly refused 1o exchange for a “but”

Both of Livingstone’s parents were carnestly
devout, the mother an active, sunny, loving woman,
and the father, as David lumsclf bore witness, of
the hugh type of character portrayed in the Cotter's
Saturday Night Neil Livingstone was a strict tee-
totaler, a Sunday-school tcacher, an ardent member
of a missionary society, and a promoter of prayer-
mcetmgs, at a time when none of these things had
ceased to be regarded as badges of fanahicism Wile

- [51
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travelling through the adjonmng panshes m his voca-
tion of tea-merchant he often acted as colporteur,
distnbuting tracts, and showing m varous ways that
s was the truc missionary spirtt

The home m which Daud Livingstone grew up,
although ennched by hittle beyond the bare neces-
saries of hife, was bnghicned and made happy by
industry, cheerfulness, love for onc another, and
faith m God

Of Dawd’s carly boyhood we know httle except
that he was a favonte at home, always contnbuting
to the happiness of the famuly, and that he seems to
have been from s earlicst childhood of a calin,
self-rehant nature It was his father's habit to lock
the outer door at dusk, at which time all the cnl-
dren were expected to be mn the house  One evening
David found the door barred when he reached home
He made no outcry or disturbance, but sat down
contentedly to pass the mght on the doorstep
There, on looking out, lus mother found lum It
was an ecarly apphcation of the rule wluch did ham
such service later m lhife, to make the best of the
least pleasant situations As a proof of his perses er-
ance, we read that at the age of nine he rccened a
New Testament from Ius Sabbath-school teacher for
repeating the 119th Psalm on two successive eve-
mngs, with only five errors

His parents were so poor that at the age of ten he
was set to work 1n a factory With a part of tis first
week’s wages he purchased a Latin grammar Though
working from six i the morming until eight at
night, with mtervals only for breakfast and dinner,
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. he attended an evening class from eight to ten, and
pursued his studies with much enthusiasm Often,
mdeed, he continued his labors after reaching home,
until mdmght or later, unless his mother interfered
At the age of sixteen he was thus famihar with Virgil
and Horace, and many of the classical authors. In
his reading he devoured everything but novels, plac-
g his book on a portion of the spinming-jenny, so
that he could catch sentence after sentence as he
passed at his work The utmost interval that Liv-
mgstone could have had for reading at one time was
less than a minute, but, as he afterward wntes-

“I thus kept up a pretty constant study, unds-
turbed by the roar of the machimnery. To this part
of my education I owe my power of completcly
abstracting my mind from surrounding noise, so as
to read and wnte with perfect comfort amdst the
play of children or the dancing and songs of
savages "’

Like other boys he was fond of play and fun, but
with a growing thirst for knowledge Books of travel
and of science were his especial delight, and when
a rare half-hohday came round he was usually to be
found at the quarmes collecting geological speci-
mens, or by the hedgerows gathening herbs and
flowers He early formed the opmion that a good
herbalist has in his hands the panacea for all bodily
diseases.

Dawd was not very fond of religious reading, and
he tells us, with that quiet humor which never
deserted him, that his last flogging was received for
refusing to read Wilberforce’s Prectical Christiamity
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This dishike continucd for years, unlil he lighted
upon Dick s Plulosophy of Religion and Philosophy
of a Future State, winch he found to s debght,
cnforced is own convichion that rchgion and sci-
ence were fniendly to cach other

Tt was while reading the last-named book that he
became convinced that 1t was his duty and Inghest
privilege to accept of Christ’s salvation for nmsclf
This was m his twenticth year He had had manv
carnest thoughts about rchgion for ycars, but only
now did the greal spintual change occur.

“This change,” he says, “was like what mav be
supposed would take place were 1t possible to cure
a case of ‘color-blindness” The fullness with which
the pardon of all our gult 15 offered 1 God’s book
drew forth feelings of affectionate love to Iim who
bought us with His blood, which 1 some small
measure has mfluenced my conduct cver since ”

There can be no doubt that Livingstone’s heart
was very thoroughly penctrated by the new hife that
now flowed mnto it He did not merely apprehend
the truth The truth took hold of him

Although at first he had no thought of becoming
a missionary himsclf, he made a resolution that, as
the salvation of men ought to be the chief aim of
every Chnstian, he would give to the cause of ms-
sions all that he could earn beyond what was required
for his subsistence It was about a year later that,
after reading Dr Gutzlaff’s “Appeal” on behalf of
China, he resolved to give himself to the work in
that country “The clarms of so many milhons of
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lus fellow-creatures, and the complaint of the want
of quahificd men to undertake the task” were, as he
mnforms us, the motives which led him 1o this high
resolve, henceforth lus “cfforts were constantly
directed towards that object without any fluctua-
tion 7 In addition to the necessary theological tramn-
ing. he determined also to acquire that needed by
a physician  Though 1t was never his lot to exercise
the healing art 1 China, Ius medical knowledge was
of the Inghest use in Africa, and 1t developed won-
derfully his strong scientific turn

While purswing his medical studies in Glasgow
1t involved much sclf-demal on Livingstone’s part
to make the wages earned dunng the summer suf-
fice for all his needs, and many less determined
would have ended the struggle there and then But
Livingstone was made of cfferent stuff, as these
words of his, written years later, show

“Were I 1o begin hife over agam, I should like
to pass through the same hardy traming I never
recetved a farthing from any one, and I should have
accomphished my project of gomng to Cluna as a
medical nussionary by my own efforts, had not
some friends adwvised my jommng the London Mis-
sionary Society, on account of 1ts unscctarian char-
acter It ‘sends ncither Episcopacy, nor Presbytenan-
1sm, nor Independency, but the gospel of Chust,
to the heathen’ This exactly agrced with my 1deas
of what a missionary society ought to do; but it was
nol without a pang that I offered myself, for 1t was
not agiceable to onc accustomed to work his own
way to become m a measure dependent on others
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Livingstone had already connected himself with
the Independent, or Congregational Church. He
had very strong views of the need of a deep, spu-
ttual change as the only true basis of Chnstian life
and character, and his preference for this branch of
the church umwversal arose mamly from the fechng
that the Presbyterian Churches of Scotland, and the
Established Church 1n particular, were at this time
too lax 1 their communion But never was a man
more free from sectananism than he

Tt was in 1838 that Livingstone applied to the
London Missionary Society, offering his services as
a miussionary, and his apphcation was provisionally
accepted In September of that year he was sum-
moned to London to meet the directors, and after
passing two examinations he was sent to study with
Rev Richard Cecil, to whom most missionary stu-
dents were sent for a three months’ probation One
part of his duties was to prepare sermons, which,
when corrected, were commutted to memory and
repeated to village congregations

Once Livingstone was sent for to preach in a
neighboring pulpit, the pastor having been taken
suddenly 11l He took his text, read 1t slowly, and
then all was a blank Not a word could he remem-
ber of his carefully prepared sermon  Saying abruptly,
“Friends, I have forgotten all I had to say,” he hur-
nied out of the pulpit and left the chapel Owing
to this fallure and to gemeral lack of fluency
prayer, an unfavorable report was sent in when the
three months had elapsed, but some one urged that
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he should have a still further probation, and a few
months later he was accepted

It was a disappointment to him that he could not
carry out his onginal mtention of preaching the gos-
pel in China, but the oprum war had closed that
country to the Englsh, and while 1t conhinued no
new appointments could be made It was in these
circumstances that he met Robert Moffat, who, after
twenty-three years of labor in South Africa, was
thnlling England with the story of his work and
adventures there. He fired the soul of his young
countryman with a desire to explore and evangelize
that “dark continent” with which both their names
are now identified

Under Moffat’s influence, then, Livingstone deter-
mined to go at once to Afnca, and m this decision
the directors concurred Henceforth Africa was to
be his sphere

It was felt that a medical diploma would be of
service, and Livingstone received this in November,
1840 A single might was all he could spend with
his fanmly, and they had so much to talk about that
David proposed they should sit up all mght, though
to this his mother would not Iisten “I remember
my father and lum,” wntes his sister, “talking over
the prospects of Chnstian missions They agreed
that the time would come when nich men and great
mcen would think 1t an honor to support whole sta-
tions of missionanes, wnstead of spending therr
money on hounds and horses On the morning of
November 17th we got up at five o'clock. My
mother made coffce David read the 121st and
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135th Psalms, and prayed My father and he walked
to Glasgow to catch the Liverpool sieamer” On
the Broomiclaw father and son looked on each
other’s faces for the last time on carth The one
walked slowly back to Blantyre, his heart full of
minghng emotions of sorrow and joy The face of
the other was now set in earnest towards the “dark
continent.”



CHAPTER II

KURUMAN TO KOLOBENG

N the 20th of November, 1840, Livingstone

was ordamed a mussionary, and on December
8th he embarked for Algoa Bay Dunng the voyage
hus chief fniend was the captan of the ship, who was
very obliging, giving Inm all the information respect-
mg the use of the quadrant m his power, and fre-
quently sithing up till mudmght for the purpose of
taking lunar observations with im Thus another
qualification was acquired for Livingstone’s pecuhar
hfe-work His first letter to the directors of the Lon-
~don Missionary Society displayed his charactenstic
honesty, saying that he had spent most of Ius time
at sea mn the study of theology, and that he was
deeply grieved to say that he knew of no spiritual
good having been done mn the case of any one on
board the ship

After reaching Algoa Bay, Livingstone proceeded
at once to Kuruman, 1n the Bechuana country, where
he arnved 1n July, 1841 This was the most northerly
station of the society m South Afnca, being 700
miles north of Cape Town, and was the usual resi-
dence of Mr Moffat, who was still absent 1n Eng-
land Livingstone’s mstructions were to remain there
untl Mr Moffat’s return, and turn his attention to
the formation of a new station farther north, While

[131
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awaiting more specific mstructions he began to enter-
tain the idca of going to Abyssima A Chnstian ms-
sionary was evidently needed there, for the country
had none, but if he should go he felt that probably
he should never return We hear no more of the
project, but writing of this to a fnend, he uses these
almost prophetic words “Whatever way my hic
may be spent as best to promotc the glory of our
gracious God, I feel anaious to do 1t My Ife
may be spent as profitably as a pioncer as 1n any
other way ”

After a short time spent in Kuruman, he went to
a spot where he secluded Inmself from all European
society for about six months, in order io obtamn a
knowledge of the native tongue Livingstone gained
by this ordeal an msight mto the habits, ways of
thinking, laws and language of the Bakwains, which
proved of incalculable advantage m his intercourse
with them ever after

Livingstone’s hife 1n Africa resolves itsclf into four
distinct periods  First, that of ordinary mission
work, upon which he was now cntening, second, that
of the first great journey under the auspices of the
London Missionary Society, third, that of the explor-
ation of the Zambes: at the head of a government
expedition, fourth, the journeys under the general
direction of the Royal Geographical Society

Soon after Ius arnval at Kuruman, Livingstone
became convinced that there was not enough popu-
labon at that pomnt to justify a concentration of
missionary labor there, and that efforts should be
made speedily to reach the teeming multitudes in
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the interior He also believed in making the utmost
possible use of native agency mn order to cultvate
so wide a field A journey of 700 miles, taken with
a brother mussionary, tended strongly to confirm
these views, and led to the selection of a station
250 mmiles north of Kuruman, which was not, how-
ever, entered upon until 1843

Before Lavingstone had been a year in the coun-
try his power over the Africans was mamfest His
fearless manner, his gemal address, and his genume
kindness of heart, umted to form a spell which
rarely failed His medical knowledge helped him
greatly, but for permanent mfluence all would have
been 1n vain, had he not umformly observed the
rules of good manners, justice, and good feeling

Just a year after his arnval he wntes to his father
“The work of God goes on here notwithstanding
all our infirmities Souls are gathered in continually,
and sometimes from among those you would never
have expected to see turning to the Lord Twenty-
four were added to the church last month, and
there are several inquirers ”

Already Livingstone could preach 1n one dalect,
and was learming another His heart was full of the
missionary spint, but the activity of his mind enabled
Iim at the same time to give attention to other
matters He had the rare faculty of dirccting his
mind at the full stretch of its power to one great
object, and yet, apparently without effort, giving
minute attention to minor matters, all bearing, how-
ever, on the same great end In his missionary jour-
neys he made the acquaintance of the two great
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foes of ihe explorer in Afnica, fever and the venomn-
ous tsctse fly Fever he considered the grealest bar-
ner o the cvangchization of the country, while the
tsetsc fly was the grealest cnemy of beasts of burden,
frequently destroymg cvery ox m a tecam  Iis sting,
however, was comparatively harmless to men, or
exploration would have been entircly out of the
question

In 1843 Livingstone wisited Scehele, chuef of the
Bakwains, afterwzz’ one of his greatest friends
Sechele had been enraged at um for not visiting
lim when he had been m the vicmty the year
before, and had threatened him with mischief But
when the missionary arnved Iius only cluld was 1],
and also the child of one of lus prncipal men
Under Livingstone’s treatment both werc restored
to health, and Sechele was thoroughly conciliated

It was not until lus return to Kuruman from this
journcy, i June, 1843, that Livingstonc at last
found, to his great satisfaction, a Ictter from the
directors authonizing the formation of a settlement
in the regions beyond He lost no time in opening a
station at Mabotsa, a beautiful valley surrounded
by mountains

There was one drawback to the new locality, it
was mfested with hons Here it was that the
cncounter with the hon occurred which came so
near ending Livingstone’s carcer. With characteristic
modesty, writing to Tus father of this serious
cncounter, he says, after expressing his gratitude for
God’s mercy 1n sparing his Iife, “Do not mention
this to any one I do not Tike to be talked about ”
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Yielding, however, to the solicitations of friends,
Livingstone goes somewhat mto details 1n Ius Mis-
sionary Travels

He says that the people were much troubled by
hons, which attacked their cattle even in open day
Knowing that 1f one 1n a troop of hons 15 killed the
rest leave that part of the country, he encouraged
the natives to endeavor to destroy one of the
marauders He succeeded 1n shooting a hon him-
" self, but before he could load again the beast had
sprung upon lnm “The hon caught me by the
shoulder and we both came to the ground together
Growhng horrbly, he shook me as a ternier dog does
a rat The shock produced a stupor simmlar to that
which seems to be felt by a mouse after the first
-gripe of the cat It was like what patients par-
tially under the influence of chloroform describe,
they see the operation, but do not fcel the knife
This placidity 15 probably produced mn all ammals
killed by the carmivora, and if so, 15 a meraiful pro-
vision of the Creator for lesscning the pamn of
death ” Mcbalwe, one of the natives, endeavored to
shoot the lion, which immeduatcly left Livingstonc
to attack him, biting lum 1n the thigh Another man
now attempted to spear the savage beast, which
turned from Mebalwe to the new foe, when the bul-
lets he had recewved took effect and he fell dead
Besides crunching the bones 1nto sphinters, elesen
of lus teeth had penetrated the upper part of Lav-
stone’s left arm, which being imperfectly set, was
maimed for hfe,
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1t is gencrally known that 1t was by the false joint
m the bioken amm that Livingstone’s body was
identificd when brought back to England Dy Ins
faithful followcrs, but 1t 15 not as well hnown that
Aehalwe, who saved his hfe, was one of the native
teachers that he himself had tramed, and thal at
was a Chrstian lady m Scotland who contnbuted
the money for this cateclust’s support, Latlle did
she think that her @ift of twclve pounds v ould indi-
rectly be the means of preserving the hie of Afncas
grealest benefactor for the wonderful work of the
next tharly vears! Mcbalwe was shill ahve m 1881,
a uscful mm, an able preacher, and one who had
done much to bring his people to Chrst.

The nest year saw Livingstone cstablished in the
new stone house of winch he was both arclutect and
bulder. and happy in the compamonship of his
ioung bndc, Mary Moffat the cldest daughier of
the missionary through whosc influcnce he had
come to Africa From 1840 to 1845 hewas employed
in preparatory labors, and associated with other nus-
sionarics both at Kuruman and Mabotsa, but 1t 15
mclancholy to read that from tlns first home and
station of his own he was dmen by the jcalousy of
a colleague, who was vesed at the attention attracted
m England bv Livingstonc’s nussionary letters But
Dr ILavingstone’s noble spint rose to the occasion
Although fechng keenly the injushice done lim,
rather than have any scandal before the heathen he
would begin anew the toil of house and school
building, and gathenng the people about him
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On leaving Mabotsa Livingstonc transferred us
services to the Bakwains, whose clucf, Sechele, and
his pcople, had expressed a strong desire to have a
mussionary reside among them The new station of
Chonuane, forty miles from Mabotsa, was chosen,
but therr res.dence here was of short duration The
want of ram was fatal to agriculture, and almost
equally so to the mussion Dr Livingstone had
showed the chief that the only feasible way of water-
mng the gardens was to select a site near some never-
failling nver, make a canal, and rngate the adjacent
lands. His wonderful influence over the tnbe 1s
apparcnt 1n the fact that the very morming after he
had told them of his intention to" move to Kolo-
beng, they were all preparnng to go with nm There,
besides making a canal, building huts, and making
gardens, they soon set about the erection of a school-
house Thus work, cmploying about 200 of his pco-
ple. was undertaken by Scchele “I desire,” he said,
“to build a house for God, the defender of my town,
and that you be at no expense for 1t whatever 7 At
Kolobeng Livingstone built his third house, where
for the next five years he had his last home on earth

In Tis first book what he calls “a sketch of African
house-kecping,” 15 given as follows

“The cntne absence of shops obhiged us to make
evelything we needed from the raw matenals If
you want bricks to build a house you must procecd
to the field, cut down a tree, and saw 1t into planks
to make the brick-moulds The people cannot assist
you much, for, though willing to labor for wages,
the Bakwains have a curious mability to make things
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square As with all Bechuanas, thar own dwcllings
arc round I crected three large houses at different
times, and cvery buck and stick had to be put
squarc by my own hand. A housc of decent dimen-
sions, costing an munensc amount of manual Jabor,
15 nceessary to secure the respect of the nabives.

“Bread 15 often baked m an extempore oven, con-
structed by scooping out a Jarge hole mn an anthill,
and using a slab of stonc for a door Another plan
1s to make a good fire on the ground, and when il
1s thoroughly heated 1o placc the dough m a short-
handled frymg-pan, or simply on the hot ashes. A
metal pot 1s then put over i, and a small fire is
kindled on the top

“We made our own candles, and soap was pro-
curcd from the ashes of the plant salsola, or elsc
from wood ashes, which in Africa contam so hittle
alkalme matter that the boiling of successive lyes
has to be continued for a month or six weeks before
the fat 1s saponified

“We rose carly, because, however hot the day,
the evening, might and morming at Kolobeng were
dehciously refreshing  After family worship and
breakfast between six and scien. we kept school,
men, women, and children beng all mvited This
lasted till eleven o'clock The mussionary’s wife then
betook herself to her domeshic affairs, and the mis-
sionary engaged 1 some manual labor, as that of a
smuth, carpenter or gardener Dinner and an hour’s
rest succeeded, when the wife attended her mfant
school, which the young liked amazingly and gen-
erally mustered a hundred strong, or she varied 1t
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with sewing-classes for the guls, which was equally
well relished  After sunset the husband went nto
the town to converse, cither on general subjects or
on rehgion We had a public service on three
mights of the week, and on another mstruction on
secular subjects aided by pictures and specimens In
addition to these dutics we prescribed for the sick,
and furnmished food to the poor The smallest acts
of friendship, even an obhging word and civil look,
are, as St Xavier thought, no despicable part of the
missionary’s armor Nor ought the good opmion of
the most abject to be neglected when politeness'
may secure 1t Their good word i the aggregate
forms a reputation which procures favor for the gos-
pel Show kindness to the reckless opponents of
Christianity on the bed of sickness, and they can
never become your personal enemies Here, if any-
where, love begets love ”

Agan he wntes “A native smith taught me to
weld won, and having acquired some further mfor-
mation 1 ths art as well as 1 carpenterng and
gardening from Mr Moffat, I was becoming handy
at most mechanical employments 1 addition to
medicime and preaching My wife could make
candles, soap, and clothes, and thus we had nearly
attamed to the indispensable accomplishments of a
missionary famuly in Central Africa—the husband to
be a jack-of-all trades without doors, and the wife a
maid-of-all-work within ”

We can well reahize that with the utmost frugal-
ity 1t was sometimes difficult to “make both ends
meet,” when we learn that until 1853 all the extra
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cxpenses of travelhing, though for the wider diffusion
of the gospel, weie defrayed from Ins own meagre
salany of L100 per annum “LHns salary would have
enabled a missionaty lo live with tolerable eomnfort
m the mterior of South Afnica provded he had a

garden producig com and vegetables, but other-
wise the allowance was bareh sufiaent for the
poorest fare and plamest apparel Now the cost of
missionary travels, the liberal gifts which had to be
madc to chicfs, the wants of an icreasing fammly,
{(he had now four childien, three bovs and a gnl.)
added to the ordhnay expenses of Inving, rendered
the closest economy necessany, and of conse they
had many prinations and trals Yet theirs was truly
a happv hfe notwithstandmg, In reviewing this part
of Ins carcer m Africa, lenmﬁtone ouly rcnrcts that
he did not devotc more time to playmg with his
children, but our only wonder 15 that he could have
found time to accomphish all that he did Tt 1s not
strange that, as he says, he was gencralls so evhausted
by the mental and manual labor of the day, that
the evening therc was no run Ieft 1 um,



CHAPTER 11

CONVERSION OF SECHELE

HE first fruit of Lavingstone’s missionary labor

m this region was the conversion of Sechcle,
that chief of whom we have already heard The Iit-
tle sketch of his lifc which follows 15 taken verbatim
from Lavingstone’s Missionary Travels, though with
SOME OMISSIons

“I was from the first struck by his intelligence,
and by the espeaial manner m wiich we felt drawn
to each other This remarkable man has not only
embraced Chrshianity, but expounds its doctrines
to Ius people . . On the first occasion m which I
ever attempted to hold a public rehigious service,
Sechele remarked that 1t was the custom of his
nation to put questions when any new subject was
brought beforc them He then inquired »f my fore-
fatheis knew of a future judgment I replied m the
afirmative, and began to describe the scene of the
great white throne, and Him who shall sit on 1,
from whose face the heaven and carth shall flee
away ‘You startle me,” he rephed, ‘these words
make all my bones to shake, I have no more strength
m me, but my forcfathers were hving at the same
time yours were, and how 15 1t that they did not
send them word about these ternible things sooner?
They all passed away into darkness without know-
ing whither they were gomg’ . , ,

[231
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“As soon as he had an opportunity of lcarming,
he set Tumself to rcad with such close apphcation
that, from being comparatively thin, the cffect of
being addicted {o the chase, he became corpulent
from want of cxaiaise He acquired the alphabet
on the first day of my residence at Chonuane, and
I ncver went mto the town but I was pressed to
hear huim read some chapters of the Bible Isaiah
was a great favorite with Inm, and he was wont to
exclaim, ‘He was a fine man, that Isaiah, he knew
how to speak’

“He seconded my amuety that his subjects should
become converts to Chnistiamty, and said, ‘Do you
imaginc these people will ever believe by your
meiely talking to them? I can make them do noth-
mg except by threateming them, and 1f you hike, I
shall call my head men, and with our whips of
rhioccros-hide we will soon make them all behieve
together” The 1dea of using persuasion to subjects,
whose opinion he would not have condescended to
ask on any other mattcr, was especially surprising
tohim He considered that they ought to be happy
to embrace Chrnstianity at hus command

“He felt the difficulties of his situation, and often
said, ‘Oh, I wish you had come to this country be-
fore T was entangled 1n the meshes of our customs?’
In fact, he could not get n1d of his superfluous wives
without appeanng to be ungrateful to their parents,
who had done so much for him m lus adversity

“In the hope of mducing others to accept lus
new faith, he asked me to have family worship
his own house This I did, and by and by I was sur-
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prised to hear how well he conducted the prayer mn
his own stmple and beautiful style, for he was a
thorough master of lus language At this time we
were suffening from the effects of a drought, which
was ascribed by the natives to Chnstiamity, and
none except s family, whom he ordered to attend,
came near s meeting ‘In former times,” said he,
‘when a chief was fond of hunting, all hus people
got dogs and became fond of hunting too If he was
fond of dancing or music, all showed a hking to
these amusements too If the chief loved beer, they
all rejorced 1n strong drnk  But m this case 1t 15
different I love the Word of God, and not one of
my brethren will join mec’

“When he at last—in 1848—applied for baptism,
I asked him how, beng acquamted with the Bible,
he thought he ought 1o act He went home and
gave cach of Iis supernumerary wives new clothing,
together with all the goods they had been accus-
tomed to keep in thewr huts for im He then sent
them to their parents with an mtimation that he
‘had no fault to find with them, but that he wished
to follow the will of God When he and s chil-
dren were baptized, great numbers came to sec the
cetemony Some thought from a stupid story which
had been arculated by the enemies to Christiamity
m the South, that the converts would be made to
drink an mfusion of ‘dead men’s brams,” and weie
astomshed to find that only water was used Sceing
several old men in tears during the service, I after-
wards asked them the cause of their weeping They
were crymg Lo see thear father, as the Scotch remark
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of a casc of swarde, ‘so far left to himsclf” They
seemed to think that I had thrown the glamour over
him, and that he had become mme. All the friends
of the divorced wives now became the opponents
of our rehigion The attendance at school and church
dwindled down to very few besides the fammly of the
chief They all continued to treat us with respectful
kindness, but to Sechele lumself they utterced things
which, had they ventured on 1n former times, would.
as he often remarked, have cost them their hives ”

Later we learn that Sechele lumself had become
a missionary to his own people, and had consider-
able influence over them, though more 1n matenal
than 1 rehgious matters He was always a warm
friend of mussions, had a remarkable knowledge of
the Bible, and could preach well Tis regard for the
memory of Livingstone was very great, and he read
with earnestness everything that he could find about
him Notwithstanding that Sechele’s efforts were
not as successful as had been hoped, the results show
that Livingstone had laid a good foundation “That
mission,” writes Dr Moffat in 1874, “is the most
prosperous, extensive, and nfluential of all our mis-
sions 1 the Bechuana country ”

In 1881 Sechele was still iving, with the one wife
whom he had retaned, and though not without
some nconsistencies of life — which Livingstone
ascribed to the bad example set him by some—he
still maintamed his Chustian profession His peo-
ple, being at some miles” distance from Kolobeng,
had now a missionary station of their own supported
by a Hanovenan Society



CHAPTER 1V

DIFFICULTIES AND DISCOVERIES

OT only 1n these scenes of active missionary

labor, but wherever he was, Livingstone was
in the habit of preaching to the natives, and talking
with them on religious topics, especially the love of
Chnst, the Fatherhood of God, the resurrection,
and the last judgment Dr Moffat tells us that his
preaching was simple, scriptural, mtercsting, very
cirect, and well suited to the capacity of the people.

Livingstone never expected that the work of real
Chnistiamity would advance rapidly among the Bak-
wans, for they were a slow people and took long to
move, but 1t was not his desire to have a large church
of nominal adherents “Nothing” he writes, “will
mduce me to form an impure church Fifty added
to the church sounds fine at home, but if only five
of these are genuine what will 1t profit in the Great
Day? T have felt more than ever lately that the great
object of our exertions ought to be conversion ” For
two years he allowed no celebration of the Lord’s
Supper, because he did not deem the professing
Chnistians to be living consistent lives Here was a
crowning proof of his hatred of all sham and his
love for thorough, finished work To us father he
wntes (July 5, 1848) “For a long time I felt much
depressed after preaching the unsearchable riches of

* Chnst to apparently insensible hearts, but now I

[271
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Iike to dwell on the love of the great Medator, for
1t always warms my own heart, and I know that the
gospel 1s the power of God—the great means which
He employs for the regencration of our nmuned
world

Again he wntes “We have a difficult, difheult
ficld to cultivatc here All I can say 1s that T think
knowledge 15 mereasing  But for the belief that the
Holy Spmt works and will work for us, I should
awve up mn desparr  Remember us 1n your prayers,
that we grow not weary m well-domg It 1s hard to
work for years with pure motivcs, and all the time
be looked on by most of those to whom our hines
are devoted, as having some simister object 1 view
Disinterested labor—benevolence—is so out of their
line of thought that many look upon us as having
some ulterior object in view But He who died for
us, and whom we ought to copy, did more for us
than we can do for any one else He endured the
contradichon of smners May we have grace to
follow i His steps!”

One serious obstacle to the rapid spread of the
gospel was the continued diought that followed the
Bakwans even to Kolobeng Durnng two years the
total amount of ram-fall was not more than ten
inches, while there was an abundance of ran all
around them As the tribe had not suffered from
successive droughts before the gospel was made
known to them, 1t was natural that they should
draw unfavorable inferences

In his Missionary Travels, Livingstone wrntes:
“The belief m the power of ram making 1s one of
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the most deeply rooted articles of faith i tlus coun-
try The chief Scechele was humself a noted ram-
doctor, and he often assuied me that he found it
more difficult to gve up this superstition than any-
thing clsc that Chustiamty 1cquired lam to abjpue
The Bakwains beheved that 1 had bound Sechcle
with some magie spell, and T receved deputations
of the old counsclors, enticating me to allow him
to make only a few showers “Ihe comn will die if
you refuse, and we shall hbecome scaitered. Only let
him make ram this once, and we shall all, men,
women, and children, come to the school, and sing
and pray as long as you please.” .. The Bakwams
still went on treating us with hindness, and T am not
awarc of cver having had an enemy 1 the tiube, but
as they believed that theie must be some connection
between the presence of ‘God’s Word” i their
town, and these successive droughts, they looked
with no good-will at the church-bell “We hike you’
sad the uncle of Scchele, a very mfluential aud
scnsible person, ‘as well as if you had been bomn
among us, you arc the only while man we can
become famihar with, but we wish you lo give up
that everlasting preaching and praymg, we cannot
become famihar with that at all You sce we never
get rain, while these inbes who never pray as wc do
obtamn abundance’”

Sometimes the attendance at the dmirch services

was exce " all At onesuch time, weare told,
a bellm omewhat pecuhar order” 1
cmploy , the people together

jum, < + 2 narrative, “on a so -
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form, and shouted at the top of lus voice, ‘Knock
that woman down over theie  Strike her. she 1s put-
ting on her pot! Do you sce that onc hiding herself?
Give hera good blow  There she 1s—sce! see! Knock
her down!” All the women ran to the place of mect-
ing 1 no time, for cach thought herself meant
Bui, though a most cfficient bellman, we did not
like to cmploy Inm.”

During tlus penod of Iife m Kolobeng. Living-
stone’s ordiary missionary avocations of picaching,
teaching, practiang methene, and working at all
manner of trades, were mterrupted by several long
journcys of 400 or 500 miles to the north, to visit
the country of the Makololo, a large tribe, who. as
he was told, weic very desirous of having a mission-
ary It was becoming cvident that Kolobeng must
cre Jong be abandoned  Already the mver was dned
up, and the absence of water, and conscquently of
food n the gardens, made 1t necessary for the men
to bc often at a distance hunting, and for the
women to be away collecting locusts. so that fre-
quently there was haidly any one to come to church
or school If this stalion, too, had to be abandoned,
wheie should Livingstone go nest? It had not been
his intention to remam always with the Bakwains,
and 1t was certainly worth while to sce if a suitable
locality could not be found among the Makololo
If the new region were not smitable for himself, he
mught at Icast find openings for native teachers

Driven back by fever and other obstacles, 1t was
only m the third attempt that he succceded
rcaching the village of the cluef of the Makololo,
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Sebituane. This man was very fuendly to Living-
stone, who thought him the best specimen of a
native chief that he had ever met, and he had prom-
1sed to sclect a surtable locahity for a mission station,
and would probably have used Ius great mfluence
among his people on the nght side But almost
immedhately after Lavingstone’s armval, when the
way of salvation had been proclaimed to him but
once, Sebituane was seized with severe inflamma-
tion of the lungs, and died after a fortmght’s 1llness
Not being permitted by the attendants to turn the
dying man’s thoughts to his Father m Heaven, all
Livingstone could do was to commend his soul to
God

After several attempts, D1 Livingstone saw no
prospect of obtmmng a switable station, and with
great reluctance made up lus mind to retrace his
weary way to Kolobeng But these journeys were
nol wholly useless 'While making his first journcy,
he discovered Lake N’gam, for which discovery he
recewved the prize for that year from the Royal Geo-
graphical Society The journey which he made so
successfully had hitherto baffled the best furmshed
travellers The president of the society frankly
ascribed Livingstone’s success to the mfluence which
he had acquired, as a missionary, among the natives
This the explorer imself also thoroughly beheved,
saying that the lake belonged to missionary enter-
prise The niver Zambest was another of lis dis-
coveries at this time On two of these journeys his
wife and family accompanied him, and were mercr-
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fully preserved, though ncarly dymg on the way
from the Afncan fever.

Meantime, amid all hus countless labors, Dr Las-
mgstonc’s mind was constantly busy with the scien-
tific aspeets of the country, and the great problem
of its evangelization Three thungs appcared to his
mmd cssential to the successful solution of this
problem, and he urged them constantly upon the
directors  They were the vigorous puslung forward
of the work mto the mlcnor, the cmployment of
native agency, and the cstablishment of a traiming-
school where such agency might be quahfied

At length it became certain that the tnbe of the
Bakwamns, among whom Lavingstone had labored,
must seek a new home Added to the lack of ram
was the threatemng attitude of the Boers of the
Transvaal, who hated Livingstonc becausc of lis
attempts to christiamze the naties, whom they
regarded as without souls and made only to serve
the white men, and who were sccking an occasion
of quarrcel as a pretext for breaking up the mission
It was plam that there was no hope of the Boers
allowing the peaceable instruction of the natives at
Kolobeng When Sechcle understood ths, he sent
his five children for mstruction 1n all the knowledge
of the white men to Dr Moffat, at Kuruman, who
kindly received them and their attendants mnto his
own family.

Should Livingstone then seek some better loca-
tion with this tibe among whom he had been labor-
mg? His fecling mn the matter 1s thus sct forth “If
I werce to follow my own mchinations, they would
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lead me to settle down quietly with the Bakwains,
or some other small tribe, and devote some of my
time to my children, but Providence seems to call
me to the regions beyond ” Friends urge him to
remain, and doubtless had he been a man of only
ordmary ability he would have done so, and 1n so
acting would have done wasely But his 1s a mind
of larger scope The great unevangelized intenor of
Africa beckons nm on with rresistible power, and
he dares not disobey what 15 beyond all doubt the
call of God

But thus mnvolves separation from his family He
dares not take them with lim nto that penlous
fever country, while he agamn seeks a new and
healthful site for the location of a mission station
Neather can he leave them alone among the natives,
for fcar of the disastrous mnfluence upon his chil-
dren There 1s nothing for them to do but o return
to England for the present, hoping to rejoin him
at the end of two years

And so they turn ther backs upon Kolobeng
Sorrowfully must they have looked for the last time
upon that African home, more sorrowfully shll had
they but known that they were never to be together
in a home of their own again!






CHAPTER V

AMONG THE MAKOLOLO

FTER accompanying his wife and clhildren to
the Cape, and there with a heavy heart bidding
them farewell as they sailed for England, Dr Living-
stone turned lus attention to preparations for a
journcy of 1,000 mles to the northward In this he
had three ends in view First, the finding of a
healthful location for a mission 1n the Barotse coun-
try, to which he could bnng hus family Then as he
rcahized that the distance from the Cape was loo
great to permit commumcation between the coast
and the Barotse country by this route, he wished to
find some passage to the coast, erther east or west
Besides this, the shadow of the slave-trade was, as
a new thng, beginming to darken that portion of
the land to which he was going In addition to the
mhumamty of the slave-traffic, Livingstone saw that
it would prove an isurmountable barner n the
way of mussionary operations, but that while 1t was
the only profitable traffic known to the natives they
would not abandon 1t It was of vital importance,
therefore, to take steps for the introduction of some
legitimate commerce by which the slave-trade might
be supplanted
Livingstone left the Cape m June, 1852, but
owing to many annoying delays, 1t was September
before he reached Kuruman Here the sad news of

[351
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the attack of the Boers on the Bakwams was
brought to lum by the wafe of Sechele, who had
herself been hidden m a cleft of the ack over
which a number of the assmlants were hnng
The tnbe of the Bakwamns had alicady 1cft Kolo-
beng and found a new home somewhat to the south,
The Boers had come first to the deserted stabion,
where they showed then hatred of Livingstone by
gutting lus house, destroving Ins furmtuic and \\hut—
cver they could lay then hands on, and reaning in
picees Tus precious books and journals Then thu’
had followed the Bakwamns to Limaue, whae they
had armved on a Saturday evenimg, “spoiling for the
fray” They told Scchicle that they had come to
fight because he was getling “too saucy,” allowing
Enghshmen to proceed to the noith, thongh they
had repeatedly ordered hum not to do so To this
the chief replied that he could not molest English-
men, when they had never done hun any haim,
but had alwavs treated lnm well Yieldmg to lus
carnest cntreatics that they should not ﬁght upon
the Sabbath dax, the Bocis wated until Monday
morning before begmnmg therr assault Then they
began firmg upon the town and upon the Bakwams,
who madec a brave 1iesistance all day but were finally
forced to retire on account of hamm no water,
Thirty-five Boers and sixty Bakwans were killed dur-
ing the fight Tlus willage and others m the vicimty
were sct on fire by the Bocrs, the crops of the peo-
ple burncd, and their cattle carned off, all without
the slightest provocation, but out of sheer hatred to
the mussion, and with the avowed detcrmination
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to kill Livingstonc had they found lum, as they
espected to do Had he been able fo carry out his
onginal intention of arnving at Kolobeng m August,
he would probably have lost lus hife, or, had he
escaped wath that, at the least all the property that
he carned with lum for the journcy would have
been seized, and Ins projected enterprise brought
to an end.

Dr Lavingstonc did not hesitate to express his
ughtcous mdignation over the mjustice and cruclty
of the Boets For onc ordinanly so patient, he had
a veiy large vial of indignation which he poured
out nght heaibilly when he thought the occasion
demanded 1t The subscquent lustory of the Tians-
vaal Republic did much to convince others that he
was not far wrong as regards the low cstimation in
which he held these “free and mdependent” Bocrs.

As for Livingstone the effect of this outrage was
to free huim from the last local tic, and to give {resh
vigor to his dctermmation to open the country
wlinch the Boers were trymng so hard to shut up.
To his brotheran-daw he wrote that he would open
a path through the country, or perish

In June, 1853, Livingstonc had reached the
Makololo country 1Tis journal shows how unwearied
were his efforts Lo teach the people, though, as was to
be expected, they recened 1deas on divime subjects
but slowlv All the Africans he met were firmly per-
suaded that they should have a future evstence,
and had also a vague kind of belief in some Supreme
Being, but tlus was all, and as m our casc at home,

- than the instructions and exam  of
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many years could be depended upon lo secure
their moral clevation “We ntroduce.” he wntes,
“cntirely new motncs, and were these not perfeeth
adapted for the human mmnd and heart by they
divine Author. we should have no suceess . L We
can afford to work m faith, for Ommpotence 15
pledged to fulfil the promie Our work and
s fruits are cumulatie, we work towards another
statc of things Futurc nussionanes will be rewarded
by conversions for cvery sermon €We are ther
proneers and helpers  Let them not forget the
watchmen of the night—us who worked when all
was gloom, and no evidence of success i the wav
of conveision cheeied our paths They will doubt-
less have more hight than we, but we served our
Master carncstly, “nd pmdmmcd the samie gospel
as they will do.”

In his endeavors to find a healthful locahity Lav-
mgstone penetrated to the farthest homt of the
Barotse countrs, but no such place as he sought
could be found Iverywhere he finds the ternble
African fever that had so ncarly proved fatal to his
own family on thar previous journeys Here, too,
the horrors of the slave-drade haunt and harrow
Tim, wiile he sees heathemism in 1ts most unadul-
terated forms

“During a nine wecks™ tour,” he says, “I had
been 1n closer contact with heathens than I had ever
been befoic, and though all were as kind and atten-
tive to me as possible, yet to endure the dancing,
roarning, and smging, the jesting, grumbhng. quarrel-
ing and murderngs of these children of nature, was
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the severest penance I had yet undergone 1n the
course of my mussionary duties I thence demved a
more mtense disgust of pagamism than I had hith-
erto felt, and formed a greatly elevated opinion of
the effects of mussions in the south, among tribes
which are reported to have been as savage as the
Makololo The benefits which to a casual observer
may be inappreciable are worth all the money and
labor that have been expended to produce them ”

With respect to the results already obtamed by
the labors of missionaries he writes elsewhere “Hav-
g visited Sierra Leone and some other parts of the
West Coast, as well as a greal part of South Africa,
we were very much gratified by the evidences of
success which came under our own personal obser-
vation The crowds of well-dressed, devout and ntel-
hgent-looking worshipers, m both the west and
south, formed a wonderful contrast to the same peo-
ple still 1n their heathen state At Sierra Leone,
Kuruman, and other places, the Sunday, for instance,
seemed as well observed as 1t 1s anywhere m Scot-
land” This 1s certamly more than can be said of
our own land, though 1t must make us blush to
acknowledge 1t Indeed it 1s now said that in Sierra
Leone there 1s a larger proportion of Christians
than in the Umited States

Of course Livingstone, travelling about from place
to place as he did, was not cheered by such results
as these which could only follow many years of
secd-sowing, but amd all his difficulties, he patiently
pursued his work as missionary, preaching twice
every Sunday, generally to good audiences, some-
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{imes to as many as a thousand Sometimes he was
greatly m hopes that a real impression had been
made, but he was continually met by the notion
that the Chrnstian religion was a rehgion of medi-
cines, and that all the good 1t could do was by
charms

“The great difficulty”—to quole again from his
journals—“mn dealing with these people 1s to make
the subject plam. The minds of the auditors can
not be understood by onc who has not mmgled
much with them They readily pray for the forgive-
ness of sin, and then sin agam, confess the evil of
it, and therc the matter ends ”

Sometimes, too, Livingstone expernienced the dis-
advantage of having to spcak through an interpreter
It was easy enough to carry on communication on
all ordinary matters through the medm of a third
person, but when it came to the exposihion of
rcligious truth, m which the mterpreter took hitle
or no interest, 1t was “uncommonly slow work ”
Some, indeed, began to pray to Jesus mn secret as
soon as they heard of the white man’s God, but
with little comprehension of what they were doing
Many, however, kept to the determimation not to
believe, like certamn willagers i the south, who put
all their cocks to death because they seemed to
crow the words “Tlang lo rapeleng”—“Come along
to prayers,”



CHAPTER VI

ACROSS THE CONTINENT

OME of Dr Livingstone’s friends thought that
he should have settled somewhere, “preaching
the simple gospel, and secing conversions as the
result of each sermon” To his father and other
fnends he wntes in September, 1853 “The con-
version of a few, however valuable their souls may
be, can not be put into the scale against the knowl-
edge of the truth spread over the whole country.
In this I do and will exult As in India, we are
doomed to perpetual disappomntment; but the
knowledge of Christ spreads over the masses We
are hike voices crying m the wilderness, we prepare
the way for the glorous future 1 which mussion-
anes telling the same tale of love will convert by
. every sermon. I am trymng now to establish the
Lord’s kingdom 1n a region wider by far than Scot -
land Fever seems to forbid, but I shall work for
the glory of Chrst’s kingdom—fever or no fever ”

Having been completely baffled 1 his search for
a healthful location for mission work, Livingstone
now turns his thoughts to the second object he has
had 1n view, and endeavors to find a highway to the
sea, pushing forward to the west coast The proba-
bility of s falling by the way 1s ever before him,
but, as he often says, “Cannot the love of Chrst
carry the mussionary where the slave trade carnes

[411
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the trader?” So with a band of Makololo, the best
natives with whom he cver travelled. he plunges
boldly mto thc unknown country.

Yet cven the best natives Livingstone finds ready
to succumb o cvery trouble, and weak and hielpless
except as he mfuses Ins own strength and courage
into them. Of physical strength he himsclf had but
hittle. Dunng this ternble journey of seven months,
from November 1853 to Junc 1854, he had thirty-
onc attacks of itermittent fever. The story of
incredible hardships, sichness, hunger, constant vad-
ing through swollen strcams, tedious delays, and
harassing exactions of hostile tnibes has been thnll-
ingly told m Livingstonc’s first published Travels
which made his name a houschold word in England
and America

When at last he reached the Portugucse settle-
ment of St Paul de Loanda on the coast, it was as
a skeleton clothed 1n tatters, and he was soon pros-
trated by a long and distressing illness  But even
this tnal had its alleviations e speaks of the
dehghtful sensation of resting on a comfortable bed
after so many months of lymg upon the ground
The kind attentions of the Portuguese traders and
others were also refreshing to the soul of the weary
and lonely explorer

‘When he had once more regained his strength
he might have set sail immediately for England and
Ins wife and children The two years of abscnce had
gone by, and great must have been the temptation
to go to them at once But he had promised the
natives who had accompamed him that he would
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bring them back to their homes, and he knew that
they were quite unable to perform that formidable
journey without him Besides, he had not yet
accomplished his object He had found no safe
locahity for a muission, nor any practicable highway
to the sea So once more he plunged mto the wilder-
ness, and with a repetition of his former hardships,
and {ar more loss of time, brought his followers back
to their homes

It was Tus carnest desire to bring them all safely
home, and 1 pont of fact the whole twenty-seven
returned 1n good health, notwithstanding all the
penls of the way, owing largely, doubtless, to lus
careful oversight. No wonder that his followers had
an extraordmary regard for him Once when cross-
mng a niver the ox he was nding threw him off mto
the water, and at once about twenty of his men
made a simultaneous rush for his rescue, and therr
Joy at his safely was very great

On his way back to the Barotse country Living-
stone had a severc attack of rheumatic fever “I got
1t by sleeping 1n the wet,” he says “There was no
help for it Every part of a plain was flooded ankle
deep We got soaked by going on, and sodden if we
stood still ” The ramn was often so drenching that
he had to put lis watch under his arm-pit to keep
it dry His bed was on the wet grass with only a
horse-cloth between to keep off a Iittle of the damp-
ness “It s true that I suffered severely from fever,”
he wntes again, “but iny experience cannot be taken
as a fair enterion m the matter Compelled to slecp
on the damp ground month after month, exposed
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to drenching showess, and getting the Jower extrem-
itics wetted 1wo or three tnnes avers day, hving on
mamoc roots and meal, and cvpored dunng many
hours cach day to the direc 1ays of the sun with
the thermometer standmg above 967 m {he <hade—
these constituie a more pitiful lvgiene than any
snceeedmg missionarics will have to endure”

As they near the home of most of his followers
matters bnghten, and he writes. “ Our progress
down the Barotse valley was quute an ovation: the
people werc wonderfully kind, and cverv village gave
us an ox and someclimes tvo I felt most deeplv
grateful, and tried to benefit them m the only way
I could, by imparting the knowledge of that Savior
who alonc can comfort them n thc time of need,
and of that good Spirit who alone can mstruct them
and Icad them into Ins kingdom’ On amwing ot
thar journey’s end, a day of thanksgiving was
observed (July 23d, 1855 )

After a few months of rest, months in which,
however, he did not fail to work and pray for the
salvation of those about him, Livingstone sct out
once morc on lus weary way,—this fime to the cast
coast, which scemed to promise better than the
west  Tie followed the course of the Zambes: river,
discovering the wonderful Victora Falls, hike a scc-
ond Niagara, but grander and more astomshing
Two subjccts that occupied much of his thoughts
on thesc long journcys were the configuration of
the country, and the best way of conducting mus-
sions and bringing the Afncans to Chrnst
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On this journey he was often in extreme danger
from the natives, but lus trust in the Lord never
faltered “Travelling from day to day among bar-
barians,” he imself says—and 1t 1s the umversal
testtmony of those who have tried 1t—"cxerts a most
benumbing effect on the rchgious feelings of the
soul,” but Ius private journals show that through
all the obstacles and trials that beset hum he stood
firmly upon the Rock, Christ Jesus

~ When in immunent peril at the confluence of the
Zambes1 and Loangwa, he wntes i his journal
January 14, 1856. “Thank God for His great mercies
thus far How soon I may be called to stand before
Him, my nghteous Judge, I know not All hearts
are in His hands, and merciful and gracious 1s the
Lord our God O Jesus, grant me resignation to
Thy will, and entire rehiance on Thy powerful hand
On Thy word alone I lean But wilt Thou permut
me to plead for Africa? The cause 1s Thine What
an mmpulse will be given to the 1dea that Africa is
not open if I pensh now! See, O Lord, how the
heathen nse up agamst me as they did to Thy Son
I commit my way unto Thee, I trust also mn Thee
that Thou wilt direct my steps Thou givest wis-
dom liberally to all who ask Thee—give it to me,
my Father My family 1s Thine They are i the
best hands Oh! be gracious, and all our smns do
Thou blot out

‘A gulty, weak and helpless worm
On Thy kind arms I fall’

Leave me not, forsake me not I cast myself and
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all my care down at Thy feet Thou knowest all I
neced, for time and for cteimty ”

At this time he had just made the discovery of
two healthy nidges at the mouth of the Loangwa,
which had given hum new hope for missions and
commcrce, hence the special cainestness with which
he pleads that if the Lord will he may be spared
stll longer to do Ius work MHe was anxous that
others should know of lus success m at last finding
a healthful locality, and chernished the earnest hope
that the dircctors would cstablish a mission there

When he finally recached Quilimane, another
Portugucse scttlement on the cast coast, in May,
1856, a few days less than four years from the time
of his leaving the Capc had clapsed In this time
he had crossed the entire continent—a feat never
before accomplished by a European—and that anud
hardships and dangers to which all but the bravest
and most persevering would have ncvitably suc-
cumbed That his wonderful success as an explorer
had not been unrecognized 1s shown 1n the fact that
i May, 1855, the Geographical Society had awarded
him their gold medal—the highest honor they had
to bestow

The Astronomer-royal at the Cape, Mr Maclear,
had said of lum “He has done that which few other
travellers 1 Afrnica can boast of he has fixed his
geographical pomnts with very great accuracy, and
yet he 15 only a poor missionary ” But now as Dr
Livingstone once more emerges mto civilized
rcgions, he finds himself no longer the obscure
missionary, but the world-renowned discoverer
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Let us not imagine, however, that he had lost
anything of lus nussionary spinit m the zeal of the
explorer All through these journeys he had con-
stantly preached the gospel to the vamous tribes
through whose countries he passed Even when too
1ll to hold lus usual Sabbath scrvices he would make
use of a magic lantern, with pictures of Scripture
scencs. He could thus convey important truths in
a way particularly attractive to his rude audiences
Before he set out on tlus journey he wrote to his
father “I am a mussionary, heart and soul. God
had an only Son, and He was a missionary and a
physician A poor, poor imitation of Him I am,
or wish to be In this service I hope to hive, 1n it
I wish to die” And a sentence penned toward the
close of lus journcy shows with what spit 1t had
been carned through “Viewed 1n relation to my
calling,” he wntes, “the end of the geographical feat
15 only the beginning of the enterprse.”






CHAPTER VII

FIRST VISIT TO ENGLAND

JILE still at Quilimane a communication

recenned from the London Missionary Soct-
ety disturbed Livingstone not a httle. It informed
lum that the financial circumstances of the society
were such that 1t could not venture to undertake
unined any remote and difficult fields of labor The
Doctor naturally understood this to mean that his
proposals were dechmed He replied to the society’s
agent at Cape Town that he had thought that Ius
preaching, comversation and tiavel were as nearly
connected wath the spread of the gospel as the Boers
would allow them to be His plan of opemng up a
path from ether the east or the west coast had
recerved the formal approbation of the directors,
and m carrying 1t out he felt that he was doing good
service to the cause of Christ Seven times had he
been m perl of his hife from savage men, while
laboniously pursuing that plan and never doubting
that he was n the path of duty He closes thus
“I shall not boast of what I have done, but the
wonderful mercy I have received will constramn me
to follow out the work i spite of the veto of the
Board If 1t 15 according to the will of God, means
will be provided fromher quarters ”’

Now at last Livinfstoné Telt that-he-might revisit

TRy g

“dear old England,} and”after & jongjand jperilous

f
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voyage he once more joyfully grected his wife and
clnldren  But Ius joy was mmgled with sadness, for
the loved father whom he also longed to sce was
no more upon carth, While ins son was on Ins way
home he had deparied “full of faith and peace ’
“You wished so much to see David,” said his daugh-
ter to him as the end drew ncar “Ay, very muchi,
very much, but the will of the Lord be done ™ Then
after a pause, “But I think T'll know whatever 1
worth knowing about him. When you sce lum, tell
him I think so.” When Livingstone returned to Tus
childhood’s home the sight of Ius father’s empty
chair decply affected lnm  Onc of Iis sisters wntes

“The first eveming he asked all about Ins illness and
death One of us remarking that after he knew he
was dving lus spints seemed to nise, David burst
mto tears At faimly worship that cvenmg he said
with deep feehng “We bless Thee, O Lord. for
our parents, we give Thee thanks for the dead who
has dicd 1n the Lord.””

Besides the joy of being welcomed by those who
were nearest and dearest to lum, Dr Livingstonc
now found limself welcomed to the socicty of the
best and most crment 1n the land, and the recipr-
ent of honors and distinctions innumerable “Tray-
eller, geographer, zoologist, astronomer, missionary,
physician and mercantile director, did ever man sus-
tain so many characters at once? Or cd ever man
perform the duties of each with such pamnstaking
accuracy, and so great success?”

Having been urged to gather up the results of his
journey and give them 1n the form of a book to the
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public, a large part of the year 1857 was manly
occupted with the labor of wnting Although he
had ample matenial in his journals, the task of
arrangement and transcription was necessanly very
tedious In fact Livingstone used to say that he
would rather cross Africa than wite another book!
Complaint has sometimes been made that so much
of this book 1s occupied with matters of science,
descriptions of plants and animals, and geographical
mquines, and so little with what directly concerns
the work of the missionary If the information given
and the views expressed on missionary topics were
all put together they would constitute no msigmfi-
cant contnbution to missionary literature  But Lav-
mgstone recognized himself as only a pioncer
missionary enterprise Probably no missionary in
Africa had preached to so many blacks, but 1n most
cases he had been a sower of seed, and not a reaper
of harvests He had indeed been the mstrument of
turming some from darkness to light, but he felt
that the missionary work of the interior of Africa
was yet to be done By showing the vast field nipe
for the harvest he sought to arouse the enthusiasm
of Chrnistian people, and lead them to take posses-
sion of Afnca for Chnist He wished to interest men
of science, men of commerce, men of all sorts
the welfare of Africa He would faithfully record
what he himself knew, and let others build with
his materials With himself always “the end of the

geographical feat 1s only the beginming of the
enterprise
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Busy and tired with the labors of authorship as
he was, this must have been one of the happicst
penods of s hfe. Often he worked with his chil-
dren about him, undisturbed by all thewr noise and
play After the years of lonelness which he had
passed, their mere presence must have been a satis-
faction Often he would walk and romp with them.
A favonte pastime with mm when walking near the
woods was suddenly to plunge mto the underbrush,
and sct them looking for him, as people searched for
him afterwards when he disappeared in Afrca, and
then as suddenly to reappear from somc entircly
unexpected quarter

Through the handsome conduct of his publishers
and the great success of the Missionary Travels, his
book brought Inm a small fortune, of which all that
he thought 1t his duty to reserve for his children
was enough to educate them and prepare them for
their part m ife A large portion of the profits went
to forward directly the great object to which Ius
heart and hife had been already given.

Finding lumself 1 the autumn of 1857 free from
his labors as an author, Livingstone moved more
freely through the country. attending meetings and
giving addresses It was, however, more from an
appreciation of the kindness shown him, and a
desire to be obhiging, than from any wish to push
himself forward, that he accepted these public invi-
tations He was anxious to return to his chosen Iife-
work, and he was too modest a man to enjoy the
honmizing which he so frequently received But as
long as the opportumty was-given um he was glad
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. to strive to arouse an iterest m the evangelization
of Afnca, and to speak a word, as opportumity
offered, for hus Master.

It was 1n this year that he took a step which has
- often been severely criticised, viz, the sevenng of
his connection with the London Missionary Society.
Yet this was a thoroughly conscientious step, taken
because he felt that God had called hum to be a
pioneer 1 the work of opeming the continent of
+ Afnca, which might seem to many to be too remote
" from the immediate office of a missionary to war-
tant his receiving a salary from funds contributed
solely for that work He therefore thought 1t best to
accept a position tendered him as consul, with gov-
crnment salary, at Qulhimane, for the eastern coast
and a portion of the interior of Africa, and also as
commander of an expedition for explonng the
eastern and central portions of the country Yet
while making these arrangements, he closed an
impressive address at’Cambridge with these words,
following an earnest appeal that many of his hear-
ers should enter upon missionary work themselves

“If you knew the satisfaction of performing a
duty as well as the gratitude to God which the
nussionary must always feel in being chosen for so
noble and sacred a calling, you would have no hesi-
tation 1 embracing 1t For my own part I have
never ceased to rejoice that God has appomted me
to such an office People talk of the sacnfice I have
made m spending so much of my life in Africa Can
that be called a sacnifice which 1s sumply paid back
4as a small part of a great debt owing to our God,
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which we can never repay? . Amidety, sichness,
suffering or danger now and then, with a {oregoing
of the common convemences and chantics of this
hfc may make us pausc and cause the spmt to waver.
and the soul to siuk, but let {his only be for a
moment Al these me nothing when compared
with the glory which shall hercafter be revealed 1o
and for us I never made a saenfice Of this we
ought not to talk when we remember the great sac-
nfice which He made who left His Father s throne
on Ingh to give Himsclf for us, ‘who bemng the
brightness of that Father's glory, and the espress
image of His person, and upholding all things by
the word of His power, when Ile had bv Himself
purged our sins, sat down on the nght hand of the
Majesty on Ingh’ I beg to direct sour attention
to Africa, I know that m a few years T shall be cut
off 1in that country which 1s now open, do not let it
be shut agam!' T go back to Africa 1o make an open
path for commerce and Chnstiamty. do you carny

out the work which T hate begun I rowe ir wirn
you!”

In another address he says “For my own part
{ go out as a missionary My object 1n Africa s
not only the clevation of man. but that the country
might be so opened that man might see the nced

of Tus soul’s salvation ” These words need no com-
mentary.

Lavingstone’s visit to England, though compara-
tively short, taken in conncction wath his previous
labors, had effected quite a revolution of ideas in
regard to Africa Men were surpnsed to find that
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-mnstead of a great sandy desert 1t was so nich and
productive a land The imprcssion had been quite
general that the blacks were brutish and ferocious
n a marked degree, but Livingstone showed, as
Moffat had shown before him, that, nightly dealt
with, they were teachable, affectionate, and the pos-
sessors of many good quahities On the slave-trade
of the mterior he had already thrown a ghastly ight,
though 1 his later journeys he was stll more
impressed by its enormities He had thrown hight
. also on the structure of Africa, marking down lus
discoveries upon 1ts map with the greatest accuracy
He had made appeals, too, m the cause of mussions,

with the effect of arousing considerable interest
1 them.

As for himself his heart yearned after his fiends,
the Makololo, and he would gladly have been their
missionary, but as duty called lum elsewhere he
made an arrangement with his brotherin-law, Mr
John Moffat, to become their missionary nstead,
giving lum an outfit and salary for five years out of
Ius own prvate means An amount was thus pledged
and paid nearly equal to all the salary which he
received as consul duning three years.






CHAPTER VIII

EXPEDITION TO THE ZAMBLSI

R. LIVINGSTONE had told lus faithful fol-
lowers 1n Africa that nothing but death should
prevent his returning to them, and he kept hus word.
In March, 1858, with his beloved wife, hus youngest
son, and the members of the. expedition, he set sail
from Liverpool The steamer also carried the sec-
tions of a steam-launch, called Ma Robert, from
Mrs. Livingstone’s African name, meaning the
mother of Robert, the cldest son This boat 1t was
hoped would be of the greatest use mn the explora-
tion of the Zambes: and 1its tnbutanies Now at last
the future seemed to open brightly before him
Ample funds were at his disposal, as well as a force
adequate to all the demands of such an expedition
Instead of weanly tramping over the country he
now had a little steamer to carry lum where he
liked, and last, but not least, lus wife hoped not to
leave hum agan,

But these bright hopes were not to be all realized
His first great disappointment occurred when on
. Amving at Cape Town the poor health of Mrs Lav-
Ingstone prevented her accompanying hum further
She accordingly went to her parents at Kuruman,
hoping at some future tme to rejoin her husband
on the Zambes:

[571



58 Life of David Livingstonc

At first the expedition prospered 1n spite of some
drawbacks The remamder of 1858 and almost all
of 1859 were occupied m explonng the Zambes
and 1ts tributary, the Shiré The discovery of the
beautiful Lake Nyassa took place mn Seplember,
1859 From the very first, Lavingstone saw the
mmportance of this lake and the Shire valley as the
key to Central Afnnica Since then 1t has been more
and more evident that lus opimion was correct He
thought much of the desirability of a Bnitish colony,
and 1if twenty or thirty families from among the
Scotch or English poor would come out as an expern-
ment, he was ready to give £2,000 towards the enter-
prise, without saymng from whom the assistance
came He felt that the surest way to discourage the
trade 1o slaves was to develop the trade mn cotton,
and that Chnstian families would do more to pro-
mote the cause of Chnst among the natives than
solitary mussionanes could do The configuration of
the Shire valley 1s particularly favorable for colom-
zation, three broad plateaus nsing from the nver,
one above another, to the height of 5,000 feet As
to the ferhibty of the land, the statement was made
in 1887 that while of three coffee plants taken out
to the Shire lulls eight years before from the Edin-
burgh Botanic Gardens only one had survived, the
fruits of that one had already amounted to seventy
bags of many hundred weight, and of the finest
growth “The culture is a commercial success,” says
the organ of the present Umversities’ Mission, “and
should result 1n time 1n covering all the Inlls and
plateaus around the lake with this best foe of the
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slave-trade, and best substitute for the fast disap-
pearing vory ”

But to go back to our expedition, the Ma Robert,
which had promised so well at first, soon disap-
pomted them greatly Her consumption of coal was
enormous, the furnace had to be started hours
before the steam was serviceable, she snorted so
hornbly that she was called “The Asthmatic,” and,
after all, canoes could easily pass her when she was
making her utmost speed Dr Livingstone was
greatly mortified to find that he had been decewved.
He had thought that he was getting a great bargamn,
because the ship-bwlder had professed to do so
much through “love of the cause ”

We can have httle 1dea of the tnals of such an
expedition even at 1ts best Now the heat and the
mosquitoes, the delays, the stoppages on sandbanks,
the almost mcredible struggle for fuel—Livingstone
wntes that 1t took all hands a day and a half to cut
one day’s fuel—the monotony of existence, the
malarious chimate, the frequent attacks of 1llness, all
had a most trymg effect, “Very curious,” wrntes Liv-
Ingstone, “arc the effects of African fever on certain
minds Cheerfulness vanishes, and the whole mental
horizon 15 overcast with black clouds of gloom The
hvehest joke cannot provoke even the semblance
of a smile Nothing 15 nght, nothing pleases the
fever-stricken victim

The commander had difficulties also in managing
Tus own countrymen which he did not have with
the natives He ‘was so conscientious, so thoroughly
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m carnest himsclf, that he could endure nothing
that seemed like tnfling with duty.

Travelling, even m a cvilized country and sur-
rounded by all the convemences and even luxuries
at the service of the modern tournst, 15 said to be
pecuharly apt to bring out the disagreeable trarts m
one’s character. But those who continued to cnjoy
his friendship never weaned of spcaking of Living:
stone’s dehghtful qualities as a companion in travel,

and of the warm sunshine which he had the faculty
of spreading about him

It 15 not often that Dr Livingstone speaks of the
delicacies of his table, but once on this trip so novel
a dish 1s scrved up that he has to tell us about 1t

“June, 1859, We had been very abundantly sup-
phed with first-rate stores, but we were unforfunate
enough to lose a considerable portion of them, and
had now to bear the privation as best we could On
the way down we purchased a few gigantic cabbages
and pumpkins at a natve village below Mazaro
Our dinners had usually consisted of but a smgle
course, but we were surpnsed the next day by our
black cook from Sierra Leone bearing m a sécond
course “What have you got there?” was asked n
wonder ‘A tart, sir” ‘A tart! Of what 15 1t made?’
‘Of cabbages, sir’ As we had no sugar, and could
not ‘make believe’ as m the days of boyhood, we did
not enjoy the feast that Tom’s genius had prepared ”

Wherever he goes Dr Livingstone studies the
trces, plants and fruits of the region with a view to
commerce He 15 no less interested to watch the
treatment of fever when cases occur, and 1s gratified
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to observe the efficacy of medicines of lus own
- preparation,

Once he has an escape from a rhinoccros as
remarkable as that from the lon The ammal came
dashing at lum, and suddenly stopped from some
unknown reason when close to lum, giving him time
to escape Apparently the unwonted sight of a
white man had filled the beast with astomishment,
and quite destroyed his presencc of mind

Coming among his old friends, the Makololo, in
1860, their expressions of kindness and confidence
greatly touched lum But this confidence was wholly
the result of Ius way of treating them “It ought
never to be forgotten,” says he, “that imfluence
among the heathen can be acquired only by patient
continuance m well-doing, and that good manners
are as necessary among barbanans as among the civ-
thzed ” Such was his theory, and such no less s
practice. He, too, could have confidence 1n them,
as appears from the fact that he found on his return
to Linyanti that the wagons and other articles which
he had left there seven vears before had been
untouched, save by the weather and the white ants

While among these people Livingstone labored
unweanedly fo1 therr spintual good The last sub-
- 1ect on which he preached to them at this hime was
the great resurrection They told Inm that they
could not believe 1t possible that the particles of
the body should ever be reumted Dr Livingstone
gave them i reply a chemical illustration, and then
referred to the aathority of the Book from wlich
the doctrine was denved, and the poor people were
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more willing to give 1n to the authomnty of the Bible
than to the chemical illustration Here, as always,
the reference to the truth of the Bible and 1ts
Author seemed to have far more mfluence over the
native mind than any cleverness of illustration,
though that doubtless, too, had a certain weight of
its own, k



CHAPTER IX

DEATH OF MRS, LIVINGSTONE

T THE beginming of 1861 a new steamer, the
Pioneer, arnved, which, though not alto-
gether satisfactory, was yet a great improvement on
the Ma Robert, which was now totally useless This
boat was given by the English government for the
navigation of the Zambest and Shire, and 1t carried
the sections of the Lady Nyassa, designed to float
on the waters of Lake Nyassa, and bought by Lav-
Ingstone at the cost of £6,000, the greater part of
the profits of his book

_During this year he explored the River Rovuma,
and assisted Bishop Mackenzie and his co-laborers
to estabhish the Universihes’ Mission on the Shire,
"-orgamized m response to a personal appeal from
Livingstone to the Enghsh universities The bishop
Was a man after Livingstone’s own heart, and the
Tmission was opened with the brightest hopes of suc-
cess, doomed, alas, to speedy disappomntment This
mission was cre long wirtually, though not abso-
lutely, broken up by the death of Bishop Mackenzie
and several of his most efficient co-workers This
Was a ternble blow to Dr Livingstone, but 1t was
followed by one sull heavier, the death of his wife

Tatly i January, 1862, Livingstone’s wife was
once more at his side, after an absence of four years
fter returning to her children 1 Scotland, where

[631
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she spent a year of great lonehness and dcpression,
and mtense longing for her husband, she had come
back to Africa and rejoined hum on the little steamer
on the Zambesi, with bright plans for a happy home
on the Nyassa.

Only three short months, however, were they
together before lus wife was taken from him After
an illness of a few days only, her spint passcd away,
and the man who had faced calmly so many deaths,
and braved so many dangers, knelt by her death-bed
utterly broken down, and weeping like a child

Livingstone says Iittle in Tus nest book, The Zam-
best and its Trnbutaries, of the death of his wife
He cannot publish to the world the deepest feelings
of hus heart, but his journals give us some 1nkling of
what he suffered 1n her loss “It 1s the first heavy
stroke I have suffered, and quite takes away my
strength I wept over her who well desersed many
tears I loved her when I marned her, and the
longer I lived wath her I loved her the more God
pity the poor children, who were all tenderly
attached to her, and I am left alone in the world by
one whom I felt to be a part of myself I hope 1t
may, by divine grace, lead me to realize heaven as
my home, and that she has but preceded me 1 the
journey Oh, my Mary, my Mary, how often we
have longed for a quiet home since you and I were
cast adnft at Kolobeng Surely the removal by a
kind Father who knoweth our frame means that He
rewarded you by taking you to the best home, the
cternal one 1 the heavens Yor the first time
m my hfe I feel willing to die”
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In a letter wntlen two days after Mrs Living-
stone’s death he says ““This heavy stroke quite takes
the heart out of me .. I try to bend to the blow
as from our heavenly Father I shall do my

duty, but 1t 15 with a darkened hornzon that I set
* about it”

" A pleasant httle glmpse of home life 15 given m
a later entry 1 his journal “The loss of my ever
dear Mary hes like a heavy weight on my hecart In
our mtercourse 1 private there was often morc than
what would be thought by some a decorous amount
of mernment and play. I said to her a few days
before her fatal illness. ‘Our old bodies ought now
to be more sober, and not play so much’ ‘Oh no,
sad she, ‘you must always be as playful as you have
always been, T would not like you to be as grave as
some folks I have seen’ This when I know her
Prayer was that she might be spared to be a help
and comfort to me 1 my great work, led me to fecl
what I have always believed to be the true way, to
let the head grow wise, but keep the heart always
young and playful She was ready and anwous to
Wwotk, but has been called away to serve God 1n a

llgher sphere ”

The days after Ius wife’s death were spent by

I Lvingstone m wnting fully to his children and
famuly fnends m regard to his great loss s letler
t? s waife’s mother, Mrs Moffat, reached her at
Kuruman by way of England The sad tidings first
- tme to her through traders, but before the news
Came she had wntten a long letter to her daughter,
ull of joy and gratitude that she and her husband
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had been permutted to meet again, and full of bnght
hopes for therr future For a whole month before
this letter was wnitten poor Mary had been sleeping
under the baobab tree at Shupanga!

Tt 1s sad 1o read that, 1n addition to all their other
tnals, Livingstone and his wife had not been able
to escape the tongue of slander In lus letter to his
mother1n-law 1s this allusion “I regret, as there are
always regrets after onc’s loved ones arc gone, that
the slander, which unfortunately reached her ears
from muissionary gossips and others, had an mnfluence
on me 1n allowing her to come before we were faily
on Lake Nyassa A doctor of divinity said, when her
devotion to her family was praised ‘Oh, she 1s no
good, she 1s here because her husband cannot live
with her” The last day will tell another tale”

Mrs Moffat 1n her reply says “As for the cruel
scandal that seems to have hurt you both so much,
those who smd 1t did not know you as a couple
In all our mtercourse with you, we mever had a
doubt as to your bemng comforlable together 1
know there are some maudhn ladies who msmnuate
when a man leaves hus family frequently, no matter
how noble 15 his object, that he 1s not comfortable
at home But we can afford to smmle at tlis and
say ‘The day will declare 1t’”

To Ins daughter Agnes, after the account of her
mother’s death Livingstone wrtes “Dear Nannie,
she often thought of you, and when once from the
violence of the disease she was dehnous, she called
out, ‘See, Agnes 15 falling down a precipice’” May
our Heavenly Savior, who must be your father and
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guide, preserve you from falling mto the gulf of s
over the precipice of temptation Dear Agnes. I
feel alone m the world now, and what will the poor
dear baby do without her mamma? She often spoke
of her and sometimes burst into a flood of tears,
just as I now do m taking up and arranging the
things left by my beloved partner of cightcen years
I bow to the divine hand that chastens me
God grant that I may learn the lesson He means
to teach! All she told you to do she now enforccs,
as 1f beckomng fiom heaven Nanme dear, meet her
there Don’t lose the crown of joy she now wears,
and the Lord be gracious to you m all things
I pity you on recciving this; but 1t 1s the Lord
Your sorrowing and lonely father ”

Letters of hke tenor were written to every mtr-
mate friend Livingstonc’s heart scemed to find
rchief 1 pounng itself out n praise of her whom
he loved so dcarly, and whom he should sec no
more on carth How he must have yearned m this
time of desolation for the comfort of the human
sympathy. the clasp of the loving hands, of those
dear to him, thousands of mulcs away But He who
alone can give true comfort, and who 1s just as near
to s followers m the jungles of Africa as n the
peaceful homes of England and Amernca, gave him
His peace, and courage to keep on his way, lonely
yet undaunted, “fant yet pursuing,”






CHAPTER X

THE SLAVE-TRADE

T could not have been easy for Dr. Livingstone

to take up his work again, but how he was able
to do 1t at all may be inferred from these words,
wntten at the time to lus friend, Rev Mr Waller,
of the Umverstties’ Mission “Thanks for your kind
sympathy In return, I say, chensh exalted thoughts
of the great work you have undertaken Itisa work
which, if faithful, you will look back on with satis-
faction while the eternal ages roll on their everlast-
g course, The devil will do all he can to hinder
you by efforts from without and from within, but

remember Him who 1s with you, and will be with
you always

As soon as he was able to brace himself for his
- work, he undertook the task of helping to put the
Lady Nyassa together, and to launch her This was
achieved about the last of June, 1862, to the great
astomshment of the natives, who could not com-
prehend how 1ron should float This was an excel-
lent steamboat, and could she have been got to the
lake would have done well But unhappily the rany
season had passed, and this could not now be accom-
plshed until December. Here was another great
disappointment In the meantime Livingstone again
took up the explorations m which he had been
engaged when he went with Bishop Mackenzie to

[691
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had breathed therr last. . Many had ended their
misery under shady trees, others under projectmg
crags m the hills, while others lay 1n thewr huts with
closed doors, which when opened disclosed the
mouldenng corpse with the poor rags around the
loins, the skull fallen off the pillow, the little skele-
ton of the child, that had pershed first, rolled up
1 a mat between two large skeletons The sight of
tlus desert, but exghtcen months ago a well-peopled
valley, now lterally strewn with human bones,
forced the conviction upon us that the destruction
of human hfe mn the middle passage, however great,
conshitutes but a small portion of the waste, and
made us feel that unless the slave-trade—that mon-
ster miquity which has so long brooded over Afnca

—1s put down, lawful commerce cannot be estab-
lished ”

At fist Dr Livingstone had been somewhat
mchned to think that the cnormities of the slave-
tradc were sometimes exaggerated Now he was con-
vinced that they were “beyond cxaggeration ”

Sometimes he was able to sct the captives fiec,
as on the journey to Loanda, which was begun by
a blessed act of iumanity, as he boldly summoncd
a trader to release a band of captives, so that cighteen
souls were restored to freedom who else would have
becn miserable slaves On another occasion, also
previous to this time, he and his companions had
rescucd a slave-party of manacled men, women and
children Each man had lus neck m the fork of a
stout stick siv or seven feet long, and kept mn by an
on rod nveted at both ends across the throat
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With a saw one by onc the men were sawed out
mto frecdom Many of the party were claldren
about five years old o1 cven less Two women had
been shot the day before {or attempting to untic
the thongs, m order that the rest might be wntim-
dated, onc woman had had her mfant’s brams
knocked out because she could not carry both it and
her load, and a man was despatched with an axe
because he had broken down with fatigne Eighty-
four, chicfly women and children, were set free; and
on bemg told that they mught go where they
pleased, or remam with their liberators, they all
chose to stay, and the ishop wiscly attached them
to the mussion. then just opened. to be cducated as
members of a Chnstian famly  In thus way a
great difficulty 1n the establishiuent of a nussion was
oveicome, for years are usually required to mstl
such confidence nto the natives” minds as to induce

them—n any large numbers at least—to submut to
the guidance of strangers

But while the 1clease of slaves on their way to
the coast was sometimes cffected, more frequently
etther 1t could not be accomplished, or 1t was felt
to be unwise, as the helpless victims of the slave-
agent were hikely, if rescued, to fall agam into his

pritiless hands, when their last state would inevitably
be worse than their first

A few extracts from Livingstone’s books, The
Zambes: and its Tributaries and the Last Journals,

will give added reason for lus intense feeling on
this subject
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“The asserbion has been rished, beecause no one
was in a condition to deny 1if, that the slavetrade
was like any other branch of commerce, subject to
the law of supply and demand, and that thereforc
it ought to be free. From what we have scen. it
imolies so much of murder 1 1L as an essential
clement, that it can scarccly be allowed to remam
in the catalogue of commeree, any more than gar-
1timg, thuggee, or prracy ”

“Junc 26th, 1866.—\We passed a slave woman
shot or stabbed through the bods, and lying on the
path It was said an Arab who passed carly that
mormng had done 1t in anger at losing the price he
had mven for her, because she was unable to walk
any longer”

“June 27th.—To-day we came upon a man dead
from starvation, as he was sery thin Onc of our
men wandered and found a number of slaves with
slave-sticks on, abandoned by their master for want
of food They were too weak to be able to speak
or say where they had come from, some were quite
young "

“Not more than onc in five ever reach the ‘kind
masters’ in Cuba and elsewhere, whom, according
to slave-owners’ imterpretation of Senpture, Piovi-
dence miended {or them ”

“We had a long discussion about the slave-trade.
The Arabs have told the chuef that our object in
capturing slaves 1s to get them into our own pos-
session and make them of our own religion The
evils winch we have seen, the skulls, the ruined
villages, the numbers who perish on the way to the

- r
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coast and on the sea, the wholesale murders com-
mitted by the Waiyau to bwld up Arab villages clse-
where—these things Mukate often tned to turn oft
with a laugh. but our remarks are safcly lodged in
many hearts Next day, as we went along, our guides
spontaneously delinvered therr substance to the dif-
ferent villages along our route . . It 1s but hittle
we can do, but we lodge a protest i the heart
aganst a vilc system, and time may nipen 1t Therr
great argument 1s “What could we do wathout Arab
cloth” My answer s ‘Do what you did before the
Arabs came mto the country’ At the present rate
of destruction of population, the whole country will
soon be a desert”

“The strangest disease I have seen m this coun-
try seems really to be broken-heartedness. and it
attacks free men who have been captured and made
slaves Speaking with many who died from 1t, they
ascribed their only pam to the heart, and placed the
hand correctly on the spot, though many think that
the organ stands lugh up under the breast-bone
Some slavers expressed surprise to me that they
should die, seemng they had plenty to eat and no

work It seems to be really broken hearts of
which they die”

Dr Livingstone’s servants afterwards sad in
answer to questions, that the sufferings of these
captives were ternible Many died because 1t was
impossible for them to carry a burden on the head
while marching 1 the heavy yoke, winch weighs
usually from tlurty to forty pounds Children for
a ttme would keep up with wonderful endurance,
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but sometimes the sound of dancing and the merry
tinkle of the small drums would fall on their ears in
passing near to a village, then the memory of home
and happy days proved too much for them, they
cnied and sobbed, the “broken heart” came on, and
they rapidly sank The adults, as a rule, never had
been slaves before, and were so now only through
treachery The Arabs would often promise a present
to villagers if they would act as guides to some
distant point. As soon as they were far enough from
their friends, they were seized and pmned mnto the
slave-sticks, or yokes, from which there was no
cscape These poor fellows would die, as stated
above, talking to the last of their wives and chil-
dren, who would never know what became of them

Much more might be quoted i regard to this
fearful traffic in humanity. but one more evtract
will suffice “When endeavoring to give some
account of the slave-trade of East Africa, 1t was nec-
essary to keep far within the truth, o order not to
be thought gulty of exaggeration, but, in sober
seriousness, the subject does not admut of exaggera-
tion To overdraw its evils 15 a sumple 1mpossibility
The sights I have seen, though common imadents
of the traffic, are so nauseous that I always strive
to dnive them from memory In the case of most
cisagreeable recollections I can succeed, in time, 1
consigning them to oblivion, but the slavery scenes
come back unbidden, and make me start up at
mght, hornfied by their vividness.”






CHAPTER XI

RECALL, AND LAST VISIT TO ENGLAND

R LIVINGSTONE'S heart was saddened also
by the further news from the mission that
several more of the mssionanes had succumbed to
the Afnican fever. Of his own party some were 5o
reduced by 1illness that they had to return to Eng-
land, and now there were but two Europeans 1n 1t
besides himself We do not need to dwell on the
noble spint shown by Livingstone in remaming m
the country m loneliness and sorrow, amud such
appalhing scenes as everywhere met him His devo-
tion to duty 1n spite of every obstacle, speaks for
itself
At the Murchison cataracts the Lady Nyassa was
taken to pieces, while the party began to construct
a road around the thirty-five or forty miles of the
rapids, in order to convey the steamer to the lake
But before this work was completed Livingstone
receved a dispatch from Earl Russell, recalling the
espedition  Of course this was a great disappomnt-
ment, though not altogether a surprise The reasons
given for the recall of the espedition were that,
though not through any fault of Dr Livingstone’s,
1t had not accomphshed the objects for which 1t had
been designed, and that 1t had proved much more
costly than had been ongmally expected Perhaps,
too, the government felt that 1ts remonstrances with

f771
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the Portuguese government were of no avail. and
that then relabions were beconung teo uncom-
forlable

It was unforlunate that thie recall should have
ocewred before Iavmgstone had becu able to plice
the steamer. on which he had spent half Ins fortum,
on Lake Nuassa  TTe had hoped that the British
government would at Teast partialh rambnese him
for tlns outlay, but it was never done

At no previous e had Livingstone been so
completely hanmed mn by discouragenents as now
The expedition had been reealled, and Ins hopes of
scemg the Lady Nyassa floating on the waters of
the Iake had been hrought to an end, hie had been
gnievously afiicted m the death of Bichop Macken-
«ic and s assouiates. and had recened a «hll more
crushing blow 1 the loss of s wife, discase had
wasted and depressed han, he had had disappomnt-
ments and delavs without number, and apparently
all Tus cfforts to de good had been turnad to evil.
But. undcterred by all these tioubles, he resohed
to take the last opportumty of explonng the banks
of the Nyassa, cven af 1t could only be by the weari-
some process of “trudgze-tindgmg ™ Why should he
not go home, and scek 1 the compamonship of ns
children and fiiends the comfort and the rest that
he needed? A single sentence in a letter to a friend,
wrtten while the recall was only m contemplation,
cyplains why “In my casc duty would not lead me
home, and home, therefore, 1 would not go ”

So, with a small company of attendants, Living-
stonc sets out to visit the northern end of the lake,
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and if possible, to reach Lake Moero, of which he
had heard as lying at some distance to the west
But this object he 15 unable to accomplish, as they
ate detamed by 1llncss, and he has not sufhicient
time at Tus disposal, the strict orders of government
. bemng that he must get the Proncer down to the sea
while the tver 15 1 flood A month or six weeks
more would have enabled him to fimsh lus
researches, but he does not dare to take the nsk
On reaching the vessel, however, in November,
1863, he finds, to his intense chagnn, that two
months have to be spent waiting for flood As
usual, though, he cndeavors to make the best of
an unpleasant situation “The first fortmght after
our return to the ship,” he writes, “was employed
in the dehghtful process of resting, to appreciate
which a man must have gone through great exer-
tions In our case the muscles of the imbs were as
hard as boards, and not an ounce of fat existed on
any part of the body”

While waiting here he received a letter from
Bistiop Tozer, the successor of Bishop Mackenzie
at the mission, telling lum that he had resolved to
abandon the station, and transfer operations to
Zanzibar  Agamst this Livingstone protested, but
without avail, and thus, for lus hfetime, ended the
Umversihes Mission on the Shire, with all the
bright hopes which 1t had mspired Thus, he writes,
he fecls much more than the recall of the expedr-
tion When he thinks of 1t, 1t seems as 1f he must
“sit down and cry ” Notwithstanding all that has
been said aganst 1t, he beheves that the chhmate 1s a
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favorable one for mission centerprise, and he would
himself go and plant the gospel there were he only
younger He beheves that 1t will be donc some day
without fail, though he may not hve to sec 1t How
lis hopes were finally realized we shall see a hittle
farther on,

When, as Livingstone tells us, his paticnce was
well-migh exshausted, the niver rosc. and he gladly
started down the Shire mn the Pioncer, with the
Lady Nyassa m tow On the way they had at onc
time to spend the might mn a marsh where the water
was as black as ik, and emntted such an odor of
sulphurctted hydrogen as to make the air most
offensive Happily no 11l effects followed, though
fever was feared The next morning every particle
of white pamt on both ships was so blackened that
scrubbing with soap and water could not clean 1t
The brass was all turned to a bronze color, and even
the 1ron and ropcs had taken on a new tint. They
tarned 1n the foul and blackening emanations from
the marsh to recerve on board about thirty poor
orphans, and a few helpless widows, whom Bishop
Mackenzic had attached to the mission The bishop
had formed a httle free commumty m connce
tion with the mission, in which all who had becen
able to support themselves by cultivating the soil
had been encouraged to do so, but now that the
mussion had been given up, these hittle and helpless
ones could not be abandoned without casting odium
upon the English name, and bringing reproach upon
the cause of Chrst, and so they were carred to the
Cape and cared for there Mr. R M Ballantyne
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tells us that he found some years afterwards among
the most efficient teachers m St George’s Orphan-
age, Cape Town, one of these black girls named
Dauma, whom Bishop Mackenzie had personally

rescued from the slaves and carried on his shoulders,
~and whom now Doctor Livingstone rescued a sec-
ond time.

This espenence m the marsh certainly does not
give one a very favorable 1mpression of the health-
fulness of the localty, but we must remember that
it was the Shire heights that had been supposed to
be particularly adapted to a nussion station From
this more bracing climate the missionanes had
unfortunately been dnven by {amine to the fertile
but fever-smitten valley below

The work of the mission as carnied on at Zanzi-
bar has been chiefly with the great numbers of slaves
rescued on the high scas by British cimsers These
on being brought back have been tramed and taught
before bemng sent inland to their homes A great
work has been done also m tianslating the Bible
mto different dialects, and on the site of the old
slave-markets of Zanzibar, once one of the vilest

_Spots on earth, there now stands a fine church, a
ftting memonal of what has been accomplished
But the desire of Livingstone’s heart that the bless-
mngs of the gospel should be carned to the people
scattered about Lake Nyassa, as was the ongmal
purposc of the Mission, was at last to be realized,
though too late for lum to behold 1t except by the
eye of faith, unless, mndeed, he has been permitted
"to look down from the “heavenly battlements”

~
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upon the work which was begun under his inspira-
tion

In 1876 a sctilement was made in the Nyassa
region by a missionary and sty freed slaves from
the trammg-school at Zanzibar Others have since
jomed him, and besides spreading a knowledge of
the gospel, the mussion has donc most cfficent
service 1n checking the slave-traffic, having cstab-
lished a chain of stations along the old slave-trade
routes from Lake Nyassa to the sca A missionary
stcamer on the lake proves of constant scrvice. A
third branch of the Unnersitics” Mission is man-
tained m the Rovuma distnict The present force of
European workers numbers sity-two. about half of
whom arc artisans pursuing their several crafis, all.
however. actuated by the same purpose of consccra-
tion to the Lord's work

On reaching Mozambique the Proncer was dehyv-
ered over to the navy, being the property of the
Enghsh government Doctor Livingstone’s plan was
now to sail to India and scll the Lady Nyassa before
returmng home “The Portuguese would have
bought her to use as a slaver.” he wrote m a letter
to Ins daughter, “but I would rather sce her go down
to the depths of the Indian Ocean than that”

His engmecr left Inm for a better situation on
reaching Zanzibar, so Livingstone had to take charge
himself, and to nawigate his vesscl from Zanzibar
to Bombay, a distance of 2500 mmles with a crew of
three Europeans and seven natives who had never
before seen the ocean, and most of them were
disabled by 1llness during the +oyage For forty-five
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days he was on an occan he had never crosscd, for
twenty-five of which his vesscl was becalmed The
voyage was a memorable one, but has been so far
echpsed by the still greater wonders performed by
the great explorer on land that Little has been
heard of 1t

Upon reaching Bombay he sold hs ship for a
third of what 1t had cost him, and then sailed for
England So ended i disappomtment and seeming
defcat this third perniod of lus African life,






CHAPTER XII
SEARCH FOR THE NILL SOURCES

R. LIVINGSTONE now feels that Ius imme-
diate efforts must be directed towards rous-
g such a pubhic sentiment aganst the Portuguese
slave-trade that 1t shall be as perlous upon land as
English ships have already made 1t upon the ocean
But the hope of obtamning access to the heart of
Africa by another route than that of the Portu-
guese settlements 1s still in Ius heart, and as soon as
possible he will return to look for a new route to
_ the internior

On afriving 1n England he spent a ycar upon his
book, The Zambes: and its Tributanies  His mten-
tion was.at first merely to wnte a small volume, a
blast of the trumpet aganst the monstrous miquity
of the Portuguese slave-trade, but gradually it
swelled to a goodly octavo, and embraced the his-
tory of the Zambes: expediton The name of
Charles Livingstone also appears on the title-page,
his brother of that name having been with him
part of the time durng this expedition, and s
journals having been made use of 1 the wnhng
of the book

) " Besides this work Dr Livingstone did not fail

to make use of such public opportunities as must
come to a now famous esplorer, n pleading for
Africa,

[85]
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It was the desire of his friend, Sir Roderick Mur-
chison, by whom he was greatly influenced, that
he should now completely lay aside his missionary
character, and devote lumself altogether to the geo-
graphical problem of determuming the water-shed
of the continent, and the true sources of the Nile
We can sec how Livingstone rcgarded this propo-
sttion by a significant entry mn his journal of January
7th, 1865 “Answered Sir Rodenck about going
out Said I could only feel in the way of duty by
working as a mussionary ”’ It did fall m with his
intentions, however, to cyplore the region m which
he believed the sources of the Nile would be found,
and he thercfore entered 1nto an agrecment with
the Geographical Society to undertake, as a part
of his work, the task of determiming the water-shed
of central Africa For this he received a grant of
£500 from the society, another of the same amount
from the government, and the honor of a Consul’s
title without salary Ifor most of the cxpense mci-
dental to so great an undertaking he must rely upon
his own mcans, or trust to Providence

In June of this year he paid “the last tribute to a
dear, good mother,” helping to lay her in the grave,
as she had wished he mght

Before leaving Scotland Livingstone made a hittle
speech to some school-children, closing with what
had been the watch-word of his own life, “Fear
God and work hard” These were the last public
words that he ever uttered imn his native country

Quitting England 1n the autumn of 1865, he left
Zanzibar to enter Africa for the last ttme on March
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19th, 1866, his fifty-third birthday  “I sct out on
this journey,” he observes, “with a strong present-
ment that I should never finish 1t The feeling did
not mterfere with me mn reference to my duty, but
it made me think a great deal of the future state,
and come to the conclusion that possibly the change
15 not so great as we have usually beheved The
appearances of Him who 15 all m all to us were
especially human, and the prophet whom St John

wanted to worship had work to do, just as we have,
and did it ”

Our explorer chooses, this time, to have no white
compamons, but takes with him such a retinue of
black attendants as 15 necessary for the journey
Faght of them are young liberated slaves from the
missionary school at Nassick, near Bombay, some of
whom displayed such fidehity to themr master i hfe
and death as to win the admuration of the world
But they were supplemented at Zanzibar by Jo-
hanna men and sepoys, the former of whom were
thieves, and the latter so mntolerable that Living-
stone soon dismussed them altogether, and detach-

ments subsequently sent to nm proved to be no
better

The esploring party dwved into the depths of the
unknown continent, and for months nothing was
heard of them. Finally one of the Johanna men
amved at Zanzibar with circumstantial news that
Dr Livingstone had been murdered on the shores
of Lake Nyassa. Unwilling to go any farther with
the party, and freely permtted to return, he had
invented this story to cover his own deerrtion Al
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though the newspapers were full of obituary notices,
the report was only half-credited m Tngland, and
to reheve the suspensc a search-party was sent
out mn quest of hum  Although not finding Dr.
Livingstone, they gamned abundant evidence that
the story was falsc, and 1n 1868 letters came from
the nussionary lumself, teling of the desertion of
the Johanna men, and of the discovery of Lakes
Moero and Bangweolo

We may learn something of the tnals he expern-
enced, and of Tus hife 1n general i the meantime,
by the following catracts from the journals which
were entrusted to Stanley when he left him.

January 20th, 67, after telling how two of the
men had descried, taking what could lcast be spared,
the medicine-box, which was undoubtedly thrown
away as soon as they came to cxamine their booty, he
adds, “I felt as 1f I had now received the sentence
of death, like poor Bishop Mackenzie ” The bishop
had had all lus drugs destroyed by the upsctting of
a canoc 1 which was lhis casc of medicines, and
without these had specdily succumbed to the
drcaded African fever In Dr Livingstone’s case
also the loss of his medicines was probably the be-
gmmnmg of the end, and Iis system lost the won-
derful power of recovery 1t had hitherto shown

“January 27th In changing my dress this A L.
I was frightened at my own emaciation ”

“April 1st, 67 T am excesswvely weak, can not
walk without tottering, and have constant singing
1n the head, but the Highest will lead me farther

After T had been a few days here I had a fit of
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insensibihity, which shows the power of fever with-
out medicine I found mysclf floundenng outside
my hut, and, unable to get n, I tned to hft myself
from my back by laying hold of two posts at the
entrance, but when I got nearly upright I let them
go, and fell back heavily on my hecad onabox The
boys had seen the wretched statc I was 1n, and hung
a blanket at the entrance of the hut, that no stran-
gers might see my helplessness, some hours clapsed
before 1 could recognize where I was”

Besides suffering from the loss of his medicine-
chest, Livingstone was really half-starved He had
no tea, coffee, or sugar, and hardly anything to eat
except a coarse, tasteless kind of Afncan maize, a
most unsatisfying food, which left him constantly
hungry.

The two geographical feats of the year 1867 were
the discovery of Lake Mocro. and the first sight of
Lake Tanganyika In 1868 he thus quetly records
the discovery of Lake Bangweolo “On the 18th of
July T walked a hitle way out, and saw the shores
of the lake for the first time, thankful that I had
come safely hither ”

New Year's day, 1869, found Livingstone labor-
ing under a more severe attack of illness than any
he had heretofore expenenced

Six wecks of pneumonia left evils behind from
which he never fully recovered  So 11l was he that
he completely lost count of the days of the week
and month Wnting of this expenence, he says
“I saw mysclf Iying dead in the way to Ujiji
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When I think of my children the Iimes ring through
my hecad perpetually

"I shall look 1nto your faces, }And be often very near you,
And listen to what you say,| When you think I'm far away”

In addition to lus other tnals, 1t happened agamn
and again, that after weanly marching scores. or
cven hundreds of nules to reach new supphes or-
dered from the coast, 1t was only to find his stores
broken open by the farthless natives, his goods scat-
tercd far and wide, and even his letters lost  Truly
in such circumstances onc had need of an almost
mfinite patience, but patient, quiet endurance was
one of Livingstonc’s strong points.

Then to all this must be added the trial of hope
deferred, as repeatedly the key to the problem he
was endeavoring to solve scemed to be almost
within reach, only to clude lum after all  Perhaps
if he had foresecn the difficulties of the enterprse,
he mught not have deemed 1t worth the price 1t
cost, but he had given his promisc to the Geo-
graphical Socicty, and, as we have secn, he was a
man not casily daunted Moreover he had a strong
impression that if he could only find the real sources
of the Nile, he could acquire such influence that new
weight would be given to hus pleadings for Africa.

Wherever he went, he had some opportunities
to make known God’s love as mamfested m His
only Son, although the seed sown scemed seldom
to take root Hec was also constantly ganmng fresh
infgrmatlon in regard to the country and the slave-
trade
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Five weary years from 1866 to 1871 were thus
spent 1n traversing back and forth the basms of
Lakes Nyassa, Tanganyika, Moero and Bangweolo,
one year after another bemg begun with the pa-
thetic prayer that this year he mght be permitted
to fimsh his task and go home Many difficulties
surrounded him, massacres and atrocities were of
frequent occurrence, the Arab slave-dealers thwarted
him whenever it” was possible, hus feet were lacer-
ated by the hard march, and his strength exhausted
by frequent attacks of illness Once he lay for
eighty days 1 his hut, unable to proceed farther,
harrowed by the wickedness about him which he
could not prevent, thinking about the sources of
the Nile, getting information from the natives, striv-
mg to do some good among the people, and read-
mg the Bible He read 1t through four times mn
about a year, while in the Manyuema country.
Little or no news from England arnved to cheer
him  Once he recewved a solitary letter; forty had
been lost on the way!

And now comes the crowmng disapponiment,
which has been well likened to that which Moses
must have felt when looking from Mt Nebo upon
the promised land he was not permtted to enter.

r Livingstone had now come to the Lualaba,
which he hoped mght be the Nile, although he
feared 1t might be the Congo, as we now know it
to be A voyage down this river would settle the
question Tt would finish his task, and then at last
he might go home, but here his men mutinied and
tefused to go farther All his patience and gentle-



92 Life of David Livingstone

ness falled to have any effect upon them, and there
was nothing to do but to retracc hus weary way n
much suffering and bodily weakness over five un-
dred miles to Upju.

This journey was a most wretched one  Amid
the wide sprecad desolation caused by the slave-
traders, 11 was impossible for Livingstonc to make
the natives understand that he did not belong to
the same set  Ambushes were sct i the forest for
him and lus company Three times in one day did
Livingstone escape impending death  Thwice spears
were thrown, once grazing his neck, the second
time falling but a foot away A large tree to which
fire had been applied for the purpose of felling 1t,
also came down within a yard of him

The onc offset to the disappointment of rcturn-
mg to Uy, was Dr Livingstone’s confident expec-
tation that he should there find fresh supplies, and
the medicine he so much needed Arnved at last
at Upp, “a mere ruckle of bones,” as he hunself
says, he finds that once more lis supples have all
been plundered and sold The wretch, Shereef, an
Arab trader to whom they had been consigned, had
sold off the whole, not leaving a single yard of calico
out of 3000, or onc stung of beads out of 700
pounds. He excused himself by saying that he had
divined on the Koran, and found out that Living-
stone was dead, and thercfore would need his goods
no more The poor traveller had indeed fallen
among thieves, and 1t seemed as if there were none

to come to us relief But, nevertheless help was
coming to him even now.



CHAPTER XIII

MEETING WITH STANLEY

OT many days after Livingstone'’s arrival at
Upp, wiile he was still resting and striving
" to rally lus strength and the splendid courage which
even now was only staggered, not broken, Henry
M Stanley, who had been sent to look for hum by
Mr ] G Bennett, of the New York Herald, ap-
peared, “almost as an angel from heaven” This
was on the tenth of November, 1871, by Stanley’s
reckoning, though somewhat earher by Living-
stone’s What comfort and refreshment did the
lonely and disappomnted explorer now find 1 the
ample supplies, the bag of letters, the sight of a
white face, and the welcome accents of his mother-
tongue! '

Neither Mr Stanley nor Mr Bennett had any
personal interest m Dr Livingstone Mr Bennett
frankly admtted that it was only mn the nterests
of his paper, and as a journahst, that he had sent
out the expedition in search of the great mussion-
ary traveller But Mr Stanley, at least, soon felt
that he had a personal regard toward s new-found
fnend  As for Livingstone, he kept saymg “You
have brought me new hfe—you have brought me
new life ”  So indeed 1t proved Four meals a day
of nounshing food, 1 contrast to his heretofore
Scanty and almost tasteless fare, brought back

1931
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strength to his frame and flesh to Jus bones  But
who can estimate the mental stimulus, the sensc of
compamonship, that Stanley’s coming brought him
after lis long and sohtary wandenmgs m the wil-
derness?

Dr ILivingstone writes n his journal: “I felt in
my destitution as if I were the man who went down
from Jerusalem to Jencho, and fell among thieves,
but T could not hope for Priest, Levite. or good
Samartan to come by on cither side . .. But when
my spints were at then lowest ¢bb, the good Sa-
mantan was closc at hand, for onc morming Sust
came runmng at the top of lus speed. and gasped
out, ‘An Englishman' I sec him" and off he darted
to meet mm  The Amencan flag at the head of a
caravan told of the nationahty of the stranger
Bales of goods, baths of tin, huge ketlles, cooking
pots, tents, ctc, made me think, “This man must
be a luxunous trader, and not one at lus wits’ end
bike me.” It was Henry Morcland Stanley, the trav-
elling correspondent of the New York Herald, sent
by James Gordon Bennctt, Jr, at an expensc of
more than £4,000, to obtain accurate information
about Dr Lavingstone if iving, and if dead to bnng
home my bones The news he had to tell to one
who had been two full years without any tidings
from Europc made my whole frame thnll The
terrible fate that had befallen France —the tele-
graphic cables successfully laid in the Atlantic—
the election of General Grant—the death of good
Lord Clarendon, my constant fricnd—the proof that
her Majesty’s Government had not forgotten me
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voting £1,000 for supplies, and many other ponts
of nterest, revived emotions that had lamn dormant
m Manyuema Appetite returned, and instead of
the spare, tasteless two meals a day, I ate four times
daily, and 1n a week began to feel strong I am
not of a demonstrahive turn—as cold indeed, as
we 1slanders are usually reputed to be—but this
disiterested kindness of Mr Bennett, so nobly
carmmed mto effect by Mr. Stanley, was simply
overwhelming.”

Agam he wntes of Stanley “He laid all he had
at my service, divided his clothes 1nto two heaps,
and pressed one heap upon me, then his medicine
chest, then his goods and everything he had, and
to coax my appetite often cooked damnty dishes
with his own hands ”

Mr Stanley remamned with him during the win-
ter, but when he returned mn March, 1872, he ear-
nestly besought Livingstone to go with him, urging
that after sufhcient recuperation i England he
might return with renewed strength to take up
the old problem agamn. Tempting as this proposal
was—and no one could have blamed him for a
moment had he accepted 1t—much as he must have
yearned for country, friends and children, he stead-
fastly refused to leave the land until his work was
fimished  His thorough devotion to duty, his utter
abandonment of self, were never more mamifest
than now. But a higher ambition than the finding
out the true sources of the Nile urged lum on  If
his disclosures nught but lead to the suppression
of the east coast slave-trade, that, as he nformed
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his friends. would be 1n his estimation a far grealer
feat than the discovery of all the sources togethcr,

When at last the fime came for the two com-
panions 1o part, 1t was with the greatest rcluctance
that they tenderly bade cach other farewell  Lisv-
mgstone’s appreaiation of the service done him
by Stanley was justly very great ITc had proved a
truc friend to lum, bringmg lum fresh strength and
courage when almost at death’s door. shanng all
lus comforts with um, and helping and cheenng
him 1 cvery way possible It was Stanley on whom
he now rclied to send Inm trusty attendants, 1t was
Stanley to whom he intrusted his journal and other
documents Stanley had been the only white man
with whom he had talked for sin years, more than
that, during the four months that they had been
together, Stanlcy had been his confidential friend

And what did Stanley think of Livingstone?
“God grant,” he wntes, “that if ever you take to
travelling i Africa you will get as noble and truc
a man for your compamon as Dawid Livingstonc!
For four months and four days I lived with him m
the same housc, or in the same boat, or in the same
tent, and I never found a fault in him I am a
man of a quick temper, and often without sufficient
cause, I daresay, have bioken the tics of friendship:
but with Livingstone I never had cause for resent-
ment, but each day’s hfe with lum added to my
admuration for hum.”



CHAPTER XIV
THE LAST JOURNLY

DR LIVINGSTONE had accompanicd his

friend to Unyamyembe. where he was to wait
. untl the latter should send him supphes and at-
tendants from the coast Here his stay was a somc-
what dreary one  He had to wait much longer for
his goods and mcn than he had anticipated, and
therc was so hittle to do that it was particularly try-
mg for one of his intensely active temperament
Five days after Stanley’s departure, occurred s
ffty-mnth birthday, the entry for which day thus
appears 1n his journal

“March 19th, Birthday. My Jesus, my Kmng,
my Iifc, my all, I agamn dedicatc my whole sclf to
Thee. Accept me, and grant, O gracious Father,
that cie this year 15 gone I may fimsh my task In
Jesus’ name T ask it Amen, so let 1t bec —Dawnid
Livingstone ”

On the first of May he fimshed a letter to the
New York Herald, trying to cnlist American zeal
to put a stop to the cast coast slave-trade, and
praycd for God’s blessing to go with the effort
The concluding words of this letter were these
“All T can add m my lonelness, 15, may Hcaven'’s
nch blessing come down on every one, American,
Enghsh or Turk, who wall help to heal the open
sore of the world ” It was felt that nothing could

1971
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better represent the man than these words, which
have been, consequently, inscribed on the tablet
erected to his memory near his grave in Westmin-
ster Abbey It was not noticed until some time
after this selection had been made, that Livingstone
wrote 1t exactly one year before his death, which
occurred May 1st, 1873.

Sometimes amid the umversal darkness and igno-
rance around him 1t 1s hard to believe that Afrnca
shall ever be won to Chnst, but he strengthens his
own farth with such words as these, entered 1n his
journal May 13th

“He will keep His word—The gracious One, full
of grace and truth—no doubt of it He said, ‘Him
that comecth unto me I will 1n no wisc cast out,
and ‘Whatsoever ye shall ask in my name I will
give1t” He wiLw keep His word, then I can come

" and humbly present my petition, and 1t will be all

nght Doubt 15 here madmssible, surcly ~David
Livingstone ”

Agan, he wntes of the way mn which to gan the
good will of the people, and thus secure a founda-
tion for spintual work among them “June 21st
Nothing brings the Afnicans to place thorough con-
fidence 1 Europcans, but a long course of well
domg Goodness or unselfishness impresses their
minds more than any kind of skill or power They
say, ‘You have different hearts from ours, all black
men’s hearts are bad, but yours are good’ The
prayer to Jesus for a new heart and nght spint at
once commends uself as approprmate Music has
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great influence on those who have musical ears,
and often leads to conversion ”

Then follow such pathetic entries as these “July
3d Weanisome waiting, this, and yet the men
can not be herc before the muddle or end of next
month I have been sorely let and hindered in
this journey, but 1t may have all been for the best
I will trust im Him to whom I commit my way

"]uly Sth Wearyl Wearyl

“July 7th  Waiting weanly here, and hoping
that the good and loving Father of all may favor
me, and help me to finish my work quickly and
well 7

We also find from his journals that at this time
Dr Livingstone’s mind was 1n a state of perpetual
doubt and perplexity 1n regard to the Lualaba niver,
feaning that after all 1t might be the Congo We
are almost thankful that he never had his doubts
solved, 1t would have been such a disappomntment
for him to have found for a certamty that this great
nver was not the Nile, even had he also known that
henceforth 1t was to be known as the Livingstone
nver, and would perpetuate the memory of his hfe
and labors for Africa

In a letter to a friend he wrtes m reference to
his endeavors to do all m his power towards sup-
pressmng the slave-trade “To me 1t seems to be
said, ‘If thou forbear to deliver them that are drawn
unto death, and those that are ready to be slan,
if thou sayest, behold we knew 1t not, doth not He
that pondereth the heart consider, and He that
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keepeth thy soul, doth He not know, and shall He
not give to every one according to his works?” I have
been led, unwittingly, into the slaving field of the
Bamans and Arabs in central Afrnica—I have seen
the woes nflicted, and I must still work and do all
1 can to expose and mitigate the evils”

And agamn “No one can estimate the amount
of God-pleasing good that will be done, if by divine
favor this awful slave-trade, into the midst of which
I have come, be abolished This will be something
to have Ived for. and the conviction has grown in
my mind that 1t was for this end I have been
detaned so long”

His letters to the last show that his desire to dis-
cover the sources of the Nile was only as a means
of enabling him to open his mouth with power
among men, and that the great desire of his heart
was to arouse public fechng against the slave-trade,
and to get that great hindrance to missionary effort
and good of every kind forever swept away Among
the last words that he ever wrote were these “I
would forget all my cold, hunger, suffering and
tnals, if T could be the means of putting a stop to
this cursed traffic ”

At last Dr Livingstone’s escort arnved, among
them Jacob Wamwrght, who had been educated
at the Nassick school, and who afterwards accom-
pamed his master’s body to England, and was one
of the pall-bearers at the funeral in Westminster
Abbey To him we also owe the earliest narrative
that appeared of the last eight months of Dr Liv-
ingstone’s ife. This ime Livingstone 1s not disap-
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' pointed m his followers, whom he finds to be both
farthful and capable

It was mn August that the party left Unyam-
yembe, proceeding towards Lakes Tanganyika and
Bangweolo ILattle of imncident occurred on the first
part of the march, but as the season advanced, the
cold, rainy weather made their progress a perpetual
struggle It ramed as if nothing but ram were
ever known 1n the watershed The path lay across
flooded rivers and long stretches of spongy marsh-
land, and the mhabitants of the regions through
which they passed often refused them food, and
deceived them as to the way. Oncc a mass of
furious ants attacked Livingstone by night, dnving
" lum from hut to hut in desperation

Most constitutions would have succumbed after
a few weeks of such exposure, and mdeed, there 15
much sickness in the party ~ As for Livingstone, his
sufferings are beyond all previous expenence, but
still he keeps on his way, and keeps his men to-
gether, showing an influence over them that 1s
simply wonderful

On his last birthday, March 19th, 1873, he makes
the following entry in his journal “Thanks to the
Almighty Preserver of men for spanng me thus far
on the journey of hfe! Can I hope for ultimate
success? So many obstacles have arnisen  Let not
Satan prevail over me, oh! my good Lord Jesus ”

And a few days later “Nothing earthly will make
me give up my work m despair I encourage my-
self i the Lord my God and go forward”
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But at last there 15 a lumt to the endurance of
even an “won” constitution, although fortified as
it was mn Livingstonc’s case by an almost indom-
itable will, and his weakness at the begmning of
Apnl 1s ptiful  Still m spite of intense pan and
bodily weakness he kept on s way, even when so
exhausted that he had to be carned in a palanquin.
The country was but a poor one at best, and was
now flooded by hecavy rams, so that cven upon so
called “dry land” the men often had to wade knee-
deep 1 water as they carned their master onward.

On the 27th of April Dr Luvingstone wrote in his
jouminal the last words he ever penned

“Knocked up and remam—recover—sent to buy
milch-goats We arc on the banks of the Molilamo ”

Almost nothing could be found suited to the sick
man’s needs Though suffening from intolerable
thirst, water fit to dnnk was often unattainable, and
the milch-goats were sought 1 vamn, and so they
pushed on for a day or two longer

The word “recover” shows that Livingstone had
no antcipation of immecediate death It has been
observed that such cascs of malanal poisoning are
usually unattended with such cxpectation, or with
such messages to friends and cxpressions of faith
as would be natural to Chnistan men, did they
realize the near approach of death But where one
1s ready to go, 1t matters hittle how suddenly the
messenger calls him hence

April 29th was the last day of the great explorer’s
travels upon earth, and then he had to be hfted
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from his hut to the palanquin At last they reached
Chitambo’s village 1n Itala, where he had to le
under the eaves of a house 1 a dnzzling rain till
a hut could be prepared for lim  Then he was laid
on a rude bed 1 the hut for the mght The next
day he lay quetly all day, the attendants knowing
that death was not far off Dunng the early part
of the mght following, nothing occurred to attract
attention, but about four 1 the mornming the boy
who lay at his door keeping watch called m alarm
for Susi, one of his old servants, fearing that their
master was dead By the light of the candle still
burming, they saw him kneeling by s bedside as
if 1n the act of prayer, his head buried mn his hands
on the pillow Praying as he went, he had gone
on his last journey, and without a single attendant
Alone, yet not alone, for He who had sustained
him through so many trals and dangers had gone
with him through the “swelling of Jordan,” and
brought him safe to the celestial country.






CHAPTER XV

TIIL LAST RESTING-PLACL

URING all the trying expetiences of this last
exploration, Dr. Livingstonc had been
cheered by the special devotion of two of the at-
tendants, Sust and Chumah, who had been with
Inm long and loved hum well Their tenderncss
to lum had been hke that of a mother to a dying
child, and now that their master was gonc, ther
fidehty still showed 1tself 1n the determination that
cvery cffort should be made to convey his body to
Zanzibar, Surely, if anything were nceded to com-
mend the African race to our sympathy and respect.
the loyalty, affection and courage now shown by
all Livingstonc’s followers mught well have this
effect  Although 1t involved nine months of hard
“and penlous travel, their resolve was carmed out
without faltering The ordmary msks of such a
journey were by no means small, but the supersti-
tious horror of death everywhere prevalent now
made 1t dangerous m the extreme  They endeay-
ored to kecp Chitambo. the cluef of the willage
where Livingstone dicd, m ignorance of his death.
faring lest a rumous fine should be inflicted upon
them  The sceret, however, oozed out, but fortu-
nately the chief was reasonable 1n is demands.
Sust and Chumah now became the leaders of the
company, and nobly did they fulfill their task They
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first made a careful mmventory of Dr Livingstonc’s
personal cffects, then deposited all his papers and
scientific instruments 1n waler-bight boses, so that
they would not be mjured m fording nivers Though
the later entrics in Ins journal had been made only
with the juicc of plants upon old London ncws-
papers, they too, were carefully preserved, so that
cverything reached England in perfect safety

Jacob Warnright was asked to rcad the IEnghsh
bunal service, which he did in the presence of all.
Then arrangements were made for drying and em-
balming the body, the heart and other nternal
organs first having been removed and buned  Afrer
having been dnied in the sun for fourteen days.
duning which time the men took turns in keeping
watch mght and day, the bodv was wrapped
cloth, the lcgs bent inward at the knees, and the
whole enclosed 1n a large piece of bark in the shape
of a cylinder  Over this agan a picce of sail cloth
was sewed, and the package was lashed to a pole
so as to be carried by two men  Jacob Wainwnght
carved the inscniption on the tree where the body
had rested and under which the heart was bured,
and Chitambo was charged to keep the grass cleared
away, and to protect the rude monument, consist-
ing of two posts and a cross-picce, which they had
erected

They then set out on their homeward journey,
which was made more serious still bv the frequent
ravages of sickness The tribes through which they
passed were as a general thing fniendly to them,
but not always On onc ~ccasion *here was a reg-
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ular fight, and at another willage the inhabitants
showed so much opposition, that 1t was resolved
to pack the remains so as to look exactly like a bale
of merchandise This having been done, a bundle
of mapira stalks, cut into lengths of about six feet,
was then enveloped 1n cloth, so as to imitate a dead
body about to be buried This was sent back along
the way they had already traversed, as if they had
changed their minds and had concluded to bury the
body As 1t grew dark the bearers began to throw
away the stalks and wrappings, and when all were
disposed of they returned to their compamons The
villagers’ suspicions having been thus allayed, they
were suffered to go on unmolested

The party reached Bagamoio with their precious
burden 1 February, 1874 Soon after Dr Living-
stone’s remains were placed on a cruiser bound for
Zanzibar, and from thence went on to England,
reaching Southampton on the 15th of Apnl

'The latest intelligence that we have had 1n regard
to the devoted Susi, 1s that found in a paper of
March, 1887, and 1s very cheenng to hear He had
then been recently baptized by a member of the
Umwversities’ Massion, rceciving the new name of
Dawid, in memory of the noble man who had first
taught lum what 1t was to be a Chnistan

To many 1t scemed so incredible that the real
body of Livingstone should have been brought all
the distance from the heart of Africa to England,
that some pouitive means of identification was nec-
essary to put their doubts at rest This was sup-
plied by the fzise jont in the arm that the hon
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bad crushed  hgh mediced adbonoes whe hed
examned the fuactored s bufore, corhified
that there conld not Le ot daabt e (o thoe bone
the remans of “one of the e desd men of the
human race~David Livingetone ™

On the 18th of Apnl, 1671 the ronmes of te
gieat mrsstonary traveler were commited to thar
last resting-place wm Wetminater Abbovy wharg
crowds of people listened to the smpre e fineral
saivices, and jomed in the aimple but toadung
words of the hyame

O Gad of Beghel, Yy « h~ge Land
Thy pople sl vee fee

\Wha theagr b this ey plesmaey
Hast all our fathers lod!

. . - . - » o« -

O spread fhy eovotae e wgne e wronnd,
Tl all ovr wonderines e,

And 7t qar Father « foveld oonade,
Qur souls «frae 3o oo

Many of Luingstone’s friends had come to pa
tharr last tnbute of respeet and love; some who bad
helped to lay “Ma Robert” in her lonelv grne
twelve yeais before; one who had found the long
lost nussionary, and brought hnn back to hie and
hope; one who had Iumsclf first read the tium-
phant words of the bunal senvice over the mortal
remains of lus loved and trusted master.  All these
now helped lo bear um to his last resting place.
And onc more was there, the aged father of his
beloved Mary, the one who had been the means
under God of bringing lum to his Iifc work in
Africa  Sorrowfully they lad him to rest. and yet
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with rejoicing, for they knew that the good and
faithful servant had entered nto the joy of his Lord

“Open the Abbey doors and bear him 1n

To sleep with hing and statesman, chief and sage,
The missionaty come of weaver hin,

But great by work that brooks no lower wage

“He needs no epitaph to guard a name

Which men shall prize while worthy work 1s known,
He lived and died for good—be that his fame,

Let marble crumble, this 1s Living—stone,”






CHAPTER XVI

ESTIMATE OF HIS LIFE-WORK

“GOD has taken away the greatest man of his
generation, for Dr Livingstone stood
alone” So wrote Florence Nightingale to hus sor-
rowing daughter, and no careful reader of his hfe

can fail to recognize i lum one of the grandest
" heroes not merely of ths, but of any age

As a missionary explorer he stood alone, travel-
ling 29,000 miles 1n Afnca, adding to the known
portion of the globe about a millhon square mules,
- discovering lakes N’gami, Shirwa, Nyassa, Moero
and Bangweolo, the upper Zambesi and many other
nwvers, and the wonderful Victona Falls He was
also the first European to traverse the entire length
of Lake Tanganyika, and to travel over the vast
water-shed near Lake Bangweolo, and, through no
fault of tus own, he only just missed the informa-
tion that would have set at rest his conjectures as
to the Nile sources He greatly increased the knowl-
edge of the geography, fauna and flora of the in-
teror, yet never lost sight of the great objects of
his Iife, the putting down of the slave-trade, and
the evangelization of Africa. !
_ His attainments as a physician were of no mean

order The London Lancet, expressing the hearty
appreciation of the medical profession, says “Few
men have disappeared from our ranks more univer-

[1111]
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sally deplored, as few have served mn them with a
higher purpose, or shed upon them the lustre of a
purer devotion ”

During the thirty-three years of Dr Livingstone’s
scrvice for Africa, his labors as a philanthropist and
a missionary were unccasmg  Largelv as a result
of these labors, thal mfamous slave-tiade. against
which he struck the first blow. has now been oblit-
erated along thousands of miles of African coast
where once 1t held full sway, and all Chnstian
nations have banded together to forbid and punish
this traffic thioughount a vast aica in the mtenor,
planting stations for 1,500 mules mnland for the
cnforcement of the law

As a nussionary his mmmecediate success may not
have appearced great; he was but a forerunner “pre-
panng the way of the Lord” Il was the work
of the pioncer, blazing the wav, making the rough
places smooth for others to follow, opening the
country for Chnstiamty to enter mn But scarcely
had the civihized world learned of Ins death, before,
inspired by Tus example, there began a mughty move-
ment on behalf of Afnica The first frurts of that
last dving prayer for the countrv to which he had
given his Iife were seen in the establishment ncar
Lake Nyassa of a mission founded by the churches
of Scotland, henceforth to be known by the name
of Livingstoma  As soon as Stanley knew that his
fiend was no more. he resolved to carry on his
efforts 1n opening up Africa to avilization A thou-
sand days’ journey brought him {rom Zanzibar to
the mouth of the Congo, the news of which reach-
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ing Ingland, the next vessel that sailed for the
“dark continent” carricd mussionanes to help en-
lighten 1ts darkness  Wherever he has gone Stan-
ley’s eaplorations have left behind them a line of
Chnistian hght  Robert Arthington now pours out
his fortune, giving m ten years over two milhons of
dollars  Missionaries hasten to the interior  All
denominations vie with each other in Christian zeal
King Lcopold, of Bclgium, resolves to “hve for
Afnca” The fruit of this resolve 1s scen m the
Congo Frec State

The statement has been made, and 1t scarcely
seems exaggerated, that there 1s probably no rmssion
ficld m the world that 1s at present attracting the
attention of the church at large as much as that of
Afnca All eyes turn with mterest, cspecially to that
wonderful Congo Free State, with 1ts nich and vast
area, and 1ts population of fifty nullions of inhabi-
tants, with 1ts express promises of government pro-
tection and favor to all rehigious undertakings, and
its guarantee to the natives of freedom of con-
science and rehgious toleration True, with all that
18 encouraging m 1ts outlook, the new hiquor trafhic
18 threatening 1ts peace and prospenty, but already
the abhorrence of Christendom regarding this
death-dealing traffic 1s making itself felt, and we can
but believe that this monstrous mmquity will be
throttled while 1t 15 yet 1n 1ts infancy

All through that region of castern and central
Afnica m which Livingstone spent so many years,
and for which he uttered so many prayers, new
mission stations are bemng planted, the Unmiversities’
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Mission, the London Missionary Society, the IFree
and Established churches of Scotland, the Metho
dists, Swiss, and other socicties all having represen-
tatives there So great an expansion of missionary
enterprise could never have taken place 1n so short
a time but for Dr Livingstone’s encrgy in opcning

Afnica and for lus enthusiasmy 1 cnlisting recruits
for Ius loved ficld

At a moderate cstimate therc are now between
thirty and forty mussionary societies working in
Africa, and over 500 missionarnes spreading the glad
tidings of salvation The comverts, though already
numbering many tens of thousands, are as yet but
a handful among the two hundred millions with
which Africa tecms but theirr number 1s stcadily
growing, and when we rcmember that until a few
years ago nothing was known of the vast intcrior,
we have reason to thank God and take courage
Soon the continent will be crossed by a network of
railways, penetrated by explorers, scttled by traders,
and dotted over with Chnistian missions  Already
roads are bemng bwlt and railways constructed,
steamboats sail up and down the great lakes and
nvers, and a submarine cable has been laid 1t will
not be long ere all these millions of inhabitants will

be practically within the reach of Chrstian mis-
sionaries

Was Dr Livingstone’s life then a failure? Was
1t a wasted service, that ended only in defeat as he
breathed hus last in that lonely hut 1n Ilala® These
few years that have elapsed since his death have
already seen realized the deepest desires of his heart



Estimate of His Life-Work 115

Africa is open, the slave-trade 1s condemned, a won-
derful 1mpetus has been given to the planting of
Chnstian missions, and—the end 1s not yet






'CHAPTER XVII
LIVINGSTONE AS A MAN

UT beyond and above Doctor Livingstone’s
greatncss as a nussionary, a physician, a philan-
thropist, and an explorer, 1t 1s the character of the
man that shines out precminently great The rare
symmetry of this was such that one who knew him
bears witness that he was the most Chnst-like man
he ever knew Another says that she never knew
any one who gave to her more the 1dea of power
over other men, such power as Chrst showed wlile
on earth, the power of love and punty combined

A friend of his carlier days remarks “There was
truly an mmdescribable charm about him, which,
with all his rather ungainly ways and by no mecans
winning face, attracted almost every one, and which
helped him'so much 1 his after-wanderings m

Africa. He won those who came ncar lnm by a
kind of spell ”

This power lay first of all in Ins large-heartedncss,
his genuine kindliness and consideration for others,
which prompted hum to be just as courteous, just as
Chmnstian let us rather say, m his treatment of the
poor, 1gnorant black as in that of the most polished
and learned European Few men have the abihity
that he possessed of taking an “all around” view of
things; he could look at matters not merely from
a narrow standpomt of his own, but from the stand-

[1171]



118 Lifc of Dawvid Livingstone

pomt of others also; he necded far less than most
of us, the mjunction, “put yoursclf m Ins place.”’

“When a chief has made any mquines of us,” he
observes, “we have found that we gave most sahs-
faction m our answers when we tried to fancy our-
sclves m the position of the mnterrogator, and lnm
that of a poor uncducated fellow-country man mn
England The polite, respectful way of speaking,
and behavior of what wc call ‘a thorough gentleman’
almost always secures the fricndslup and good will
of the Africans.”

And again he writes to the same effect “Whether
we approach the downtrodden victims of the slave-
trade 1n sultry Africa, or our poor brethren m the
strects who have neither warmth, shelter, nor home,
we must emplov the same ageney to secure their
confidencc—the magic power of kindness; a charm
which may be said to be one of the discoveries of
modern days This charm may not act at once, nor
may 1ts effects always be permanent, but the feelings
which the seventy of their lot has withered will m
time spring up hke the tender grass after ramn

One secrct of his success m winmng the friend-
ship of the natives lay 1 the fact that Ius kindness
to them was marred by no spmt of condescension,
and that he thoroughly recogmzed their manhood
In the rudest black, as well as in the most cultinated
white man, he saw a brother man, made in the
image of God, and therefore to be treated with cour-
tesy and respect

Doctor Lavingstone’s tact and consideration for
the feelings of others are strikingly shown mn his
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treatment of the natwe doctors The following
extract 1s taken from his first book of travels “Those
doctors who have mhented their profession as an
heir-loom generally possess some valuable knowl-
edge, the result of long obscrvation The rest are
usually quacks With the regular practitioners I
always remained on the best terms, and reframed
from appearing to doubt their skill in the presence
of therr patients Any explanation in private was
thankfully recewved, and wrong treatment readily
changed for more rational methods English drugs
were eagerly accepted, and we always found medi-
cal knowledge an iumportant aid in convincing the
people that we were anwious for their welfare The
surgical skill of the natives 1s at a low ebb No one
ever attempted to remove a tumor except by exter-
nal application A man had one on the nape of his
neck as large as a child’s head Some famous doctor
attempted to dissolve it by kindling on 1t a httle
fire, made of a few small preces of medicinal roots
I removed this tumor, as I did an immense number
of others, with perfect safety,” but “I reframned from
attending the sick unless their own doctors wished
it, or had given up the case This prevented all
offense to the native practitioners, and humited my
services, as I desired, to the severer attacks”

Dr Livingstone showed the same spint as was
in hus Master mn taking a genume interest m those
about him Nothing was too trivial for him to be
interested 1n if 1t concerned lus brother-man One
or two extracts from his journals will suffice here
“As we were sleeping one might outside a but, but
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ncar cnough to hear what was going on within, an
anions mother began to grnd her corn about fvo
o’clock in the mormng  ‘NMa ™ mquired a hitte gird,
“why gund m the dark? Mamma adsied sleep, and
admumstered material for a sweef dieam to hr dar-
hng ‘T grnnd meal to buy a cloth from the strangers
which will make you look a hitle lady.” An obsciver
of these primmine races is strack continually wath
such Iittle tnvaal touches of gerume human nature ™

Truly “one touch of mature makes the whole
world kin ™

“It 15 rather a minute thing to mention, and it
will only be understood by those who have elildren
of thair own, but the cnies of the little ones ™ ther
mfant sortows are the same m tone. at different
ages, here as all over the world  We have been por-
petually renunded of home and family by the wail-
Ings which were once fanuliar to parcntal cars and
Licart, and {clt thankful that o the sorrows of child-
hood our children would never have superadded the
heart-rendmg woces of the slave-trade ”

Dr. Livingstone’s wonderful patience has alreads
been spoken of Under the most trymg circum-
stances he still preserved Ins self-control  Occasion-
ally, as 1 the casc of the Boers” unprovoked assault
on Kolobeng and Limane. he could find no excuse
for thosc in fault, bul generally he was quick to sce
extenuating circumstances  For mstance, after being
deserted by some of lis men he says “I have taken
all the runaways back agamn, after trying the inde-
pendent hfc, they will behave better Much of their
11l conduct may be ascribed to secing that after the
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flight of the Johanna men I was entirely dependent
on them More enlghtened people often take
-advantage of men m sumilar circumstances, though
I have seen pure Africans come out generously to

aid one abandoned to their care I have faults my-
self 7

In another place he speaks of sometimes being
ashamed when he finds that he has been veaed at
the natives without cause Of course they are often
stupid, but perhaps no more so than servants at
home often are, and the conduct of white men must
frequently appear to them silly or halfansane

Another marked trait in Livingstone was his
capacity for sohtude, enabling him to endure an
amount of lonelmess that would have crushed any
ordinary man For, notwithstanding his interest m
and love for the natives he must often have felt an
mexpressible desire for the compamonship of those
who could understand his motives and who by
birth and education were fitted to be his intimate
associates His keen love of nature, his close habits
of observation, must have helped him to pass cheer-
fully thrcugh his many lonely hours, but, best of all,
he had constantly with lum the presence of Him
who had said, “I will never leave thee nor forsake
thee ” The weary, tread-mill-ike march he says was
particularly favorable to meditation, and many must
have been the hours of sweet commumon held with
his Master

Dr ILavingstone’s courage m exposing lumself to
danger if in the path of duty 15 no less to be com-
mented on, though he himself never speaks of it.
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Dr Moffat gives several instances as samples of
what was habitual to him, only onc of which we
cte Once, he tells us, when Dr Livingstone was
cngaged 1n lus special mussion-work a messenger
camec 1 the greatest haste to soliit s attendance
on a native who had been attacked 1n a wood by a
thinoceros, and frightfully wounded Lavingstone’s
fricnds urged him not to take the nsk of nding
through the woods at might, exposed to the rlinoc-
cros and other harmful beasts as he was certain 1o
be, telling hum that 1t was sure death {o venture,
but he fclt that 1t was only a Chrnistian duty to save
the poor fellow’s Iife 1f possible, and resolved to go
in spite of the danger to humsclf. Starting at once
o reheve the suffercr he forced s way for ten
miles, n mdmght darkness, through tangled brake
and thicket, till he reached the spot where the
wounded man lay, only to find lum dead But was
1t a wasted sacnfice? Was it not rather as the sweet
omtment spilled out of love to the Lord?

Although the recipient of prizes, degrees. gold
medals and honors of many kinds, Dr, Livingstone
stll presersed an unusually clildlike, humble spimnt.
Once when a great man cypressed admiration for
his wonderful achievements, he rephed- “They are
not wonderful, 1t was only what any one elsc could
do that had the will” Ah! but was not such a will
wonderful? 'What too shall we say of such modesty
as this? “Men may think I covet fame, but I make
1t a rule never to read aught wntten i my prase ”

One who had known lum as a student with Mr.
Cecil wntes “I mught sum up my impression of



Livingstone As a Man 123

him m two words—Simplicity and Resolution Now,
after neatly forty ycars, 1 remember his step, the
charactenstic forward tread, fum, simple, resolute,
neither fast nor slow, no hurry and no dawdle, but
which evidently meant—getting there ” Simple and
resolute Dr Livingstone was to the last With
childlike trustfulness, combined with equal fearless-
ness, he was able to disarm the fierceness of savage
men, where the least appearance of timidity might
have been fatal

His tremendous force of will carried lum through
dangers and obstacles before which a weaker nature
would have quickly succumbed Once having made
up his mund that a certain course was the path of
duty, nothing could cause him to swerve from 1t
This will-power availed not only for himself, but for
his followers also, mstilling courage and devotion
to duty mto the minds of those who heretofore had
been weak and 1rresolute

Livingstone’s farthfulness to promises has already
been dwelt upon Whether made to the Geograph-
ical Society, or to the poor, helpless, ignorant Afri-
can, 1t mattered not Once made, a promise was
farthfully carned out

The description of the 1deal missionary leader, as
given 1 one of lus own books, 15 so strking a pic-
ture of his own character that we cannot forbear
quoting it “The qualities required 1n a missionary
leader are not of the common kind He ought to
have physical and moral courage of the highest order, .
and a considerable amount of cultivation and energy,
balanced by patient determination, and above all
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these are necessary a calm. Chnstian scal, and
amidety for the main spintual results of the work”
Yet tlus characterization does not necessarily give
onc the 1dea of such meckness and love as. n addi-
tion, belonged to our hero It was the blending
together of all these qualities that made the so
ncarly peifect man

Do we scem to cvaggerate? As Profescor Blmkic
says m lus Life of Liwingstone. while often
culogiums on the dead conceal one half of the
truth, and fill the cve with the other half, here
there is really nothing to conceal A plain, honest
statement of the huth regarding ham is Laving-
stonc’s highest praise.

Mr Stanley has written very {fully of the impres-
sion that Dr Livingstonc madc upon lim  Let us
listen to him once more as he goes still further mto
details

“I grant he 15 not an angel, but approaches to
that being as ncar as the nature of a Ining man will
allow His gentleness never forsakes him, his hope-
fulness never deserts him. No harassing anwetics.
distraction of mind, long scparation from home and
kindred, can make him complan He thinks ‘all
will come out nght at last,” he has such faith in the
goodness of Providence . .

“Another thing that specially attracted my atten-
tion was his wonderfully retentive memory  If we
remember the many years he has spent m Africa,
deprived of books, we may well think 1t an uncom-
mon memory that can recite whole poems from
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Burns, Tennyson, Longfellow, Whittier, and
Lowell ...

“Has religion 1s not of the theoretical kind, but
it 15 a constant, earnest, sincere practice. . In
him rehgion exhibts 1ts Jovehest features- 1t governs
his conduct, not only toward his scrvants, but toward
the natives, the bigoted Mohammedans, and all
who come m contact with him Without if, Liv-
mgstone, with his ardent temperament, his enthu-
siasm, his high spirit and courage, must have become
uncompamonable, and a hard master Religion has
tamed him, and made hum a Chrstian gentleman;
the crude and wilful have been refined and sub-
dued, religion has made hum the most companion-
able of men and mdulgent of mastcrs,—a man whose
socicty 15 pleasurable to a degree From being
thwarled and hated n every possible way by the
Arabs and half-castes, upon his first arnval at Upp,
he has, through his umiform kindness and muld,
pleasant temper, won all hearts I obscrved that
universal respect was paid to lim Even the Moham-
medans never passed his house without calling to
pay thar complhiments, and to say, “The blessing of
God rest on you!’ . . . Each Sunday morming he
gathers his httle flock around him, and reads prayers,
~and a chapter from the Bible, in a natural, unaf-
fected, and sincerc tone, and afterwards delivers
a short address 1n the Kisawahili language, about
the subject read to them, which is histened to with
evident mterest and attention”

The latest words that we have seen from Stanley,
testifving at once to the native nobulity of the Afri-
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can, and to the personal influence which Livingstone
cxerted over lumsclf, are to this cffect “I have
been 1 Afnca for seventecn years and I have never
met a man who would kill me if I folded my hands
What I wanted and what I have been endcavonng
to ask for the poor Afnicans has been the good offices
of Christians, cver smce Livingstone taught me dur-
ing those four months that I was wath lnm In 1871
I went to him as prejudiced as the biggest atheist in
London, I was out therc away from a worldly world
T saw this solitary old man there, and asked myself,
‘Why on earth “docs he stop here”” For months
after we met, I found mysclf histening to him, and
wondenng at the old man’s carrying out all that
was said 1n the Bible Little by hittle his sympathy
for others became contagious, mme was awakened
seemng his piety, his gentleness, zeal, lus eamestness,
and how he went quietly about his business, I was
converted by him, although he had not tried to do
it How sad that the good old man died so soon!
how joyful he would have been if he could have
seen what has since happened there!”

A few years ago a mussionary travelling mn the
Rovuma country met a native with the relic of an
old coat, evidently of English manufacture, over
his night shoulder It scemed from the man’s state-
ment, that ten years before he had travelled some
Iittle distance with a white man who had given him
the coat A man whom to have once seen and
talked to was to remember for hife, a white man
who treated black men as his brothers, and whose -
memory would always be chenished all through the
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Rovuma Valley, a man, short of stature, with bushy
mustache and keen, piercing eye, whose words and
manner were always kind and gentle, a man whom
as a leader all men were glad to follow; a man who
knew the way to the hearts ot all

Many and brlhant have been the eulogiums m
which the learned and the great have vied with each
other to do honor to the name of the great explorer,
but among them all none touches the heart more
deeply than the simple tribute of this untutored sav-
age Lake the touching fidelity of the black body-
guard who bore his remains safely to the sea, 1t 1s
an earnest and a prophecy of the reverent gratitude
with which 1n all coming time the millions of that
“dark continent,” to whose redemption his life was
given, will cherish the memory of the hero and
apostle of Africa,—Dawid Livingstone

NoT1e —The matenial for this sketch has been mainlv drawn
from Prof Blaikie’s “Personil Life of David Livingstone,” and
from Livingstone’s three books, *Missionary Travels in South
Africa,” ‘The Zambest and its Tributaries,” and the “Last Jour-
nals” Some information has also been derived from mussionary
perxodxcals Liberal quotation has been made from Dr Living-
stone’s letters and journals, 1n the belief that his own words would
best represent the man
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to take the 1cady nourichment which 1s spread
for s 1cpast, with that of Ius fellow-man
bearmg thicugh the lonely woods the gnaw-
ing pang that goads lnm 10 ns prey  Hunger
1s 1 his heait, hunget bears along s un-
faungwuing feet, hunger hes i the stiength of
his aum, hunger watches i Ins eye, hunger
listens 1n his ear, as he couches down n us
cov ert, stlently warting the approach of s ex-
pected spoil, this 1s the sole thought that fills
Ins aching breast—I shall sahsfy my hunger!”
When his deadly aim has bhiought hus vietim
to the ground, this 1s the thought that springs
up as he rushes to scize it, “I have got food
for my hungry soul™ What must be the
usuipation of ammal natwie heie over the
whole man' Itis not merely the sumple pamn
asifatwere the foilornness of a human creatuie
beaung about lus famishing ¢uistence in help-
lessness and despair—though that, too, 15 1ndeed
a true picture of some states of our 1ace, but
here 1s not a suffering and sinking wretch—
he 1s a striong hunter, and puts forth his
strength fievcely under the wigency of this
passion  All Ins might 1n the chase, all pride
of speed, and strength, and skill—all thoughts
of long and hard endwance—all 1mages of
penls past—all remembiances and all fore-
sight—are gathered on that one stiong and
keen desire—are bound down to the sense of
that one bitter amimal want These fechngs
recurning day by day m the sole toul of lus hie,
bring upon his soul a vehemence and power
of desire 1n this object, of which we can have
no conception, til he becomes subjected to
hunger as to a mighty ammal passion-—a
passion such as 1t rages in those ficice amimal
kinds which 1t dmves with such ferocaty on
thewr prey He knows hunger as the wolf
knows 1it—he goes forth with his burning heart,
like the tiger to lap blood DBut turn to man
in another condition to which he has been
brought by the very agency of his physical on
lis intellectual and moral bemg' Ilow far
removed 1s he now from that daily contention
with such evils as these! How much does he
feel himself assuted against them by belong-
g to the gieat confederacy of social life!
How much 15 1t veiled from his eyes by the
many aitificial cwrcumstances m which the
satisfaction of the want 1s mvolved! The
work 1n which he labours the whole day—on
which his eyes are fired and his hands toll—
1s something altogether unconnected with his
own wants—connected with distant wants and
purposes of a thousand other men m which he
has no participation And as far as s a
woirk of skill, he has to fix his mind on ob-
jects and purposes so totally removed from
himself, that they all tend still moieto sever
Ins thoughts fiom s own necessities  and
thus 1 1s that civihization ruses lns moial
character, when 1t protects almost every hu-
man bemng i a country fiom that subjection to
this passion, to which even noble tiibes are
bound down 1n the wildernesses of nature
“It’'s an awful thing hunger, Hamish, sure
aneughs; but I wush he was dune, for that
vice o’ hus sing-sanging 1s makin' me unco
sleepy—and ance I fa’ owie, 'm no easy
waul enm’  But wha's that snornn’® ™

RECREATIONS OF CHRISI'OPHER NORTH.

Yet 1t 1s the most melancholy part of all
such speculation, to observe what a wide
gloom s castovet them by this severe neces-
sity, which 1s nevertheless the great and con-
stant canse of the improyement of thewr condie
uon  Jt1s not sutlfeting alone—for that they
may be 1nured to bear,—but the darkness of
the understanding, and the datkness of the
heart, which comes on under the oppression
of to1], that 1s misciable to see  Our fellow.
men, born with the same spirit as oursely es,
scem jet densed the common privileges of that
spinit They seem to bring faculties into the
wotld that cannot be unfolded, and powers of
afiection and de<ire which not therr fault but
the lot of their birth will pervert and degrade
Thete 1s a humihiation lud upon our nature
1n the doomn which seems thus to rest upon a
great poition of owr speeies, winch, while 1t
requires our most considetate compassion for
those who aire thus depressed, compels us to
humble oursels es undet the sense of our own
paiticipation n the nature from which itflow .
Therefore, 1n estimating the worth, the virtue
of our fellow men, whom Providence has
placed in a lot that yields to them the means,
and lhttle more than the means, of supporting
life 10 themsely es and those born of them, et
us never foiget how mtimate 1s the necessary
union between the wants of the body and the
thoughts of the soul Let us remember, that
over a great portion of humanity, the soul 1s
in a struggle for 1ts independence and power
with the ngecessities of that nature 1 which 1t
1s emveloped It has to support 1tself agamst
sickening, or irritating, o1 maddening thoughts
mspired by weatiness, lassitude, want, or the
femy of want Itis chamed down to the eaith
by the influence of one great and constant
occupation—that of providing the means of its
mortal caistence W hen 1t shows itself shook
and agitated, or overcome in the struggle,
what ought to be the thoueghts and feehngs of
the wise {fo1 poor humamty ' When, on the
other hand, we see .nature preserving atself
pure, bold, and happy anndst the perpetual
threatenings or assaults of those evils from
which 1t eannot fly, and though oppressed by
its own weary wants, forgetung them all
that love which mmsters to the wants of
others—w hen we ~ee the brow wrghled and
dienched by 1meessant toil, the body 1n the
power of 1ts prume bowed down to the dust,
and the whole frame 1n which the 1mmortal
spirtt abides marked, but not dishonoured, by
its stavery to fate—and when, 1in the madst of
all this ceaseless depiession and oppression,
from which man must never hope to escape
on caith, we see im still seeling and still
hinding joy, dehight, and happiness in the finex
affections of his spirtinal being, giving to the
lips of those he loves the scanty morsel enned
by his own hungiy and thusty toil, purchas-
g by sweat, sickness and fever, Education
and Instruction and Rehigion to the young
creatures who delight hum who s starving for
their sales, resting with giatitude on that day,
whose 1etuin 15 ever like a fresh fountaw to
s exhausted and weary heait, and preserving
a profound and high sense of lus own im-
moitality among all the caith-born toils and
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Rovuma Valley, a man, short of stature, with bushy
mustache and keen, picreing eye, whose words and
manner were always kind and gentle, a man whom
as a leader all men were glad to follow; a man who
knew the way to the hearts ot all

Many and brilhant have been the eulogiums m
which the learned and the great have vied with each
other to do honor to the name of the great explorer,
but among them all none touches the heart more
deeply than the simple tribute of this untutored sav-
age Lake the touching fidelity of the black body-
guard who bore his remains safely to the sea, 1t 1s
an earnest and a prophecy of the reverent gratitude
with which 1n all coming time the millions of that
“dark continent,” to whose redemption his life was
given, will cherish the memory of the hero and
apostle of Africa,—David Livingstone

NoT1e —The matenial for this sketch has been mainlv drawn
from Prof Blaikie's “Personil Life of David Livingstone,” and
from Livingstone’s three books, *Missionary Travels in South
Africa,” ‘The Zambest and its Tributaries,” and the “Last Jour-
nals” Some information has also been derived from mussionary
periodicals  Liberal quotation has been made from Dr Living-
stone’s letters and journals, 1n the belief that his own words would
best represent the man
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out with your whinger, and carve him a dish
fit for the gods~—in a <tyle worthy of Sir Tris-
trem, Gil Monice, Robm Hood, or Lord Ra-
rald No, let him he nll mghtfail, when we
shall be returming from Inveraw with strength
suflictent to bear him to the Tent

But hark, Hamash, to that sullen eroak from
the cliffi’ The old raven of the cove alread
sccnts death—

¢t Ragacions of his qnarry from afar'®

But where art thou, Hamish® Ay, yonderis
Hamish, wrigghng on lis very belly, ke an
adder, through the heather to windward of the
croaher, whose nostrils, and eyes, and ll, are
now all hungnly fascinated, and as 1t were
already fastened 1nto the very bowels of the
beast Hisdaysarenumbered That sly ser-
pent, by circurtous windings mswmuating his
Iimber length through among all obstructions,
has ascended unseen the drooping shoulder of
the cliff, and now cautiously erects his crest
within a hundred vards or more of the unsus-
pecting savage, stll uttermng at intervals s
sullen croak, croak, croah ' Somethung crum-
ble., and old Saoty, unfolding lus huge wings,
Lifts hamself up lile Satan, about to sail anay
for a while into another glen, but the nfie
rings among the rochs—the lead has brohen
his spinc~—and looh! how the demon, head
over heels, goes tumbling down, down, many
hundred fathoms, dashed to pieces and 1m-
paled on the sharp-pointed granste? Dre night-
fall the bloody fragments will be devoured by
his mate  Nothing now wiil disturb the car-
cass of the deer No corbies dare enter the
cov e where the raven reigned, the hawk pre-
fer< grouse to venison, and so does the eagle,
who, honeiver, lihe a good Cathohie as he 15—
thic1s I'riday—has gone out to sea for a fish
dinner, which he desours to the music of the
wa es on somesle-rock  Therefore lie there,
dethroned king ! t:l thou art decapitated, and
ere the moon wanes, that haunch will tower
gloiiously on our Teut-table at the Teast of
Shells

What 1s your private opimion, O'Bronte, of
the taste of Red-deer blood? Has 1t not a
wild twang on the tongue and palate, {ar pre-
ferable to sheep’s-head? You are absolutely
undeirgowng transfiguration into a deer-hound’
With your fore-paws on the flank, your tail
brandished like a standard, and your crimson
flews (thank you, Shepherd, for that word)
licked by a long Iambent tongue red as crimson,
while your eyes express a fierce delight never
felt before, and a stfled grow! disturbs the star
on jour breast—just as you stand now,
O’Bronte, might Edwm Landseer rejorce to
paint thy preture, for which, immortal 1mage
of the wilderness, the Dulte of Bedford would
not scruple to give a draft on his banker for
one thousand pounds?

Shooung grouse after red-deer 1s, for a while
at first, felt to be Iike writing an anagram mna
lady’s album, after having given the fimshing
tonch to a tragedy or an epic poem, “Tis like
taling to catching shrimps 1n the sand with
onc’s toes, on one’s return from Davis’ Straits
mn a whaler that arrved at Peterhead with six-
teen fish, cach caleculated at ten ton of o1l
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Yet, *1s strange how the human soul con
descend, pleasantly at every note, from the top
1o the bottom of paswion’s and imaginhuon’s
gamut

A Tarn—a Tarn ! with but a small cirelenf
unbroken water 1n the centre, and all the re
of 1ts shallowness bristhng, 1n every bas, with
reeds and rushes, and surrounded, all about
the mossy flat, with marshes and ouagrmres’
What a breeding-place—* procreant cradle”
for water fowl! Now comes thy turn, O’Bronie
—for famons 1s thy name, almost as thy sire's,
among the flappers  Crawl down to lecward,
Hamish, that jou may pepper them—shounld
they take o fightoverhead tothe lock  Sure-
foot, taste that ereensward, and you vl find
it sweet and sucenlent  Dogs, heel—heel'—
and now let us steal, on our Crutch, behind
that knoll, and open a sudden fire on the swim-
mers, who seem to think themsehes out of
shot at the edge of that hine of water-lihes, but
some of them will soon find theme=elves mis-
taken, whirhng rowmd on thor backs, and
vamly cndeasouring to disve after their friends
that disappear beneath the agitated surfaqg
shot-swept into <prav. Long Gun' who oft to
the forefinger of Colonel Havlher has swept
the night-harbour of Ponle all alne with
wulgeons, he true to the trast now reposed in
thee by Kun North' And though these be
neuher geese, nor swans, not hoopers, j ey, send
thy leaden shov er among them feeding m therr
play, ull ali the air be afloat with speeks, as if
at the shaking of a feathes-bed that had burst
the ucking, and the tarn covered with sprawl-
ing maustes and mallards, m death-throes
among the ducklmgs' There 1t hes on 1ts
rest—Iike a telescope  No eve has discovered
the 1 ention~heen as those wild eyes are of
the plowterers on the shallows  Lightnmng
and thunder’ to which all the echoes roar
But we meanw hile are on our back, for of 'l
the recoils that ever shook a shoulder, that
one was the severest—bnt "twill probably cure
aur rhenmatism and——Well done—nobh,
gloriously done, O Bronte' Heaven and earth,
hov otter-like he swims®  Ha, Hamsh'joun
have cut off the retreat of that airy yoyager—
you have given 1t him m lus stern, Hamrsh—
and are reloading for the flappers. One ata
time 1 your mouth, O'Bronte' Put about
with that tal for a rudder—and make for the
shore What a stately creature! as he comes
wsuing from the shallow s, and, bearing the old
maliard breast high, walks all dnpping along
the greensward, and then shakes from his
curled chony the flashing sprag-must  He
gives us one look as we crown the knoll, and
then 1n agam with a spang and a plunge far
1nto the tarn, caring no more for the reeds than
for so manv winlestraes, and, fast as a sea-
serpent, 1s among the heart of the killed and
vounded Ian unerring instinct he always
seizes the dead~and now a devil's dozen he
along the shore Come hither, O Bronte, and
caress thy old master Ajy—that showed a
fine feeling—did that long shake that bedrizzled
the sunshine Put thy paws over our shoul
ders, and round our neck, true son of thy sire
—oh! that he were but alne to see and share
thy achieyements, but mdeed, two such dogs,
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troubles that would mn vam chamn him down
to the dust—when we see all this, and think
of all this, we feel indeed how rich may be the
poorest of the poor, and learn to respect the
oral being of man 1 1ts triumphs over the
&wer of hus physical nature But we do not
Jearn to doubt or deny the wisdom of the
Creator We do not learn from all the strug-
gles, and all these defeats, and all these vic-
tories, and all these triumphs, that God sent
us his creatures mto this life to starve, be-
cause the air, the earth, and the waters have
not wherewithal to feed the mouths that gape
for food through all the elements! Nor do
we learn that want 1s a crime, and poverty a
sin—and that they who would 1011, but cannot,
and they who can toil, but have no work set
before them, are ntruders at Nature’s table,
and must be driven by those who are able 10
pay for their seats to famine, starvation, and
death—almost demed a bunal '—I'inis  Amen
Often has 1t been our lot, by our conversa-
tional powers, to set the table on a snore  The
more stirring the theme, the more soporific the
:sqund of our silver voice  Look there, we be-
seech you! In a small spot of ¢ stationary sun-
shine,” lie Hamish, and Surefoot, and O'Bronte,
and Ponto, and Piro, and Basta, all sound
asleep’ Dogs are troubled sleepers—but these
four are now hike the dreamless dead Horses,
too, seem often to be witch-ridden in their
sleep DBut at this moment Surefoot 1s stretch-
ed more like a stone than a shelty n the land
of Nod As for Hamsh, were he to Iie so
braxy-ltke by himself on the hill, he would be
awakened by the bill of the raven digging 1nto
his sockets We are Morpheus and O1pheus
i one mncarnation—the very Pink of Poppy—
the true spirit of Optum—of Laudanum the
concentrated Issence—of the black Drop the
Gnome
Indeed, gentlemen, you have reason to be
ashamed of yourselves—bhut where 1s theaw k-
wardsquad? Cleangone They have stolen
a marchon us, and while we have been preach-
g they have been poaching—sans mandate
of the Marqus and Monzie We may catch
them ere close of day, and, if they have a
smell of slaughter, ve shall crack their
sconces with our erutch  No apologies, Ha-
mish—'tis only making the matter worse, but
weexpected better things of the dogs  O’Bronte!
fie! fie! sirrah  Your sire would not have
fallen asleep dumng a speech of ours—and
such a speech'—he would have sat 1t out
without winking—at each more splendid pas-
sage testifying his delight by a yowl Leap

. over the Crutch, y ou reprobate, and let us see

thee scour Look at mim, Hamish, already
beckoning to us on his hurdis from the hill-top
Let us scale those barriers—and away over the
table-land between that summit and the head
of Gleno No sooner said than done, and bere
we are on the level-—such a level as the ship
finds on the mam sea, when 1 the storm-lnli
she rides up and down the green swell, hefore
the tradewinds that cool the tropics  The sur-
face of this mamn land-sea 1s blach 1n the gloom,
and green 1n the ghmmer, and purple 1 the
light, and crumson in the sunshine Oh, never
looks nature so magmficent

127,

“ As 1n this varyng and uncertn weather,

Wiien gloom wnd glory force themselyves torether,
When catin g ems stormy, and tempestitons mght
At dav’s menditn low ers like noon of mght 1

Whose are these fine lines? Hooky Waller,
Own ow~  Dogs' Dov n—down—down—be
stonelihe, O Shelty f—and Hamish, sink thou
to the heather like a lizard, for if these old
dim eye« of ours may be 1n aught believed
yonder by the birches stands a Red-Deer snuf-
fing the east wind' Hush' hush! hush! He
suspects an enem) In that awrt—but death
comes upon him with stealthy foot, from the
west , and 1f Apollo and Diana—the divinitics
we so long have worshipped—be now propi~
tious~-his antlers shall be entangled n the
heather, and his hoofs beat the heavens Ha-
mish, the nifle’ A unkle as of iron, and ahiss
accompanying the explosion—and the King of
the Wilderness, bounding up mto the air with
his antlers igher than ever waved chieftain’s
plume, falls down stone-dead where he stood,
for the tlue-pill has gone through his vitals,
and hightning itself could hardly have wither-
ed him 1into more instantaneous cessation of
life!

Hes an enormous anmmal  ‘What antlers !
Roll him over, Hamish, on his side! See, up
to our breast, nearly, reaches the topmost
branch He 1s what the hunter of old called
a “Stag of Ten™ His eye has lost the flash
of freedom—the tongue that browsed the
brushwood 1s bitten through by the clenched
teeth—the fleetness of his feet has felt that
fatal frost—the wild heart 1s hushed, Hamsh,
—tame, tame, tame, and there the Monarch
of the Mountains—the Kimg of the Chiffs—ihe
Grand Lama of the Glens—the Sultan of the
Solitudes—the Dey of the Deserts—the Royal
Ranger of the Woods and Forests—jyea, the
very Prince of the Air and Thane of Thunder
—=shorn of all his beams,” lies motionles< as
a dead Jackass by the way side, whose hide was
not thought worth the trouble of flaying by s
owners the gipsies! “To this complexion has
he come at Jast”—he who at dawn had bor-
rowed the wings of the wind to carry him
across the cataracts!

A sudden pang shoots across our heart
‘What right had we to commit this murder?
How, henceforth, shall we dare to hold up our
head among the lovers of Iiberty, after having
thus stolen basely from behind on him the
boldest, brightest, and most beautiful of all her
sons' We who for so many years have been
Just able to hobble, and no more, by the a1d of
the Crutch—who feared to let the heather-bent
touch our toe, so sensinve m 1ts gout—We,
the old and impotent, all last winter bed-ridden,
and cven now seated hke a lameter on a
shelty, strapped by a patent buchle to a saddle
provided with a pummel behind as well as be-
fore—such an unwieldy and weary wretch as
We—+ fat, and scant of breath”—and with our
hand almost perpetually pressed agamnst our
left side, when a coughing-fit of asthma brings
back the stitch, seldom an absentee—to as-
sassinate TitaT nrn-nFen, whose flight on earth
conld accompany the eagle’s in heaven, and
not only to assassinate hium, but, in a moral
vein, to Iiken his carcass to that of a Jackass!
It will not bear further reflection, so, Hamsh,
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seized with a sudden desire for sohtude—to bhe
plam, we are geting sully, so ascend, Sure-
foot, Hamish, and be off wath the pomters—
O’Bionte goes with us—north-west, makmg a
encumbendibus vound the Tomhans, where
Mbairhe M<Intyre hived seven years with the
faries, and 1 a couple of hours or <o, you
will find us under the Merhn Crag
We offer to walk any man of our age m
Gieat Butain But what 13 our age? Con-
found us if we know withmn a scoie ot two
Yet we cannot get 11d of the mupression that
we ate under nmety Ioweser, as we sech
no advantage, and give no odds, we challenge
the octogenarians of the Umted Kingdom—
fan toe and heel—a twelve-hom match—for
love, fame, and a legitimate exchequer il {0
a thousand  Why thesc calves of ours would
look queet, we confess, on the legs of a Leith
porter, but even m our prune they were none
of your big vulgai calves, but they handled
hike iron—now moie like butter, Theie 1s
sull a spring 1n our mstep, and our knees,
sometimes shaky, are to-dry hnit as Pan’s and
neat as Apollo’s. Poet we may not be, but
Pedestrian we ate, with Wordsworth we conld
not walk along ymagmative heights, but, 1if not
guevously out of our rechoning, on the twin-
pihe road we could keep pace with Captain
Baiclay for a short distance—say from Dun-
dee to Aberdeen.
Oh'!' Gemum! but we are m gh sprus.
Yes—delights there ndeed me, which none
but pedestiians know. Much—all depends on
the chamacter of the wanderer, he must have
known what 1t 1s to commune with his own
thoughts and feelings, and be sausfied with
them even as with the converse of a chosen
friend Not that he must always, m the soh-
tudes that aw ait him, be 1n a meditatis e mood,
fordeas and emotions will of themselves arise,
and he will only have to enjoy the pleasures
which lus own bemg spontancously aftords
It would indeed be a hopeless thing, if we were
always to be on the stretch for happmess In-
tellect, Imagination, and Feeling, all work of
thewr own free-will, and not at the order of any
tashmaster A nll soon becomes a stream——a
stream a river—a mnver a loch—and a loch a
sea  So 1t 15 with the current wathin the spirit
It carries us along, without either oar or sail,
mcreasmg m depth, bieadth, and swifiness,
yet all the winle the easy woik of onr own
wondetful minds  While we seem only to see
o1 hear, we me thimlung and feching far be-
yond the mere notices given by the senses,
aud years afterwards we find that we have
been laying up treasures, 1n omi most heedless
moments, of imagery, and connecting together
trams of thought that arise m starthng beauty,
almost without cause or any iraceable onigin
The Pedestrian, too, must not only love lus
own society, but the society of any other hu-
man beings, if blameless and not mmpure,
among whom lis lot may for a short season
be cast He mustiejoice m all the forms and
shows of life, however simple they may be,
however humble, however low, and be able
to find food for Ins thoughts beside the ingle
of the loneliest hut, where the inmates sit with
few words, and will rather be spoken to than
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speak to the stranger  Tn such places he will
be dchglited—perhaps sutprised—to find
uncorrupted strength all the primary elements
of human character  ITe wil Gind that g
knowledge may be wider than thens, and bet-
ter ordered, but that it rests on the same foun-
dation, and comprehends the same mate
There will be no want of sympatlnes between
lum and them, and what he hnows best, and
foves most, will seldoin fail to be that alse
which they Listen to with grearest interest, and
respeeting which there 1s the closest commu-
nion between the minds ot stranger and host
e may know the rourse of the stars accord-
mg to the revelatton of science—they may
have studted themn only as sinple shepherds,
“ywhose heatts were gladdened” walling on
the motutamn-top  But they know=as he does
—uho sowed the stars n heaven, and that
then silent cowmses are all adjusted by the
hand of the Most Ihgh

Oh' blessed, thiice blessed vears of youth!
would we choose to hve over agam all your
forgotten and unforgotten mghts and days'
Blewsed, thitee blessed we eall yous aithough,
as we then felt, often darkened almost 1nto -
sanity by self-sown sorrows springing out of
o 1estless soul  No, we would not agamn
face such troubles, not even for the glouous
apparitions that famihiarly hannted us 1 glens
and forests, on mountains and on the gredat sea
But all, or nearly all that did once 50 grievous-
Iy disturb, w e can lay n the depths of the past,
so that scarcely a ghastly yoice 1s heard, a
ghastly face beheld, wile all that so charmed
of yore, or nearly atl, although no lenger the
daily companions of our hife, still sunvive to be
1ccalled at solemn hours, and with a “beauty
stitl more beauteous” to 1eumest the earth,
which nerther sm nov sorrow can rob of its
enchantments  We can stil ttavel with the
sohitary mountan-stream fiom 1ts source to the
sea, aud see new visions at every vista of 1ts
winding waters  The waterfall tlows not with
it own monotonous voice of a day o1 an hour,
but hike a choral anthem pealng with the
hymns of many yvears In the heart of the
blind st on the mountain-janges we can now
sit alone, surrounded by a world of images,
over winch time holds no power but to conse-
crate or solemmze. Solitnde we can deepen
by a single volition, and by a <mgle vohtion
let i npon 1t the stic and notse of the workd
and hfe Wiy, therefore, should we complam,
or why lament the mevitable loss or change that
time brings with 1t to all that leathe? Be-
neath the shadow of the tree we can jet re-
pose, and tranquthze ow spint by its rustle,
or by the “gieen Light” unchequered by one
surring leafl Fiom sunrise to sunset, we can
hie below the old mossy tower, till the darh-
ness that shuts out the day, lndes not the vi-
sions that ghde round the 1mned battlements
Cheerful as 1 a eity can we friverse the
houseless moor, and although not a ship be
on the sea, we can sct sail on the wings of
magination, 1nd when wearied, sl down on
sa1age or seienc 1sle, and let diop om nchal
below the moon and stais

And ’ts well we e so spuitual, for the
senses are of no use here, and we must draw
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seeming, and sweeping 1to, the sea, but a
rivel that man may never bridge, and though
still now as the sky, we wish you saw it 1 1ts
magmficent madness, when brought on the
roarings of the stormful tude

“Breahs the long wave that at the Pole hegan

Coast-caties alone are Queens  All inland
are but Tributanies. Darth's empiry belongs
to the Power that seces its shadow 1n the sea.
Two separate Cities, not twins—but one of
ancient and one of modern birth——how harmo-
niously, 1n spite of form and features chmac-
teristically different, do they coalesce 1nto one
Capital' This miracle, methinks, 15 wrought
by the Spirit of Natuie on the World of Art,
Her gieat features subdue almost mto simi-
larity 2 Whole constructed of such varous
elementy, for 1t 15 all felt to be kindred with
those guaidian chiffs  Those eternal heights
hold the Double City together 1n an amity that
breathes over both the same national look—the
impression of the same national soul In the
olden time, the city gathered herself almost]
under the very wing of the Castle, for m her
heroic heart she ever heard, unalarmed but
watchful, the alarums of war, and that chff,
under heaiven, was on ecarth the rock of her
salvation  But now the foundation of that
rock, whence jet the tranguil burgher hears
the morming and the eveming bugle, 1s beau-
tified by gardens that loi ¢ 1ts pensive shadow,
for 1t tames the hight to flowers by rude feet
untiodden, and yielding garlands for the brows
of perpetual peace Thence clegance and
grace arose , and while antquity bireathes over
that wilderness of antique structures pic-
turesquely huddled along the blue lmme of shy
—as Wilhie once finely said, hile the spine of
some enormous animal, yet all along this side
of that unrivered and mound-divided dell, now
shines a new woild of radiant dwellings, de-
claring by their regular but not monotonous
magnificence, that th¢ same people, whose
“perfervid genius” preserved them by war un-
humbled among the nations 1n days of daik-
ness, have now drawn a strength as invincible,
from the beautiful arts which have been cnl-
tivated by peace m the days of hight

And s the spimt of the mbabitation there
worthy of the place mmhabited? We ate a
Scotsman  And the great Enghsh Moralist
has asked, where may a Scotsman be found
who Joves not the honour or the glory of s
country better than truth? We are that Scots-
man—though for our country would we die
Yet dearer too than hfe 1s to us the honour—
if not the glory of our country, and had we a
thousand hives, proudly would we lay them all
down 1o the dust rather than give—or see

given—one single stain

“Unto the silver cross, to Scotlang denr,”

on which as yet no stain appears save those
glorious weather-stains, that have fallen on 1ts
folds from the clouds of war and the storms of
battle Sufhcient praise to the spint of our
land, that she knows how to love, admire, and
rival-——not 1n vain—the spirit of migh-hearted
and herme Dngland Long as we and that
other noble Isle
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“8et 15 on cmerald an the casing rea,"
i triple union breathe as one,

“Then come nginet us the whole world in arms,
And we will incet them '’

What 1s a people without pride? But letthem
know that its root rests on noble pillars, and
1n the whole range of strength and statehmess,
what piilars are there stronger and statelier
than those glorious tw o—Gemus and Liberty?
Here walour has fought—here philosophy has
meduated—here poetty has sung. Are not
our hiving yet as iave as our dead? All
wisdom has not perished vith the sages to
whom we have bwilt or are butlding monu-
mental tombs  The muses yet love to breathe
the pure mountam-air of Calcdon  And have
we not amongst us one mynad-mmded man,
w hose name, without offence to that high-priest
of nature, or us devoutest worshippers, may
flow fiom our hips even when they uiter that
of Suanary wnr?

The Queen of the North has evaporated—
and we agam hase a ghmpse of the Highlands
But where’s the Sun?  We hnow not i what
airt to look for am, for who hnow s but it may
now be afternoon? Itiv almost dark enough
for ey emmg—and 1f 1t be not far on in the day,
then we shall hayve thunder  What saith our
repeater! Oneo'cloch  Usually the brightest
hour of all the twelve—but any thing but
bright at this moment  Can there be an eclipse
gommg on—an carthgoalke at us toilette—or
merely a brewing of stormn?  Let us consult
our almanac No echipse set down for to-day
—the old earthqualke dwells 1 the neighbour-
hood of Comrie, and has never been hnown to
journey thus far north—besides he has for
some yeals been bed-ndden, argal, there 18
aboutto be a storm What a fool of aland-
tortoise were we to crawl up to the top of a
mountain, when we mght have taken our
choice of half-a-dozen gleus with cottages m
them every other nule, and a village at the end
of each with a comfortable Change-house’
And up which of its sides, pr1y, was 1t that we
citawled? Not this one—jorilis as steep as
a church—and we never in our hife peeped
ovet the bk of an uglies abvss Ay, Mister
Merln, ’tis wise of you to be flymg home mto
your crevice—put your head below your wing,
and do cease that cry —Croal: ! croak ! croah '
Where 1s the sooty stnnei? We hear he 15
on the wing—but he either sees ol smells us,
probably both, and the horrid gurgle m s
throat 1s choked by some cloud Surely that
was the sughing of wings' A Burd! alighting
within fifiy yards of us—and, from his mode
of folding his wings—n Dagle! Ths s too
mueh—withim fifty yards of an Dagle on lus
own mountamn-top Is he biind? Age dark-
ens even an Eagle’s eves—but he 1s not old,
for s plumage 1s perfect—and we see the
glare of his far-keckers as he tuins lus head
over his shoulder and regards his eyry on the
chiff We would not shoot him for a thousand
a-year for hfe Not old—how do we Lnow
that? Because he 1s a creature who 1s young
at a hundred—so says Audubon—Swamson—
our brother James—and all shepherds  ILattle
suspects he who 1s lying so near him wath i
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Alcharecter v ac gnven to the IHH by sts green

d1i-lihe night we hase often seen about mid-? silence, here and there brohen by the songs
summer, ~crenest of 21l among the Hebrides, ! and I~ughter of thoce hinen-blerching Javsr

but a mght-hl e day, such as thir, ne'er befors
fell on ne, nd ve mizht as well be n the
Heart o’ Mid-Lothian  "T'is a dungeon, and a
darh one—and we know notfor whatcnmeve
have been condemned to selitary confinrment
‘Were 1t mere mi+t we should not mind; but
the gloom 15 palpable—and mezles resistance
to the hand  We did not thint cloude capa-
ble of such condensttion—the blackness may
bie felt ke velvet on & hearse Wounld that
something would rustle—hnt no—allis hreath-
lessly still, and not a wind dares whigtle  If
there be any thing visihle or audible hereabouy,
then are we <tone-blind and <tone-deaf We
have a vision!

See' a great City m a mist'  All 15 not
shrouded—at 1ntervals something huge s
beheld 1n the <! j—v hat v ¢ hnov not, tover,
temple, spire, dome, or a pile of nameles,
structures—one afier the other fading away, or
<inding and setthing down into the gloom that
<-ov s decper and deeper Iike a mght  The
stream of hife <cems almost hushed in the
blind blank—;t you bear ever and anon, nov
here, nov tliere, the slow <ound of feet mo» g
to thetr ov n dull echoes, ond lo' the Sun

¢ Tonks throuzh the honizontal mists alr,
~horn of fils beamns,"

Ll.e some great ghost Ay, he In/ ! does he
not? strarght on your face, 1sf vou two vere
the only beings there—and were held loof ing
at each other 1n some strange communion
Surely you must sometunes have felt thot
emotian, when the Lmninary veemed no longer
Juminous, but a dull-red brozen orb, <1ick unto
the death—obscure the Shedder of Laght and
the Giver of Lnfi lifeless!

The &ev has <ont 2 tide-vorne vind to the
ity and jou almost start 1n wonder to behold
all the hesvens clear of clouds, (how beautiful
wis the elearing’) and bending m 1 might,
bluc bow, that brghtly overarches all the
brightened halatatons of men'  The spires
shoot up nto the shy—thedames tranquilly rest
there—nll the 1oofs o ttrr as with dismonds,
afl the vhite walls arc Instrour, cave where,
here and there some lofuer range of bunldmes
hangsts steadiestshndos o’er <quare or street,
mr,mfying the ey, by means of separate
muititielr s nf structares, each tovpdite n
el md the whole zathoed tozether by the
ontvard ¢ye, and the yrward aamnaton,
worth, indred of the nune of Metropoli-,

Lot w <1 dovn oen this bunch helow the
<hudev of the Pardhenon  The air 16 nos <o
tarcfir 1 thar von fan sce not indistinetly the
figure ot v on Arhursdheat Toe Caton,
tamgh o ey ll— s asgreen a the Carer
tavenny over the Border furc<t Mot mnmy
YT mra, po <tone « bfice 1A on s unvig-

Inttd venlare—tie v < o grae vural Mount,
when the ficnpe Bleachnd thor ctaee, m oa
Tree som pher, qloof from the ety ~inoode
alimne “w Ve eyl o g0t sament of Arthara
St Tloels of “heep mueht hvae grzed
here, B ohiere Yron paclsenncr, amd many

yulthiane, But in the.r sh spen g i]lkznr{!

and by the arm-m-arm strolline of lovers m
the morming hight or the evenng <hade Hen
married peoplc wse to wall vith their childeen
tminhing and feehing themsel=es 1o be m the
countiy , and here elderly gentemen, lu e our-
selves, with gold-headed coencs, or simple
crutehes, mused and meditated on theongomys
of the noisy lower world  Huch a Mill <o
close to o great Cit,, yet undi~taroed by 1t and
embued at all times * 1th a frelng of cuecter
peace, because of the wmirediate neighbonr-
hood of the din and <trof which 3ts green 1e-
cess lugh up m the blue zic nover partnot,
seems nov, 1 the mngled dream of tnamn 1-
tion and memoty, to have been a cupcr-urban
Paradise’ But a city cannot, pught not to b,
controlled 10 1ts growth, the natural heouty of
this il has had 1ts day, now 1t 1s brol en all
round with vide s ath<,along which yoummight
drive chanots a-reast, broad fhghts of stone-
stairs lead up along the once elastic brae-turf,
aad 1te byrom 15 Jaden wath towers and tom.
ples, monuments d mansoleums  Along o
side, where hanging gardens might have been,
megnificent as those of the old Babylon,
stretches the macadamized Royal Road to
London, flant ed b, one receptacle for the quuct
dead, and by another for the urgmet hving—-
church-yard and ~ prisen dyng avay mn n
bridewell  But, mahmz amends for ~uch
hideous deformitics, with front nobly leohinz
to the chiffs, over a dell of dwellings secn
dimly throvgh the smo) e-mist, stands, sacred
to the Muses, an Ddifice that might have
pleased the eye of Pencles!  Alas, smmed -
ately belov, one that vould have turned th
bram of Palladio! Modern Athens indeel!
Tew are the Grecians among thy architcets
those wtho are not Gotns are Picts—aond the
hung himeelf of the Panted People deupned
Nelvou’s Monument

But who can te quernlons on such 1 day !
Weigh all its defects, designed and vudes ¢ned,
and 1s not Edinbargh 3¢t a noble ey 7 Ar-
thur's Seat! hot Iihe 7 hiont The meoufi-
cent range of Salebur, Crags, on shien 1
battery might be bl to blov the ~hole inh -
bitatton to atom<' Our {riend here, the Cele
ton, vith Tus mural eros n' Oar Ca<tle on
s Chif' Glonons! hung round = 1th naaonal
historzes along all his battlementst Do the,
not cmbosom him i 1 style of grandrur
worths, tf such 1t be, of a « Cite of Palnees?
Call ail things Uy thar rizht numes, snhearon
and on ecarth. P daces they are not—nor an
they bult of mic*lc bat the, are stoul,
honses, framed of ttone from Loz Toath
quarry, al noe? 45 pate s the Pason, <rd by
the <un ook s fisfuly Poron by <tmng or
nov-, <erenely thrunsh the eslns 1 7)o thae
Paron i the tempe tuons o Ui preesty?
Beht Newverteteldwe wn ey ve nags o h
A magest ¢ metrapsitin sl

Ble gt Peztent errratante s,
Query ofthe tiree 7= 4N eta

How pesr the Prth? Gfor vtay gosy

sappt, b eemtefaraer Toaangee thearg
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lenees with hands claspt i supplication—* Din-
na kill me—dinna hill me—"am silly—'am silly
—and folk say 'am auld—auld—aunld” The
harmless creature 1s convineed we aje not
gomng to hll himn—tahes from ow hand whathe
calls his fishing rod and tackle—and Janghs hile
an owl  “Ony meal—ony meat——ony meat "
“Yes, mnocent, there 1s some meat o this
wallet, and youn and we shall have ourdinner”
“Ho' ho' ho!' ho! a smelled, a smelled! a
can say the Lord’s Prayer ™ “ What’s your
name, my man " ¢Daft Dooggy the Haverl
“«Bit down, Dugald” A sad mystery all this
—a drop of water on the bram will do it—so
wise physicians say, and we believe it Ior
all that, the brain 1s not the soul. Ile takes
the food with a ¥d of howl—and carries 1t
away to some distance, muttering “a aye cats
by mysel’” He 1s sayving grace'! And now
he 15 eating like an animal  "Tis a sayving of
old, “ Their lives are hidden with God '

This lovely little glen 1s almost altogether
new to us yet so congental its quiet to the
longings of our heart, that all at once 1t 1s
famihar to us as it we had sojourned here for
days—as 1if that cottage were owr ducling-
place—and we had retired hither to awat the
close  Were we never here hefore—in the
olden and golden time? ‘Those dips m the
summits of the mountain seem to recall fiom
oblivion memories of a morning all the same
as tlis, enjoyed by us with a different joy,
almost asif then we were a different bewng,
joy then the very element in which we drew
our breath, satisfied now to hve m the atmo-
sphere of sadness often thickened with grief
T1s thus that there grows a confusion among
the past umes 1 the dormuory—call 1t not
the bunal-place—over-shadowed by sweet or
solemn imagery~—1in the inland regrons, nor
can we question the recollections as they rise
—being ghosts, they are silent—thetr connng
and therr going alihe a mystery—bat some-
times—as now-—~they are happy hauntings—
and age 1s almost gladdened into 1llusion of
returning youth

"I1s a lovely httle glen as in all the High-
lands—yet we know not that a paunter would
see 1 1t the subject of a pictare—for the
sprinklings of young trees have been sown
capricionsly by nature, and there scems no
reason why on that hillside, and not on any
othet, should survive the remains of an old
wood Among the mulutude of knolls a few
are eminent with rocks and shrubs, but there
15 no central assemblage, and the green wilder-
ness wantons i such disoider that you might
beheve the pools there to be, not belonging as
they are to the same running water, but each
itself a small separate lakelet fed by 1its own
spring True, that above its homelulls there
are mountains—and these are chffs on which
the eagle might not disdamn to butld—but the
range wheels away 1n 1its grandeur to face a
loftier region, of which we <see here but the

summits swimming 1n the distant clouds

God bless that hut! and have its 1nmates 1n
his holy keeping' But what Fany 15 this
coming unawates on us sitng by the side of
the most lucid of little wells?  Set down thy
pitcher, my child, and let us have a look at
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thy happiness—for though thou mayst wonder
at our words, and think us a stranze old man,
comung and gorng, vnce and for ever, to thee
and thine a shadow and no more, ver lean thy
head towards us that we may lay our hands on
1t and bless 1it—~aud promise, a« thou art grow-
mg up here, sometimes to tunk of the voice
that spake to thee by the Birk-tice well  Love,
tcar, and serve God, as the Bible teaches—and
whalever happens thee, guale not, but put thy
trust in Heaven

Do notbe afraad of hin, sweet one' O'Bronte
would submit to be flased alive rather than
bite a child—see, he ofters you a paw —1ahe it
without ttembling—nay, he wdl let thee ride
on his Dback, my pretts dear—won’t thou,
O'Bronte? and scamper with thee up and down
the knolls hihe her coal black charger rejoteing
to bear the Iary Queen, Thou teliest us thy
father and mother, sisters and brothers, all are
dead, yet with a voice cheerful as well as
plamiive  Sanle—laugh—ing—as thou wert
domg a mmute ago—as thou hast done for
many & mornig—and shall do for many a
mornng mote on thy wav to the well—m the
W aods—on the braes—in the house—often all
by thy self when the old people arc ont of doors
not far oft—ar when svmetimes they have for
2 whole day been from home out of the glen.
Forget not out words—and no evil can befall
thee that may not, weak as thou art, be borne
~—and nothung wiched that 15 allowed to walh
the earth will ever be able to hurt a hoir on
thy head

Mv otars? what a lovely hittle amimalt A
tame fawn, by all that s wild—kneehng down
—to drinh—no—no—at lus lady’s feet The
colley catched it—thoun sayest—on the edge
of the Auld wood—and by the tume 1ts wounds
were cured, 1t seemed to hay e forgot its mother,
and scon learnt to follow thee about to far-off
places qute out of sight of this—and to play
gamesome tichs hke a creature born among
human dwellings  What " it dances hkc akud
—does 1t—and sometines you put a garland
of wild flowers round 1ts neck—and pursue it
Iihe a huntiess, as it pretends to be making
1ts escape mnto the forest ?

Look, child, here 15 a pretty green purse for
vou, that opens and shats with a spring—~—so—
and 1t there1s a gold com, called o sove-
reign, and a croohed snvpence  Don’t blush—
that was a graceful curtsey ~ Keep the crooked
sivpence for good Inck, and you never will
want  Wuh the jellow fellow buy a Sunday
gown and a parr of Sunday shoes, and what
else you hke, and now—jou two, lead the
way—try a 1ace to the door—and old Christo-
pher North will carry the picher—balancng
1t on his head—thus~ha ' "O’Bionte galloping
along as umpue The Fawn has it, and by 8
neck has beat Camlla

We shall lunch ere we go—and lunch v c}l
too—for this 15 2 poor man’s, not a pauper’s
hut, and Heaven stil grants his prayer—*give
us this day our daily bread ”  Sw eeter—richer
bannochs of bailey-meal never met the mouth
of moital man—no1 more delicious butter
“ We salt i, siry, for & fizend m Glasgow—but
now and then we tak’ a hite of the fiesh—do
oblige us a’, sir, by eatn’, and yow'll maybe
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Crutch  Our snuffy swt 15 of a colour with ! on us, and forgive us our sins, forif thislasts,
the storm-stained granite—and 1f he walk this {1n another minute we are zll at the bottom of

way he will get a buffet
this way-—his head up, and his tail down—not
hopping like a filthy raven—Dbut one foot before
the other—lihe a man—}ihe a King  We do
not altogether Dike 1t—it 15 rather alarming—
he may not be an Eagle after all—but some-
thing worse—* Hurra' ye Sky-scraper ' Chris-
topher 1s upon you! tahe that, and that, and
that”—all one tumbling scream, there he goes,
Crutch and all, over the edge of the chif
Dashed to death—but impossible for us to get
the body. Whev ! dashed to death indeed!
There he v heels, all on fire, round the thunder-
gloom Tsit electric matter in the atmosphere
~or fear and wrath that illumne his wings?
We wish we were safe down There 15 no
wind here yet—none to speak of, but there 1s
wind enough, to all appearance, 1n the region
towards the west 'The mamn body of the
clouds 1s falling back on the reserve—and ob-
serying that movement the nght wing deploys
—as for the Icft 1t 15 brohen, and 1s retreat
vwill soon be a fight.  Tear 15 contagious—the
whole army has fallen into irremediable disor-
der—has abandoned its commanding position
~-and 1n an hour will be self-driven 1nto the
sea We call that a Pame
Glory be to the corps that covers the retreat
We sce now the cause of that retrograde
movement In the north-west “far off its
coming shone,” and “in numbers vithout
number numberless,” lo! the adverse Host!
Thrown out 1n front the beautiful rifie brigade
comes fleetly on, extending 1n open order zlong
the vast plain between the aerial Pine-moun-
tamns to yon I'ire-chifis  The enemy marches
i masses—the space betveen the di.1sions
now widening and now narrowing—and as
sure as we are alive we hear the sound of
trumpets  The routed armjy has ralhed and
re-appears—and, hark, on the extreme left a
cannonade  Never befure had the Unholy
Alliance a finer parlk of aruillery—and now s
fire opens from the great battery in the centre,
and the hurly-burly 15 general fur and wide
over the whole field of battle
But thesc lead drops dancing on our bonnet
tell us to tahe up our cruich and be offi—for
there 1t 1s stuching—and by and by the waters
will be m floed, and we may have to pass a
night on the mountain  Down we go
We do not call this the same «ide of the
mountain we crawledup? There,all was pur-
ple except what was green—and ve were
happ; tobe a heather-leggea body, occasionally
~hipping hke a grasshopperon turf  Here, all
rochs suve stones  Get out of the way, ye
ptarmigans  'We hate shingle from the botiom
of our oh dear! oh dear! but tius 15
painful—shddering on shmgle aw~y down
v hat s any thine but an inchned =
foremost—accompanted with 4
at rulroad speed—every
dislodaing a stone as big ac -
<tantl, joins the procession,
hopping and jumping atong
fere, some 1t esch ade,
thinl of 3t, come behind
o321 our head, thou Grey

And he 15 wallang [that pond of pitch

Take care of yourself,
O’Bronte!

Here we are—sitting ' How we were brought
to assnme this rather uneasy posture ve do
not pretend to say  We confine ourselves to
the fact  Sitting beside a Tarn  Our escape
appears to have been Iittle less than miracu-
lous, and must hase been mainly owing, under
Providence, to the Crutch  Who's langhing 1
’Is you, you old Witch, .n hood and cloak,
crouching on the cliff; as if jou were warm-
ing your hands at the fire Hold your tongue
—and you may sit there to all eternityif you
choose—jou cloud-ridden hag! No—there
will be a blow-up some-day—as there evident-
Iy has been here before now, but ne more
Geology—from the tarn, whn 1s a "tarnation
deep 'un, runs a rill, and he offers to be our
guide down to the Low Country

‘Why, this does not look ike the same day
No gloom here—but a green seremity—not <o
poetical perhaps, but, 1in a human light, far
preferable to a * brown horror” No sulphure-
oas smell—*the air 1s balm” No suliriness
—how cool the circulating mediam! In our
youth, when we had vings on our feet—and
vere a feathered Mercury—Cherub we never
were nor Cauliffower—by flying, inour weather-
svisdom, from glen to glen, we hase made one
day a whole weelc—with, at the end, 2 Sabbath
For all over tne really mountaincous region of
the Highlands, every glen has 1its own inde-
scribable kind of day—all vaguely compre-
hended undcr the One Day that may happen
to be uppermost, and Lowland meteorologists,
meeting in the evening after a long absence—
having, perhaps, parted that morning~—on com-
parmg notes lose their temper, and have been
even hnovn to proceed to extremities in de-
fence of facts well-established of & most con-
tradictory and irreconcilable nature

Here 15 an angler fishing with the fiy In
the glen beyond thatrange he would hase used
the mimnnow—and 1n the huge hollow belind
our friends to the South-east, he might just a<
welltry the bare hooh—though 1t 15 not uni-
versally true that trouts don't rice when there
1s thunder  Let us see how he throws  What
acable’ Fhes' Tafis of heather Hollo,
you there, friend, what sport? What <port,
wes1y? Noansuer, areyoudeal? Dumb?
He flounshes lis flaul and 1s mute  Let ustry’
what a whach on the back may cheit  Down
he flings 1t, and staning on us vith a pair of
most eatraordinary eycs, and a beard ke a
goat, 1s off Ithe a <shot  Alas' wehve fright-
ened the wretch out of his fuw poor vats, and
he may kil himself among the rochs  Ieis
indeed an 1diot—an innocent  We remember
seeing hun near this very spot forty years 1zo
~-1nd he was not young then—they vlien hse

yexteeme old agse  No wonder he v 2z ey
d—for we are duly sensible of the cufre fert

seemble we must have suddenly exhabited n
so glimmer that 1i1ats these weak nnd ped

ves—he 1< an albine  That « hack

v sqy the least of st—our Crueh

reh forhim, bnt we bhear him 7

sanmg—and, geed God! the,

-
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could'st thou? yet thon knowest we aie all
smfual 1 s eyes, and thou knewest on whose
merits 15 the reliance of our hopes of Heaven
Thank you, Chustian, Three mmutes from
two by your house-cloth—she gives ju cleay
watning—and three nunutes fram two by our
watech—iathet caious this eomncrdence to such
a nicety—we must take up our Cintch and go
Thank thee, bonnie wee Christian—m wi' the
bannocks mtil our pouch—but we fedi you
must take us for a sad glutton
#Zichetty, dichetty, docek,
‘I he mouse ran up the clock,
'Lhe clock strurk one,

Down the mouse rin,
Zichosty, dichotty, doch 7

Come closer, Christtan—and let us put it to
thme ear What a pretty face of wounder a
the chime! Good people, you have work to
do m the hay-field~let us part—God bless
you—Good-by —~farew ell!

Half an hour since we parted—we ¢annot
help being a httle sad—and feat we vere not
so hund to the old people—not so consuderate
as we ought to have been—and perhaps thengh
pleascd with us just now, they may say to one
another before ey emng that we were too meny
for our years, Nonscnse We were all mer-
ry together—daft Uncle amang the Iaye—for
the creature came stealing m and sat down on
his own stool i the corner, and what's the
use of wearing a long face at all tumes hike a
Methodist mymster? A Methodist munister !
Why, John Wesley was fucete, and Whit-
field humorous, and Rowland Hill witye——
though he, we beheve, was not a Methody ,
yet were thewr hearts fountains of tears—and
outs 18 not a tock—if 1t be, 'us the rock of
Hoieb

Ha, Hamsh' Here we are beneath the
Metlm Crag  What sport?  Why, fix ¢ brace
18 not so much amiss—and they are thumpers
Tiftcen brace mn all  Dueks and flappers?
Seven leash  We are getting on

“Hut whit are these,
8o wither’d and so wild in thedr attire
That look not ke th’ inh ibitants o* the earth,
Andyetare on’t? Tive you? orare vou aught
Thatmanmiy question  Yonseum tounderstand me,
By eath 2t onre hier choppy fiuger Hiying
Upon her shinny hips —you shonld be women,
And yet your beards forhid me to interpret
"That you are so
1S
Shakspeare 15 not famihai, we find, among
the natives of Loch-Ltive side—else these

figures would reply,
“ All hail, Macbeth ' hail to thee, Thane of Glummis®?

But not sausfied with laying their choppy fin-
gers on then skinny lips, they now put them
to their plooky noses, having first each dipped
fore and thumb 1n his mall, and gibber Gaclie,
to us unintelligible as the guacking of duchs,
when a Choistian auditor has been prevented
fiom catching 1its meamng by the gobbling of
turkeys

Witches at the least, and about to prophesy
to us some pleasant cvents, that are to term-
nate disastiously su afteryears Istherenonooh
of carth perfoctly solitis y—but must natuial or
supcrnttural footsteps hauut the remotest and
most central places? But now we shall have
our fortunes told mn choice Darse, for sure these

S N
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are the Children of the Mst, and perhaps they
will favour u, with a runmng commentary on
O <umn Stout, gron, heatherdegged bodies
they we, one and all, and luclaly we are pro-
vided with «nnfl and tobieco snflicient for the
whole crew  Were they even ghosts they wall
not refuse a speehi’, and o HMighland spint
will ook meturesgue puffing a ergar '—Iark?
we hnow them and thewr yocahon. These are
the Genit of the Mountun-dew , and then hd-
den engincuy, depend on’ty i not {ar off, but
buried 1t the bowels of come brae  dee t—a
funt mist divapatg stselfl over the heather!
Theie~at waorl, shawning the wdle waste, and
m use and wont to bieak even the Sabb wh-day,
15 a S !

Do we lookt hhe Brervemen? The Cruteh
has mdeed o suspicious family 10<emblance to
a gaugmg-rod, and hterny characters, hihke
us, may wedl be mistaken for the Supersisot
htself Bat the smusgler’s eye hnows Jus
enemy at a glance, as the fox hnows a hounds
and the whispermg zioup diseern at once thas
we ate of a noblcr bieed,  That one fear dis-
peled, Highland hospitaiiy bads ns velcome,
even mte the mouth of the malt-aln, and, with
a smach on our loof, the Cluef volunteers o
witiate us mto the grand my stegies of the Worm

The tmfdoor 15 flung outward on s hthe
hmges, and already what a gractous smelt!
In we go, ushered by unbonneted Celts, gen-
tlemen m manver whereyer the hult 1s worn'!
for the tautan 15 the <y mbol of courtesy, and
Mac a good password all the world over be-
tween man and man  Lowland eyes aze apt
1o water 1 the peat-reeh, hut erelong we <hall
have another “ dtappie 1 our ¢'e,” and drink
to the Clans in the “unchrstened cietur”™
What o sad neglect m our education, among
all the acquired hingoes extany, to have over-
looked the Gache!  Yet nobody who has ever
heard . R preach an Ilase Sermon, need
devpan o} discoursing m that tongue afler an
hour’s practice, su let us foiget, if possible,
cvery wotd of Lnghioh, and the language now
needed will rise up iy 1ty place

And these figuies in men’s coats and wo-
men’s peticoats are femafes T We are willing
fo believe 111n spite of therr beards  One of
them absolutely suckling a eluld! Thanlk yom
mny deal s, but we cannot swallow the cons
tents of that quech  Yet, lot uy try —A Dtle
too warm, and 1ather harsh, but meat and
drink to a man of age That scems to be
goat-mll cheese, and the scones are bailey »
and they and the speeist will wash one another
down m an amcable plea, nor quarrel at elose
quarters  Honey too-—heatheir-honey of this
blessed year's produce  Ieeate's foreflingt!
muves 1t 10 a quech with mountun-dew—and
that 1s Athole-biose?

Thae eannot be the least doubt in the world
that the Hamiltoman system of teaching lan-
guages s one of the bestever imvented 1t will
enable any pupil of common-run pow e1> of atten
tion to read any part of the New Testainent m
Greek in some twenty lessons of an hout cachs
But what 15 that to the puncple of the worm?
ITall o blessed hour has not elapsed smee we
cntercd mto the door of this nll-housc, and we
ofler twenty to one that we read Ossian, ad
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find the mutton-ham no that bad, though I've|large volumes, shall, ere many wecks elapse,

hent 1t fatter—and, as you ha'e a long walk
2fore you, excuse me s, for being sae bauld
15 to suggest a glass o’speerit 1 your milk
The gudeman 1s temperate, and he’s been sae
a’ hus hife—but we keep 1t for a cordial—and
that bottle—to be sure 1t’s a gay hig ane—and
would thole replemshing—has lasted us syne
Whutsuntide ”

So presseth us to take care of number one
the gudewife, while the gudeman, busy as
ourselves, eyes her with a well-pleased face,
hut sath nothing, and the bonnie we bit Jassie
sits on her stool at the wunnoc w1’ her coggie
ready to do any service at a look, and supping
Iittle or nothing, out of bashfulness in presence
of Christopher North, who she believes 15 a
zood, and thinks may, perhaps, be some great
man  Qur third bannock has had the goose-
berry jam laid on 1t thick by “the gudewafe’s
am haun’,”—and we suspect at that last wide
bite we have smeared the corners of our mouth
—but 1t will only be mahing matters worse to
attempt hicking 1t off with our tongue Pussie”
thou hast a cunning look—puiring on our
knees—and though those glass een o’ thine
are blinking at the cream on the saucer—with
whieh thou jalousest we intend to let thee wet
thy whiskers,—%e fear thou mal’st no bones
of the poor birdies 1n the brake, and that many
an unlucky leveret has lost its wits at the
spring of such a tiger —Cats are queer crea-
tures, and have an instinctive lihing to War-
focks

And these two old people have survived all
therr children—sons and daughters!' They
have teld us the story of their ife—and as
calmly as if they had been telling of the trials
of some other pair  Perhaps, in om sympaths,
though we say but little, they feel a strength
that 1s not always thews—perhaps it1s a 1e-
hief from silent soriow to speah to one who s
# stranger to them, and jet, as they maj think,
a brother in afflicion—but prajy er Jike thanhs-
ginang assures us that there 1s m thus but a
Christian composure, far beyond the need of
our pity, and sent from a region above the
tars

There cannot be a cleaner cottige Tidi-
ness, 1t 15 pleasant to know, has for a good
many jears past been establishing itself n
Scotland amoeng the mior domestie yirtues

Once established 1t will never decay , for 1t
must be felt to brighten, morc than could be
magined by our fathers, the whole a<pect of
Iife  No need for any other household fairy
to sweep this floor An orderly ereature we
ha.e seen she 15, from all her movements out
and in doors—though the guest of but an
hour  Thev have tald us that they had hnown
what are called better day s~—and were once 1n
a thrnang way of business 1 a town  But

they were born and bred 1n the country  and
their manners, not rustic but raral, breathe of
s serene 1nd simple spirit—at once Lowland
and Highland—io u« a pleasant union, not
without 2 certamn charm of grace

What loose leaves are those Iving on the

I{:blc" A few odd numbers of the Scorrisn
Cunanrisy Hrnavo

;be lymg for you at the Manse

Let us recite
1o you, our worthy friends, a <mall sacred
Poem, which we have by heart Christian,
keep your eye on the page, and if we go
wrong, do not fear to setus right  Can youn
say many psalms and bymns? Bat ve need
not ash—for

s Pty ssneetto mfint mnds ,”’

what they love they remember—for how easy
—hov happy—to get dear things by heart!
Happest of all—the things held hols on earth
as 1 heaven——because appertaining here to
Eternal Life

TO THF SCOTTISII CHPISTIAN IERALD DY THF REV
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¢ Beauteons on our heath-clad mountains,

May our Hrrarp’s feet 1ppear,
Rueet, by silver Iakes and fountaimns,

M1y Ins voice be to our ¢1r
I et the tenants of our rocks,
&heplierds w 1tching o’er therr flocks,
Villayse £ 2in and peasant Loy,
Thee salute with songs of joy *

¢ CPIsTIAN HEnrALD ' epread the story

Of Redemption’s wondrous plan,

*Tis Jehoyal’s bnightest glory,
*T1= Ing highest ¢ift to man,
Angels on their harps of pold,
1 ove 1ts glories to unfold,
Heralds who 1ts influence wield,
Make thie waste 2 fruntful neld

¢ Ta the fount of mevecy sorring

On the win.s of faith and love,

And the depths of grwee explonng,
By the light shed from above,
Show us whence Iif¢’s waters flow,
And v here tre s of blessing grov
Be aring fruit of hevenly bloom,
Breathung Eden’s rich perfume

“Love to God and man expressing,
In thy course of mercy speed,

1 ead to sprin,.< of joy and blessing,
And wanli heavenly manna feed
Reotland’s cinldren i h nd low,
T1l1 the Tord they trnly Ynow
Ag 10 us our fithi rs told,

I was hnown by then of old

¢“To the voune, 3o se1%on yernal,

Yesus in s grace diselose,
As the tree of hfe cte rnal,

"Neath whose <hade they m repose,
Smelded from the noontide ray,
Aud from v ning’s tribes of prey,
And refresti’d with fruits of love,
And with music from above

“Onnistiac HeErain' mas the blessing

Of the Higheat thee attend,
That thi= cliuefi <t boon possessing

Thon may’st prove thy country s friend
Tend to make our land assuy
Something o1 1ts forme r bloom
When the dews of hirasen v ore sgen
Sparl ling on 5t pistures green,

“Whep the voice of warm desotson

fo the thront of Cod arore—
Mizhtv ns the =ound of ocean,

Calm 1r ntire 1o repose -
Eweeler, thiny hen Araby
Perfumc breathe g from flow ¢ 1nd tree,
Tane *hay e the shining sphere,
To Jehovah's hat ma, er ™

It 15 time we vere gomg—but we wish to
hear how thy 1aice sounds, Christian, v hen 1t
rends  So read thesc <ame verses, first “into
voursel,” and then to us  Thev speth of

{ mereies abote your comprchension, and ours,

and all men’s, for they speth of the infinite
goodness and mercy of God—but thouzh thou

W shall tale carg, our, hast committed 1n thsy short life no <ins, or

friends, that all the Numbeis, bound 1 1l ree but small, towards thy fellow-crea‘ures—how
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do not now exist 1n the bosom of the earth,
than the fiends with whom we are now on the
hobnob  Stolen watersare sweet—a profound
and beautiful reflection—and no doubt origi-
nally made by some penpatetic philosopher at
a Sull The very soul of the strong drink eva-
porates with the touch of the gauger’s wand
An evil day would it 1mdeed be for Scotland,
that should witness the extingmishment of all
her free and unlicensed mountam stils! The
charm of Highland hospitality would be wan
and withered, and the doch an doiras, nstead
of a blessing, would sound hike a ban
We haive said that smugglers are never
drunkards, not forgetting that general rules are
proved by exceptions, nay, we go farther, and
declare that the Haghlanders are the soberest
people 1n Burope Whisky 1s to them a cor-
dial, a medicine, a life-preserver. Chuef of the
umbrella and wraprascal! were you ever n
the Highlands? We shall produce a single day
from any of the fifty-two weeks of the year that
will outargue you on the present subject, mn
halfan-hour What sound 1s that? The rush-
g of ramn from heaven, and the sudden out-
cry of a thousand waterfalls Look through a
chink 1n the bothy, and far as you can see for
the masts, the heath-covered desert 1s steaming
like the smoke of a smouldering fite Winds
biting as winter come sweeping on their mvi-
sible chartots armed w1ith scythes, down every
glen, and scatter far and wide over the moun-
tains the spray of the raging lochs Now you
have a taste of the snmmer cold, more dan-
gerous far than that of Yule, for 1t often strikes
“ aitches” mto the unprepared bones, and con-
geals the blood of the shelterless shepherd on
the Il But one glorions gurgle of the speent
down the throat of a storm-stayed wan' and
bold as a rambow he faces the reappearing
sun, and feels assured (though there he may
be mistaken) of dying at a good old age
Then think, oh think, how mserably poor
are most of those men who have fought our
battles, and so often reddened their bayonetsin
defence of our hiberties and our laws! Wonld
you grudge them a hittle whisky?  And, de-
pend upoun 1t, a httle 1s the most, taling one
day of the jear with another, that they imbibe
You figuie to yourself two hundred thousand
Highlanders, talung snuff, and chewing tobac-
co, and drmlang whisky, all year long Why,
one pound of snuff, two of tobacco, and two
gallons of whisky, would be beyond the mark
of the yearly allowance of every grown-up
man' Thousands never taste such lusunes
at all—meal and water, potatoes and salt, their
only food The ammmal food, sir, and the fer-
mented hquors of various hands, Foreign and
British, which to omt certain knowledge you
have swallowed within the last twelve months,
would have sufiiced for fifty famibes 1n our
abstertous region of ymst and snow  We
have hnown you dnnk a bottle of chimpagne,
a bottle of port, and two hotiles of clhret, fre-
quently 1t a sithing, equal, 1 pixme cost, to
three gallons of the best Glenlhivet'  And You
(who, by the way, are an English clergyman,
2 circumstance we hed entirely forgotten, and
nate published a Discourse agamnst Drunhen-
ness, dedicated to a Dashop) pour forth the
T
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Lamentations of Jeremah over the sinful mul
titude of Small Stills' Hypocrisy ' hypocrisy!
where shalt thou hide thy many-coloured sides?

Whisky 1s found by experience to be, on
the whole, a blessing in so misty and moun-
tamnous a country It destroys disea<e and ba-
mshes death, without some such stimulant
the people would die of cold  You will seea
fine old Gael, of ninety or a hundred, tarn up
his little finger to a caulket with an air of pa-
tiiarchal solemnity altogether scriptuial, his
great-grandchldren eyeing lum with the most
respectful affection, and the youngest of them
toddlhing acioss the floos, to take the quech from
his huge, withered, and hawy hand, which he
lays on the amable Joseph’s sleek craniology,
with a blessing heartier thiough the Gleulivet,
and with all the earnestness of rehigion There
15 no disgrace m getting drunk—m the High-
lands—not even 1f you are of the above stand-
mg—Tfor where the people are so poor, such a
state 15 but of rare occurrence, while 1t 15 felt
all over the land of sleet and snow, thata *“ drap
o' the creatur’ 1s a very necessary of life, and
that but forits *dew” the mountains would be
uninhabitable At fairs, and funerals, and
marnages, and suchhike merry meetings, so-
briety 1s sent to look afier the sheep, but, ex-
cept on charitable occasions of that kind, so-
briety stays at home among the peat-reek, and
1s contented with crowdy Who that ever
stooped his head beneath a Highland hut would
grudge a few gallons of Glenlnet to its poor
but unrepming nmates? The seldomer they
get drunk the beitei——and 1t 1s but seldom they
do so, but et the rich man—the monied mo-
ralist, who bewails and begrudges the Gael a
modicum of the hquor of life, remember the
doom of a certain Dives, who, 1n a certain place
that shall now be nameless, cried, but eried 1
vain for a drop of water Lord bless the Hagh-
landers, say we, for the most harmless, hospt-
table, peaceable, brave people that ever de-
spised breeches, blue pibrochs, took invincible
standards, and beheved m the authenticuty of
Ossian’s poems  In that puie and lofty region
gnorance 1s not, as elsewhere, the mother of
vice—penury cannot repress the noble rage of
the mountameer as “he sings aloud old songs
that aie the music of the lieart,” while super-
stition herself has an elevating influence, and
will be suffered, even by religion, to show her
shadowy shape and mutter her wild voice
through the gloom that lies on the heads of the
remote glens, and among the thousand caves
of echo 1 her 1ron-bound coasts dashed on for
cver—night and day—summer and winter—
by those sleepless seas, who have no sooner
laid thewr heads on the milow than up they
start with a howl that cleaves the Orcades,
and away off 1 search of shipwrechs round
the corner of Cape Wrath

In the third place, what shall we say of the
poctical nfluence of Sriwys?  What more
poetical life can there be than that of the men
with whom we are now guafiing the barley-
bree? They hve with the moon and stars.
All the mght winds are their famihars
there be such thines as ghosts, and famnes, and
appantions—and that there are, no man who

has trayclled much by himself afier sunset will
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aperturam hibr, 1 the origmal Gaelic We feel
as if we could translate tne works of Jeremy
Bentham 1nto that tongue—ay, even I'rancis
Maximus Macnab’s Theory of the Universe
We guaranty ourselves to do both, thys 1den-
tical might before we go to slcep, and if the
printers are busy during the intermediate
hours, to correct the piess i the mornmg
‘Why, there are notabove five thousand 100ts—
but we are getting a hitle g;izzy—into a state
of civilation 1n the wilderness—and, gentlemen,
let us drink—n solemn stlence—the “ Memory
of Fingal ”?

0 8. Ceciha! we did not lay our account
with a bagpipe! What 15 the competition of
pipers 1n the Edmburgh Theatre, small as it 1s,
to this damnable drone 1n an earth-cell, cight
feet by six! Yet while the drums of our ears
are continming to split hike old parchment title-
deeds to lands nowhere existing, and all our
ammal economy, from finger to toe, 1s one
agomzing durl, AEolus himself sits as proud
as Lucifer in Pandemomunm, and as the old
soldiers keep tending the Worm 1n the reek as
if all were silence, the male-looking females,
and especially the he-she with the 1np at her
breast, nod, and smirk, and smile, and snap
their fingers, in a challenge to a straspey—
and, by all that 1s hornible, a red hairy arm 1s
round our neck, and we are half choked with
the fumes of whisky-hisses An hour ago, we
were dreaming of Malvina' 'and here she s
with a vengeance, while we in the chaiacter
of Oscar are embraced till almost all the Low-
land breath w our body expires

And this 1s sT1LL-L1FF 1

Extraordinary 1t 1s, that, go where we will,
we are 1 a wonderfully short ume discovered
to be Christopher North A few years ago,
the 1instant we found our feet 1n 2 mine m
Cornwall, after a descent of about one-third
the bored earth’s diameter, we v ere saluted by
name by a grim Monops who had not seen the
upper regions for years, preferiing the interior
of the planet, and forthwith, “Christopher
North, Christopher North,” reverberated along
the gallenes, while the gnomes came flocking
m all directions, with safety-lamps, to catch a
ghmpse of the famous Editor On another

occasion, we remember when coasting the
south of Ireland 1n our schooner, faling in
with 2 boat hihe a cochle-shell, well out of
the Bay of Bantry, afd of the three halfinaked
Paddies that were ensnaring the finny race,
two smoked ns at the helm, and bav led out,
“Xitty go bragh"™ Were we to go up ma
balloon, and by any accident descend 1in the
mterior of Africa, we have not the shghtest
doubt that Sultan Belloo would know us m a
1My, having heard our person so frequentl;
deseribed by Mayor Denham and Captam Clap-
perton  Sp we are known, it seems, 1n the
Still—by the men of the Worm? Yes—the
principal proprietor 1n the eoncern 15 a school-
master over about Loch-Barn-Head—a man of
no mean hiterary abilities, and an occasional
contributor to the Magazine He visits The

Shop 1n breeches—but now mounts the hilt—

and astomshes us by the versatility of his ta-

lents  In one of the most actiy e working bees
w e recognise a cadd),1 formerly m Auld Recky
8
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jcleped “ The Despateh,” now retired to the
Braes of Balquhidder, and breathing strongly
the spimit of s youth With that heather-
houghed gentleman, fiery-tressed as the God of
Day, v e were, for the quarter of a century that
we held a large grazing farm, in the annuoal
practice of drinhing a gill at the Falkirk Tryst,
and—w onderful, indeed, to think how old
friends meet, we were present.at the amputa-
tion of the right leg of that timber-toed hero
vith the bushy whiskers—in the Hospital
of Rosetta—having accompanied Sir David
Baird’s splendid Indian army to Egypt

Shying, for the present, the question in Po-
Iitical Economy, and viewing the subject i a
moral, social, and poetical light, v hat, pray, 1s
the true influence of Tur Srrzu? It makes
people 1dle  Idle? 'What species of 1dleness
1s that which consists m being up night and
day—traversing moors and mountains in all
weathers—constantly contriving the most skil-
ful expedients for misleading the Ixcise, and
which, on some disastrous day, when dragoons
suddenly shake the.desert—when all 1s lost
except honour—hundreds of gallons of wash
(alas* alas' a-day ") vichedly wasted among
the heather roots, and the whole beautiful Ap-
paratus lying battered and spiritless 1n the sun
beneath the accursed blows of the Pagans—re-
turns, after a few weehs set apart to natural
grief and indignation, with unabated energy, to
the selfsame work, even within view of the
former Tuins, and pouring out a hbation of the
first amalgamated hotness that deserves the
name of speerit, devotes the whole Board of
Excise to the Infernal Gods?

The argument of 1dleness has not a leg to
stand on, and falls at once to the ground But
the Still mahes men dishonest  'We grant that
there 1s a certain degree of dishonesty in cheat-
ing the Tixcise, and we shall allow yourself
to fix 1it, who give as fine a caulker from the
sma’ stll, as any moral writer on Honesty
with whom we have the pleasure oceasionally
to take a family dinner But the poor fellows
either grow or purchase their ovn malt They
do not steal 1t, and many 1s the silent bene-
diction that we have breathed over a bit patch
of barley, far up on 1ts stoney so1l among the
hills, bethinhing that 1t would yield up s pre-
cious spinit unexcised ! Neither do they charge
for 1t any very extravagant price—for what 1s
twelve, fourteen, twenty shilhings a gallon for
such drink divine as 1s now steaming before
us 1n that celestial caldron!

Having thus got nid of the charge of idle-
ness and dishonesty, nothing more needs to be
said on the Moral Influence of the Suil, and
we come now, n the second place, to consider
1t1n a Social Light The biggest bigot will
not dare to denv, that without whisky the
Highltnds of Scotland would be uminhabitable
And 1f all the population were gone, or extinet,
where then would be your social hfe? Smug-
glers are seldom drunhards, neither are they
men of boisterous manners or savage disposi-
tions In general, thcy are grave, sedafe,
peaceable characters, not unhil ¢ elders of the
hirk  Dsen Ixciscmen admst them,except on
rare occasions, when humain patience 15 ex-
hausted, to be mcrcxfulo Four pleasanter men

M~
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“What drugs, what spells,
What confurations, and whit imghty magic,”

was Christopher overthrown ! A strange con-
fusion of sexes, as of men in petucoats and
women 1n breeches—gowns transmogrified
mto jackets—caps mto bonnets—and thick
naked hairy legs mnto shim ankles decent m
hose—~all somewhere whirling and daneing by,
dim and obscure, to the sound of something
groaning and yelling, somcuimes marticulate-
1y, as 1f 1t came from something mstrumental,
and then mixed up with a wild gibberish, as
if shricking, samehow or other, from hving
lips, human and brute—for a dream of yowl-
g dogs 15 over all—utterly confounds us as
we strive to muster in rccollection the few last
hours that have passed tumultuously through
our brain—and then a wide black moor, some-
times covered with day, sometimes with night,
strelehes arouvnd us, hemmed 1n on all sides by
the tops of mountans, seeming to reel 1n fhe
sky TFrequent flashes of fire, and a whirring
as of the wings of hirds—but sound and sight
able unecrtain—break agamn upon our dteam
Let us not mince the matter—we can afford
the confession—we have been overtahen by
hquor—sadly intoxicated—out with 1t at once!
Trown not, fairest of all sweet—for we lay our
calamity, not to the charge of the Glenhvet
cairching 1 countless quechs, but at the door
?\f that inveterate cnemsy to sobricty—the I'resh

iy

But now we are as sober as a judge Tity
our misfortune—rather than forgive our sin
‘We entered that Sull 1n a State of mnocence
before the Fall Where we fell, we know not
—1u divers ways and sundry places—betw cen
that magic cell on the breast of Benachochie,
and tins glade 1 Gleno  But,

“There are worse things in hife than o fall among
heather **

Surefoot, we suppose, kept himself tolerably
sober—and O'Bronte, at cach successive cloit,
must have assisted us to remount—for Hamish,
from bis style of slceping, must have been as
bad as hus master, and, after all, 1t 1s wonder-
ful to think how we got here—over hags and
mosses, and marshes and quagmures, like those
in whieh “armies whole have sunk” But the
truth 15, that never mn {he whole course of our
hves—and that conrse has been a strange onc
—did we ever o ofien as once Jose our way.
Set us down blindfolded on Zahara, and we
will beat the caravan to Timbuctoo Some-
thing or other mysteriously mdicative of the
night dircction touches the soles of our feet in
the shape of the ground they ticad, and even
when our souls have gone soaring fur away,
or have sunk within us, still have our feet
pursued the shortest and the safest path that
Ieads to the bourne of our piigrimage  Is not
that strange? But not stranger surely than
the flight of the bee, on his first voyage over
the coves of the wilderness to the far-offheath-
er-bells—or of the dove that 13 sent by some
Jew stockjobber, to communicate to Dutchmen
the rise or fall of the funds, from London to
}{amburgh, from the clear shores of silver
:Jz' hames 1o the muddy shallows of the Zuyder-
ce

b
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TLIGHT TFTOURTH—DOWN RIVER AND
uP L.OCH

Lrr us inspect the state of Brown Bess
Right barrel empty—left barrel-—what 15 the
meanmng of thisl—crammed 1o the muzzle!
Ay, that comes on visiting Sulls  We hayve
been snapping away at the coveys and single
birds all over the moor, without so rmuch as a
pluff, with the nght-hand cock—and then,
magining that we had fired, hav e hept loading
away at the hore to the left, t1l}, sce’ the ram-
rod absolutely stands upright i the air, with
only about three mches hidden 1 the holiov !
What a narrov —a miraculons escape has the
world had of losing Chnistopher North! Had
he drawn that trigger instead of this, Brown
Bess would have burst to a moral certanty,
and bjown the old gentleman piecemeal over
the heather  “In the mmdst of hfe we are mn
death?” Could we but know one 1n a hun-
dred of the close approachings of the skeleton,
we should lead a ife of perpetual shudder
Often and often do his bony fingers almost
clutch our throat, or fus foot 1s put out to give
us a cross-buttack  But a saving arm pulls
him back, ere we have seen <o much as hs
shadow We believe all this—but the belef
that comes not from something steadfastly
present before our ecyes, 1s barren, and thus
1t 15, since believing 1s not seemg, that we
walk hoodwinked nearly all our days, and
worst of all blindness 15 that of mgratitude
and forgetfulness of Him whose shield 15 for
ever over us, and whose mercy shall be with
us 1n the world beyond the grave

By all that 1s most beautifully wild m ami-
maled nature, a Roe' a Roe! Shall we slay
hm where be stands, or let him vanish 1n
silent ghdings 1n among hus natne woods?
What a fool for asking ourselves such a
question' Slay him where he stands to be
sure—for many pleasant seasons hath he led
1n has Jeafy lairs, a hfe of leisure, debght, and
love, and the hour 1s come when he must sink
down on his knees 1n a sudden and unpainful
death~fair silvan dreamer’ We have drawn
that mulutudinous shot—and both barrels of
Brown Bess now are loaded with ball—for
Hamish 1s yet lying with his head on the nifle
Whis ' whiz! one1s through lungs, and another
through neck—and seemingly ratherto sleep
than die, (so various are the many modes of
expiration ')

#In quietness he 11ys him down
Gently, 43 o weary wave
Sinks, when the summer breeze has died,
Against an anchor'd vessel’s side **

Ay—Hamish—you may start to your feet—
and see reahzed the vision of your sleep
‘What a set of distracted dogs!' DBut O'Bronte
first catches sight of the gquarry-——and clear-
g, with grasshopper spangs, the patches of
stunted coppice, stops stock-still beside the
roe m the glade, as 1f admiring and wondering
at the beauty of the fair spotted creature! Yes,
dogs have 4 sense of the beautiful  Else how
can you aceount for their Joving so to le
down at the feet and hck the hands of the
virgm whose eyes are mild, and forehead meek,
and hair of placid sunshine, rather than act
the same part towards ugly women, who,

]
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Words are forgotten unless they are embalmed
m spirit, and the air of the world, blow after-
watids 1udely as 1t may, shall never shuvel up
one syllable that has been steeped into their
souls by the spint of the Gospel—felt by these
almost infant disciples of Chuist to be the very
breath of God
It has turned out one of the sweetest and
serenest afterncons that ever breathed a hush
over the face and bosom of August woods
Can we find 1t 1n our mind to thimk, 1 ouor
heart to feel,1in ou1 hand to write that Scotland
1s now even more beautiful than 1n our youth!
No—not m our heart to feel—but 1n our eyes
to see—fo1 they tell us 1t 15 the truth  The
people have cared for the land which the Lord
their God hath given them, and have made the
wilderness to blossom like the rose The
same Arts that have raised their conditien
have brightened their habitation , Agriculture,
by feitthzing the loveliness of the low-lying
vales, has subhmed the sterihty of the stupend-
ous mountain heights—and the thundrous tides
floving up the lochs, bring power to the corn-
fields and pastures created on hillsides once
hornd with rocks The whole country langhs
with a more vivid verdure—more pure the
flow of her streams and rivers—for many a
fen and marsh have been made dry, and the
rambow pictures 1tself on clearer cataracts
The Highlands were, tn our memory, over-
spread with a too dremiy gloom Vast tracts
there were m which Nature herself seemed
miserable, and if' the heart find no human
happiness to repose on, Imagination will fold
her wings, or flee away to otheriegions, v here
in her own visionary world she may soar at
will, and at will stoop down to the homes of
this real earth  Assuredly the inhabuants are
happier than they then were—better off —and
therefore the change, svhatever loss it may
comprehend, has been a gamn 1 good Alas!
poverly—penury—want—even of the necessa-
11es of hfe—are too often there still rife, but
pauence and endurance dwell there, heroic and
better far, Christtan—nor has Charity been
slow to succour regions remote but not inac-
cessible, Charity acting in power delegated by
Heaven to our National Councils  And thus
we can tink not only without sadness, but
with an elevation of soul mspired by such
example of highest virtue 1n humblest estate,
and 10 our own sphere exposed to other trals
be mduced to follow 1t, set to us in many “a
virtuous household, though exceeding poor™
\Vhat are ail the poetical fancies about # moun-
tain scenery,” that ever fluttered on the leaves
of albums, 1 comparison with any scheme,
how ever prosaic, that tends i any way to n-
crease human comforts? The best sonnet that
ever was written by a versifier from the South
to the Crown of Benlomond, 1s not worth the
worst pan of worsted stockings trotted 1n by a
small Celt going with his dad to seel for alost
sheep among the snow-wreaths round hus hase
As for eagles, and ravens, and red-deer, “ those
magmficent creatutes so stately and bright,”
let them shaft for themselves—and perhaps in
spite of all our rthapsodies—the fewer of them
the better—but among geese, and turkeys, and
poultry, let propagation flourish—the fleecy
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folk baa—and the hairy hordes bellow on a
thounsand hills  All the beauty and sublumty
on carth—overthe Iour Quarters of the World
~-15 not woith a strawf valued againsta good
harvest An aveiage crop 1s <atisfactory , but
a crop that soars high above an average—a
gaolden year of golden ears—sends joy 1nto the
heart of heaven No prating now of the de-
generacy of the potato  We can sing now
with ow single voice, hke a numerous cho-
rus, of

“TPotatoes drest both ways, both roasted and boiled, ’

Sivty bolls to the acre on a field of our own of
twenty acres--mealier than any meal—Perth
reds—to the hue on whose cheehs dull was
that on the face of the T'awr Maid of Perth,
when she blushed to confess to Burn-y-win’
that hand-over-hip he had strucl the 1ron when
1t was hot, and that she was no more the
Glover's Oh bright are potato blooms '—0Oh
green are potato-shaws'—Oh j ellow are potato
plums!' But how oft aie blighted swmmer
hopes and broken summer promases' Spare
not the shaw-—heap high the mounds—that
damp nor frost mav dim a single eye, so that
all winter through poor men majy prosper, and
spring see settings of such prolific vigour that
they shall yield a thousand-fo'd—%nd the sound
of rumble-te-thumps Dbe heard all over the
land

Let the people eat—let them have food for
theiwr bodies, and then they will have heartto
care for their souls, and the good and the wise
will look after their souls, with sure and certan
hope of elevating them from their hovels to
heaven, while prigs, with their eyes m a fine
frenzy rolling, rail at railronds and all the other
vile mventions of an utihtarian age to open
up and expedite communication betneen the
Children of the Mist and the Sons and Daugh-
ters of the Sunshine, to the utter annthilation
of the sublime Spirit of Solitude Be under no
sort of alarm for Nature There 15 some talh,
1t 1s true, of a tunnel through Cruachan to the
Black Mount, but the general 1mpression seems
to be that it will be a meat bore A joint-stock
company that undertook to remove Ben Nevis,
1s beginning to find unexvpreted obstructions
Feasible as we confess 1t appeared, the 1den of
draming Loch Lomond has been relinquished
for the easier and more useful scheme o} con-
verting the Clyde from below Stonebyres, to
above the Bannatyne Fall, into a canal—the
chief lock being, in the opimion of the most
mngentous speculators, almost ready-made at
Corra Innn

Shall we nevel be done with our sohiloguy?
Tt may be a httle longish, for age 1s prolix—but
every whit as natural and congemal with cir-
cumstances, as Hamlet’s “to be o1 not to be,
that 1s the question” O beloved Albin! our
soul yearneth towards thee, and we mvoke a
blessing on thy many thousand glens The
man who leaves a blessing on any one of thv
solitary places, and gives expression to a goo
thought in presence of a Christian brother,1s 8
missionary of the church  What uncomplamn-
mg and unrépining patience 1 thy solitary
huts! Whatunshrinking endurang® of physical
_pamn and want, that might well shame the Stoic’s
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coarser and coarser 1n each <uccessive widow-
hood, when at their fourth husband are beyond
expression hideous, and felt to be so by the
whole canine tribe ?  Spenser must have seen
some dog Iike O'Bronte lying at the feet and
Iicking the hand of some virgin—sweet veader,
like thyself—else never had he pamted the
posture of that Lion who guarded through
Fawryland

¢ Heavenly Una and her milkw hite lamb *?

A divine hne of Wordsworth’s, which we shall
never cease guoting on to the last of our m-
ditings, even to our dying day'

But where, Hamush, are all the flappers, the
mawsies, and the mallards? What' You have
left them-——hare, grouse, bag, and all, at the
Sull' 'We remember 1t now—and all the dis-
tillers are to-mght to be at our Tent, bringing
with them feathers, fur, and hide—ducks,
pussy, and decr But take the roe on your
stalwart shoulders, Hamish, and bear 1t down
to the silvan dwelling at the mouth of Gleno
Surefoot has a sufficient burded 1n us—for we
are waxing more corpulent every day—and
erclong shall be a Silenus

Ay, travel all the world over, and a human
dwelling lovelier m 1its wildness shall you
nowhere fing, than the one that hides itself 1n
the depth of 1ts own beauty, beneath the last
of the green knolls besprinkling Gleno, dropt
down there 1n presence of the peacefulest bay
of all Loch-Etive, 1n whose cloud-sofiened
Losom 1t sees itself reflected among the con-
genial 1magery of the skies And, hark! a
murmur as of swarming bees! ’Tis a Gaelie
school—set down 1n this loneliest of all placcs,
by that religious wisdom that rests not tll the
seeds of saving knowledge shall be sown over
all the wilds That grayhawred mmster of
God, whom all Scotland venerates, hath been
here from the great city on one of his holy
pilgnimages  And, lo' at s bidding, and
that of his coadjutors in the heavenly work, a
Schoolhouse has risen with 1its blue roof—the
pure diamond-sparhling slates of Ballahulish
—beneath a tuft of breeze-breaking trees But
whencg come they—the Iittle scholars—who
are all murmuring there? We said that the
shores of Loch-Ettve were desolate, So seem
they to the eye of Imagination, that loves to
gather up a hundred scenes into one, and to
breathe over the whole the lonesome spint of
one vast wilderness But Imagination was a
liar ever—a romancer and a dealer in dreams
Hers are the realms of fiction,

** A boundless contigmity of shade '*

But the land of trath 15 ever the haunt of tﬁe
heart—there her eye reposes or expatiates,
and what sweet, humble, and lowly visions
anse before 1t, 1n a hight that fadeth not away,
but abideth for ever! Cottages, huts, shielings,
she sees idden——few and far between 1ndecd
~—but all filled with Chnistian life—among the
hollows of the Inlls—and up, all the way up
the great glens—and by the shores of the lone-
hest lochs—and sprinkled, not so rarely, among
the woods that enclose Iittle fields and mea-
dows of their own—all the way down-—more
ammated-"M1l children are seen gathering be-
fore their doors the shells of the contignous sca.
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Look and listen far and wide through a sun-
shiny day, over a rich wooded region, with
hedgerows, single trecs, groves, and forests,
and jet haply not ove bud 1s to be scen or
heard—neither plumage nor song  Yel many
a bright lyrist 1s there, all mute ull the harb-
inger-hour of sunset, when all earth, air, and
heaven, shall be ringing with one song  Al-
most even so 1s 1t with this mountan-wilder-
ness Small bright-haired, bright-eyed, bright-
faced children, come stealing out 1n the morn-
ing from many hidden huts, each soliary in
1ts own site, the sole dwelling on 1ts own brae
orits own dell Smgmng go they one and al,
alone or in small bands, trippingly along the
wide moors, meeting into pleasant parties at
cross paths, or at fords, ull one stated hour
sces them all gathered together, as now 1n the
small Schoolhouse of Gleno, and the echo of
the happy hum of the simple scholars 1s heard
soft among the chiffs Bat all at once the hum
now ceases, and there 1s a hurry ont of doors,
and exulting cry , for the shadow of Hamish,
with the roe on his shoulders, has passed the
small lead-latticed window, and the School-
room has emptied itself on the gieen, which 1s
now brightening with the young blossoms of
Ife “A roe—a roc—a roe'’—is sull the
chorus of their song, and the Schoolmaster
himself, though educated at college for the
kirk, has not lost the least particle of s
passton for the chase, and with kimmdhng eyes
assists Hamish 1in layng down his burden, and
gazes on the spots with a hunter’s joy We
leave you to imagine his delight and s sur-
prise when, at first hardly trusting his optics,
he heholds Cunistornin ov Suvrrrdor, and
then, patting the shelty on the shoulder, bous
affectionately and respectfully to the Old Man,
and while our hands grasp, takes a pleasure
m repeating over and o\ er again that celebrated
surname—North—North—North

After a brief and bright hour of glee and
merriment, mingled with grave talk, nor marred
by the sweet undisturbance of all those elves
maddening on the Green around the Roe,we
express a wish that the scholars may all again
be gathered together 1 the Schoolroom, to
undergo an exarmination by the Christian Phi-
losopher of Buchanan Lodge ’Tisin all things
gentle, 1n nothing severe All slates are in-
stantly covered with nomerals, and’t1s pleasant
to see their skill 1n finest fractions, and 1in the
wonder-working golden rule of three And
now the rustling of their manuals 1s hke that
of rainy breezes among the summer leaves
No fears are here that the Book of God will
lose 1ts sancuty by becoming too familiar to
eye, hp, and hand  Iake the sunhght in the
sky, the light that shines there 1s for ever dear
—~—and unlike any sunhght in any skies, never
1s 1t clouded, permanently bright, and un-
dimmed before pious eyes by one smgle
shadow We ought, perhaps, to be ashamed,
but we are not so—we are happy that not an
urchin 1s there who 1s not fully better ac-
quainted with the cvenis and mcidents re-
corded 1 the Old and New Testaments than
ourselves, and think not that all these could
have been so faithfully commitied to memory

without the perpetual operation of the heart,
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silvan haunts, by us beloved of yore, when
every day was a dream, and eiery dream
filled to overflowing with poetic visions that
swarmed on everv bough, on every bent, on
every heather-bell, 1n every dewdrop, 1n every
mote o' the sun, 1 every line of gossamer, all
over greenwood and gieensward, gray el
purple heath, blue loch, # wine-faced sea,”
“with Jochs divinely spreading,
Like sullen hyacmths m vernal hue *?
and all over the sky, seeming then a glorious
wfinitnde, where hight, and joj, and beauty had
their dwelhng 1 calm and storm ahke for
evermore
Heaven bless thee—with all her sun, moon,
and stars' there thou art, dearest to us of all
the lochs of Scotland—and they are all dear—
mountain-crowned, chiff-guarded, isle-zoned,
grove-girdled, wide-winding and far-stretching,
with thy many-bayed banks and braes of brush-
wood, fern, broom, and heather, rejoicing n
their hut« and shiehings, thou glory of Argyle-
shire, rill-and-niver-fed, sea-arm-like, floating
m thy majesty, magnificent Loch Awe!
Comparisons, so far from being odiwous, are
always suggested to our hearts by the spirit of
love 'We behold Four Lochs—Loch Awe,
before our bodily eyes, which sometimes sleep
~Lwch-Liomond, Windermere, Kallarney, be-
fore those other eyes of ours that are wahing
ever The longest 1s Loch Awe, which, from
that bend below Sonunachan to distant Edder-
hine, looks like a river But cut off; with the
soft scythe or sickle of fancy, twenty mules of
the length of the mottled snake, who never
cails himself up except 1n misty weather, and
who 15 now lying outstretched mn the sunshine,
and the upper part, the head and shoulders,
are of themselves a Loch Pleasant are his
many hills, and magmficent hs one mountan
For you see but Cruachan  He is the master-
spirit.  Call him the noblest of Scotland’s
Kings. His subjects are princes, and glon-
ously they range around hum, stretching high,
wide, and far away, yet all owing visible alle-
glance to lum their sole and undisputed sove-
1eign. The setting and the rising sun do him
homage Peaceloves~asnow~io dwell with-
m s shadow, but high among the precipices
are the halls of the storms Green are the
shores as emerald But the dark heather with
its purple bloom sleeps 1n sombre shadow
over wide regions of dusk, and there 15 an
austere character in the chffs Moors and
maosses mtervene between holms and meados s,
and those black spots are stacks of last year’s
peats—not huts, as you might think—but those
other specks are huts, somewhat browner—
few roofed with straw, almost all with heather
—though the better houses are slated—nor 1s
there 1n the world to be found slate of a more
beautiful pale green colour than iu the quar-
ries of Ballahulish  The scene 15 vast and
wild, yet so much beauty 1s mterfused, that at
such an hour as this, 1ts character 1s almost
that of loveliness, the rude and rugged 1s felt
10 be rural, and no more, and the eye ghding
from the cottage gardens on 1its banks, to the
slands on the bosom of the Loch, Joses sight
of the mighty masses heaved up to the heaveps,
while the heart forgets that they are there, in
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its sweetrepose  The dim-seen ruins of castle
or rehigious house, secluded from all the sur
that disturbed the shore, carries back our
dreams to the olden tim¢, and we awake from
our reveries of ¢ sorrows <uffered long ago,” to
enjoy the apparent happiness of the hving
world

Loch Lomond 1s a sea' Along 1ts shores
might Jou voyage 1n 1our swift schooner, with
sinfung breezes, all a summer’s day, nor at
supset, when jou dropped anchor, have seen
half the beauuful wonders It is many-isled,
and some of them are in themsehes hitle
worlds, with woods and hlls Houses are
scen looking out from among old trees, and
children playing on the greensward that slopes
safely into deep water, where 1n 1ushy havens
are drawn up the boats of fishermen, or of
woodeutters who go to their work on the mam-
land You mignt live all your Iife on one of
thoseslands,and yetbeno hermyt  Hundreds
of small bays indent the shores, and some of a
majestic character take a fine bold sweep with
their towering groves, enclosing the mansion
of a Colquhoun or a Campbell at enmity no
more, or the turreted castle of the rich ahen,
who there finds humself as much at home as
m s hereditary hall, Sassenach and Gatl
now hiving in gentle friendshup What a pros-
peet from the Point of Firkin  The loch
1ts whole length and breadth—the magnificent
expanse unbroken, though bedropped, with
unnumbered 1sles—and the shores diy ersified
with jutting cape and far-sheoting peninsula,
enclosing sweet separate secluswons, each in
stself a Joch,  Ships mught be sashing here, the
largest ships of war, and there 1s anchorage
for fleets  But the clear course of the lovely
Leven 1s tock-crossed and mtercepted with
gravelly shallows, and guards Loch-Lomond
from the white-winged roamers that from all
seas come crowding mto the Farth of Clyde,
and carry their strcaming flags above the
woods of Ardgowan And there stands Ben
What cares he for all the multitude of other
lochs his gaze commands—what cares he even
for the salt-sea foam tumbling far away off
1nto the ocean?  All-sufficient for his love1s
his own loch at lus feet How serenely loohs
down the Giant! Is there not something very
sweet 1 his sunny smile? Vet were you Io
see lm frown-as we have seen him-yout
heart would sunk, and what would become of
you—if all alone by your own single self
wandermng over the wide moor that glooms 10
utter houselessness between his corries and
Glenfalloch—what 1f you were to hear the
stiange muiterings we have heard, as 1f moan-
ing from an earthquake among quagmires, i1l
you felt that the sound came from the sky, and
all at once from the heart of mght that had
strangled day burst a shattering peal that
might waken the dead—for Benlomond wasin
wrath, and vented it in thunder?

Perennially enjoying the blessing of a mild-
er chme, and repaying the bounty of nature by
beauty that bespeaks perpetual gratitude—
merry as May, rich as June, shady as July,
lustrous as August, and serene as September,
for in her meet the charactenistic charms o
every season, all dehghtfully mingled by the
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phiosophic pride’ What calm contentment,
akin to murth, 1n s0 many lonesome households,
hidden the greatest part of the year in mistand
snow! What peaceful deathbeds, witnessed
but by a few, a very few grave but tearless
eyes' Ay, how many martyrdoms for the holy
jove and religion of natare, worse to endure
than those of old at the stake, because pro-
tracted through years of sore distress, for ever
on the very hmit of famine, yet for ever far
removed from despair' Such 1s the people
among % hom we seek to drop the books, whose
sacred leaves are too often scaitered to the
winds, or buried m the dust of Pagan lands
Blessed 1s the fount from whose wisely managed
munificence the small house of God will rise
frequent 1n the wide and sea-divided wilds, with
its humble associate, the heath-roofed school,
1n which, through the silence of nature, will be
heard the murmuring voices of the children of
the poor, instructed n the knowledge useful
for time, and of avail for eternity
‘We leave a loose sovereign or two to the
Bible Fund, and remounting Surefoot, while
our friend the school-master holds the stirrup
tenderly to our toe, Jog down the road which 1s
rather alarmingly like the channel of a drought-
dried torrent, and turning round on the saddle,
send our farewell salutes to the gazing scholars,
first, bonnet waved round our head, and then,
that replaced, a kiss flung from our hand
Hamish, relieved of the roe, which will be
taken wp (how you shall by-and-by hear) on
our way back to the Tent, is close at our side,
to be ready should Shelty stumble, O'Bronte
as usual bounds in the van, and Ponto, Piro,
and Basta, impatient for the next heather hill,
keep close at our heels through the wood
‘We do not admire that shooting-ground which
resembles a poultry-yard Grouse and barn-
door fowls are constructed on opposite princi-
ples, the former being wild, and the latter tame
creatures, when 1n their respective perfection
Of all dull pastimes, the dullest seems to us
sporting 1n a preserve, and we believe that we
share that feehing with the Grand Sigmor The
sign of a lonely wayside mn n the Highlands,
ought not to be the Hen and Chickens Some
shooters, we know, sick of common sport, love
slaughter From sunrise to sunset of the First
Day of the Moors, they must bag their hundred
brace That can only be done where pouts
prevail,and cheepers keep chiding, and where
you have half-a dozen attendants to hand you
double-barrels sans intermission, for a round
dozen of hours spent 1n a perpetual fire Com-
mend us to a plentful sprinkling of game, to
ground which seems occasionally barren, and
which 1t needs a fine 1nstructed eye to traserse
scientifically, and thereof to detect the latent
riches Tear and Hope are the Deities whom
Christopher 1n his Sporting Jacket worships,
and were they unpropitious, the Moors would
lose all their witcheraft  We are a dead shot,
but not always, for the forefinger of our right
hand 1s the ‘most fitful forefinger in all this
capricious world  Yake all performers in the
Tme Arts, our execution 15 very uncertain,
and though “foujours mret” 1s the impress on
one side of our shield, “hu and misg”’ 1s that on
the other, and often the more characterisuc
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A zentleman ought not to shdot like a game-
keeper, any more than at billiards to play ke
a marber, nor with four-in-hand ought he to
tool his prads like the Portsmouth Dragsman
We choose to shoot like a phifosopher as we
are, and lo preserve the golden mean in mur-
der We hold, with Aristotle, that all virtue
consists 1 the middle, between the tvo ex-
tremes, and thus we shoot 1n a style equidistant
from that of the gamekeeper on the one hand,
and that of the bagman on the other, neither
killing nor missing every bird , but, trae to the
spirit of the Aristotelian doctrine, leaning with
a decided inchination towards the first rather
than the second predicament If we shoot too
well one day, we are pretty sure to make
amends for 1t by shooting just as much too 11l
another, and thus, at the close of the weelk,
we can go to bed with a clear conscience In
short, we shoot like gentlemen, scholars, poets,
philosophers as we are, and looking at us, you
have a sight
“Of i who walhs (rides) 1 glory and an jo3s

Follow mg s dog npon the mountain side,” ~
a man evidently not shooting for a wager, and
performing a match from the mean motive of
avarice or ambition, bnt blazing away “ at his
own sweet will,” and, without seeming to know
it, making a great nosse 1n the world  Such,
believe us,1s ever the moden which true genius
display s atoncethe earnestness and the modesty
of 11s character —But, Hamish-~~Hamish—
Hamish—look with both thine eyes on yonder
bank—yonder sunny bank, beneath the shade
of that fantastic ¢hff’s supermncumbent shadow
—and seest thou not bashing there a miracu-
lous amount of the right sort of feather<?
They have packed, Hamish—they have packed,
early as 1t yet1s1n the season, and the question
15— What shall ue do? We havet Take up
a posiion—Hamish—about a bundred yards
m the rear—on yonder knoll—with the Colo-
nel’s Sweeper Twre from the rest—mind,
from the rest, Hamish—right 1nto the centre
of that bed of plumage, and we shall be ready,
with Brown Bess and her sister, to pour 1n our
quartette upon the remams as they rise—so
that not escape shall one single feather Let
our coming “ to the present” be your signal —
Bang' Whew'—what a flutter! Now take
that—and that--and that—and that! Ha!
Hamish—as at the springing of a mine, thg
whale company has perished ~ Count the dead
Twenty-one! Lufe 1s short—and by this com-
pendious style we take Time by the forelock
But where the devil are the ducks? Oh, yes!
with the deer at the Sull Bag, and be str-
ring  For the Salmon-pond 1s murmuring in
our ear, and i1n another hour we must be at
Inseraw  Who said that Cruachan was a
steep mountain?  Why, with a gentle, smooth,
and easy slope, he dips his footsteps 1n the
sea-salt waters of Loch-Itne’s tde, as 1f to
accommodate the old genileman who, half-a-
century ago, used to beard him 1n his pride on
his throne of clouds Heaven bless him '—he
15 a hind-hearted mountain, though Ins fore-
head be furrowed and s aspect grim in
stormy wenther A milhon memories “ o’ auld
lang syne” revive, as almost “smooth-shding
without step” Surefoot travels through the
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musery 1 the Salmon Pool Oh' thatit had
been our purse' Who cares for a dozen duly
sovereigns and a score of nasty notes? And
what’s the use of them to us now, or indeed at
any fume? And what’s the use of this identi-
calrod? Hang1it,1f a httle thing would not
make us break 1t' A multiplying reel mdeed’
The mvention of a fool The Tent sees not
us agam, this afternoon we shall return to
Edinburgh Don’t talk to us of flies at the
next village There are no fhies at the village
—there 1s novillage O Beelzebub' O Satan®
was ever man tempted as we are tempted?
See—see a Tish—a fine Fish—an enormous
Tish—leaping to msultus' Give us our gun
that we may shoot him—no—no, dang gans
—~and dang this great clumsy rod' There—
let 1t he there for the first person that passes——
for we swear never to angle more As for the
Awe we never hked it—and wonder what in-
fatuation brought us here, We shall be made
10 pay for this yet—whew ! there was atvinge
—that big toe of ours we’ll warrant 1s as red
as fire, and we bitterly confess that we deserve
the gout. Och' och' och!

But hark' whoop and hollo, and 1s that too
the music of the hunter’s horn? Reverberat-
g among the woods a well-known voice sa-
lutes our ear, and there! bounds Hami<h over
the rocks like a chamois taking his pastime
Holding up our Lascrrrrs' he places 1t with
a few respectful words—hoping we have not
missed ut—and standig aloof-—leaves us to
our own reflections and our flies Nor do
those amount to remorse—nor these to more
than a few dozens Samson’s strength having
been restored—we speak of our rod, mind ye,
not of ourselves—we lrft up our downcast eyes,
and steal somewhat ashamed a furtive glance
at the trees and stones that must have over-
heard and overseen all our behaviom We
leave those who have been m any thing hke
the same predicament to confess—not pub-
hely—there 1s no occaston for that—nor on
thetr knees—but to their own consciences, 1f
they have any, their grief and their joy, their
guwlt, and, we hope, their gratitude Trans-
ported though they were beyond all bounds, we
formave them, for even those great masters of
wisdom, the Stoics, were not infallible, nor
were they always able to sustain, at their ut-
most strength, 1n practice the primnciples of
their philosophy

‘We are in a bloody mood, and shall not
leave this Pool—without twenty mortal mur-
ders on our head Tump away, Trot rs—with-
out any bowels of compassion for the race of
flies Devouring Iphemerals' Can you not
suffer the poor nsects to sport out their day?
They must be insipid eating, but here are
some savoury exceedingly—it 1s needléss to
mention their name—that carry <auce mquente
wn their tails Do try the taste of this bobber
~but any one of the thiee you please There!
hold fast Kinny—for that 1s a Whopper A
Mort! we did not suppose theievwere any in
the river  Why, he springs as 1f he were a
Fish? Go 1t agamn, Beauty We ourselves
could yump a hitin our day—nearly four times

our own length—but we never could clear our
own height, nor within half-a-foot of 1t, while
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jou—our Hearty—though not tvo feet long,
certainly do the perpendicular to the tune of four
—from tal-fin to water-surface—your snout
being six nearer the sky than the foam-bells
yon break i yomr descent into jour natne
element Cajenne, mustard, and ketchup 1s
our zest, and we shall assuredly eat you at
sunset Do you kpow the name of the T'ool
at the other end—according to Dr Johnson?
Curistoenrn Noitrn *Tis an honour to be
captured by the Old Kmght of the Bloody
Hand Yoo deserve to die such a death—for
you Leep 1 the middle of the current like 2
mort of metile, and are notone of the skullkers
that scek the side, and would fain take to the
bush 1n hopes of prolonging life by foul en-
tanglement Bravely bored, Gil Morrice There
1s as great difference 1n the moral guahties of
the finny tribe as among us humans—and we
have known some cowaidly wretches escape
our clutches by madly floundermng 1 among
floating weeds, or diving down among laby-
rinths of stone at the bottom, 1n paroaysms of
fear that no tachle could withstand, not even
Mackenzie’s He has brohe his heart Teeble
as the dying gladrator, the arena swims around
him, and he around the arena—tll sailing with
snout shore-ward, at sea m his own pool, he
absolutely rolls 1n convulsions in betw een our
very feet, and we, unprepared for such a mode
of procedure, hastily retreating, discover that
our jomnts are not so supple as of yore, and
play cdot on our back among the gowans
O'Bronte tooth- him by the cerebellam, and
carries him up-brae m his mouth hke a maw-
km  About stx pounds

Had we killed such a mort as 1s now m Ma-
gog, fifty years ago, we should not have rested
a single mstant after basketing him, before re-
rushing, with a sanguinary aspect, to the work
of death Now carelessly diffused, we lie on
our elbow, with our mild cheek on our palm,
and keep gazing—but not lack-a-daisically-—on
the circumambient woods Yes'! crrcumam-
bient—for look where we will, they accompany
our ken hke a peristrephic panorama. If men
have been seen walking Irke trees, why may
not trees be seen walking Iilke men—in batta-
ha—in armies—but oh' how peaceful the ar-
ray, and as the slow silvan swimmmg away
before our ejes subsides and settles, 1n_that
steadfast v aregation of colouring, whata depth
of beauty and grandeur, of joy and peace'

Phin' tlus tod 15 thy masterpiece And
what Gut' There <he has 12! Reel-music for
ever! Ten fathom are run out already—and
see how she shoots, Hanush ,—such a somer-
set as that was never thrown from a spring-
board Just the size for strength and agihty—
twenty pound to an ounce—jimp weight, Ha-
mish—ha ! Harlequin art thou—or Columbine ?
Assmiedly neither Clown nor Pantaloon Now
we have turned her ladyship's nose up the
stream, her lungs, if she hax e any, must be be-
gmning to labour, and we almost hear her
snore What! 1 the sulks already—suilen
among the stones But we shall make you
mudge, madam, were we to tear the \ ery tongu¢
out of your mouth  Aye, once more down the
middle to the tune of that spirited counntry:
dance—*Off she goes" Set corners, an
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happy gemus of the place commissioned to
pervade the whole from heaven, most lovely
yet most majestic, we breathed the music of
thy name, and start in this sterner solitude at
the sweet syllabhng of Windermere, Winder-
mere! Translucent thy waters as diamond
without a flaw  Unstained from source to sea
are all the streams soft 1ssuing from their sil-
ver springs among those beautiful mountains
Pure are they all as dew—and purer look the
white clonds within theiwr breast These are
indeed the Fortunate Groves! Tappy is every
tree  Blest the “Golden Oak,” which seems
to shie 1n lustre of his own, unborrowed from
the sun Fairer far the flower-tangled grass
of those wood-encircled pastures than any
meads of Asphodel Thon need’st no 1sles
on thy heavenlv bosom, for in the sweet con-
fusion of thy shores are seen the images of
many isles, fragments that one might dream
had been gently loosened from the land, and
had floated away into the lake till they had
lost themselves 1n the fairy wilderness  But
though thon need st them not, yet hast thou O
Windermere! thine own steadfast and endur-
mg 1sles—her called the Beautiful-—and 1slets
not far apart that seem born of her, for theirs
the same expression of countenance—that of
celestial calm—and, holiest of the sisterhood,
one that still retains the ruins of an oratory,
and bears the name of the Virgin Mother Mild,
to whom prays the marmer when sailing, 1n
thé moonhght, along Sicilian seas
Killarney! From the village of Cloghereen
1ssued an uncouth figure, who called himself
the “Man of the Mountan,” and pleased with
Pan, we permitted him to blow his horn be-
fore us up to the top of Mangerton, where the
Devil, s beheved, scooped out the sward be-
neath the chiffs into a Punch-bowl No doubt
he did, and the Old Potter wrought with fire
’Tis the crater of an extinct volcano  Charles
Fox, Weld says, and Wright doubts, swam the
Pool Why not? "Iis not so cold as the Po-
lar Sea We swam across it—as Mulcocky,
were he alive, but he 1s dead, could vouch,
and felt braced hke a drum What a pano-
rama' Our first feeling was one of grief that
we were not an Inshman We knew not
where to fiv our gaze Surrounded by the
dazzling bewilderment of all that mulfitudi-
nous magnificence, the eye, as if afraid to
grapple with the near glory—for such another
day never shone from heaven—sought relief
m the remote distance, and shid along the
beautiful niver Kenmare, msmuating 1itself
among the recesses of the mountamns, ull 1t
rested on the green ghmmer of the far-off sea
The grandeur was felt, far off as 1t was, of
that won-bound coast ' Coming round with
an casy sweep, as the eyes of an eagle'may
do, when hanging motionless aloft he but
turns his head, our eyes took 1n all the mighty
range of the Recks, and rested 1n awe on
Carran Tual Wild yet gentle was the blue
aenal haze over the glimpses of the Upper
Lake, where soft and sweet, 1 a girdle of
rocks, seemed to be hanging, now 1 air and
now 1n water—for all was strangely indistinct
m the dim confusion—masses of green hght
that mght be 1slands with their lovely trees,
19
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but suddenly tipt with fire shone out the gold-
cn pinnacles of the Dagle’s Nest, and as agam
they were tamed by cloud-shadow, the glow
of Purple Mountan for a while enchained our
vision, and then left it free to feast on the
forests of Glena, till, wandering at the capri-
cious will of fancy, t floated in delight over
the woods of Mucruss, and long lost among
the trembling 1magery of the water, found last-
1ng repose on the steadfast beauty of the sil-
van isle of Inisfallen

But now for the black mass of rapid waters
that, murmuring from loch to niver, rush roar-
g through that rainbow-arch, and bathe the
green woods 1n freshemng spray-mist through
a loveliest landscape, that steals along with
1t~ meadow-sprinkling trees close to the very
shore of Loch-Iuve, binding the two lochs to-
gether with a silvan band—her whose calmer
spirt never knows the ebb or flow of tide, and
her who fluctuates even when the skies are
stll with the swelling and subsiding tumult
dulv sent up 1nto and recalled down from the
sitence of her inland solitude And now for
one pool 1n that river, called by eminence the
Salmon Pool, whose gravelly depths are some-
ttmes paved with the blue backs of the silver-
scaled shiners, all strong as sunbeams, for a
while reposing there, till the river shall blaclk-
en 1n its glee to the floods falling in Glen-
Scrae and Glenorchy, and then will they shoot
through the cataract—for ’uts all one fall be-
tween the lochs—passionate of the sweet fresh
waters i which the Abbey-Isle reflects her
one rumed tower, or Kilchurn, at all times
dim or dark i the shadow of Cruachan,
see lus grim turrets, momentarily less grim,
1naged 1 the tremblings of the casual sun-
shine Sometimes they he hle stones, nor
unless you stir them up with a long pole, will
they stir 1n the gleam, more than 1f they were
shadows breathed from trees when all winds
are dead But at other times, they are on
feed; and then no sooner does the fly drop on
the water 1n 1ts blue and yellow gaudiness,
(and oh!' but the brown rmallard wing 1s
bloody—bloody ') than some snout sucks 1t 1n
—some snout of some swine-necked shoulder-
bender, and instantly—as by dexterously drop-
ping jour elbow you give him the butt, and
strilte the barb through his tongue—down the
long reach of the river vista'd along that
straight oal-as enue—but with clear space of
greensward between wood and water—shoots
the giant steel-stung i his fear, bounding
blue-white mnto the air, and then down 1nto
the Iiquid element with a plunge as of a man,
or rather a horse, till your heart leaps to your
mouth, or, as the Greeks we believe used to
say, to your nose, and you are seen galloping
along the banks, by spectators 1 search of the
picturesque, and ignorant of angling, supposed
in the act of making your escape, with an in-
comprehensible weapon 1n both hands, from
some rural madhouse .

Eh? eh? not n our hat—not 1n our waist-
coat—not 1 our jacket—not in our breeches’
By the ghost of Autolycus some pickpocket,
while we were morahzing, has abstracted our
Lascelles' we may as well tie a stone to each
of our feet, and sk %qway from all sense of
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away as therr glimmenng ghosts, with noble
effect, among the moonlight mists of the moun-
tams The poetry of Ossian has, 1t 15 true,
since the days of Macpherson, 1 no way
coloured the poetry of the island, and Mr
‘Wordsworth, who has written beautifal hnes
about the old Phantom, states that fact as an
argument against its authenuicity, He thinks
Osstan, as we now possess him, no poet, and
alleges that if these compositions had been the
good things so many people have thought
them, they would, in some way or other, have
breathed their spirit aver the poetical genius
of theland 'Who knows that they may not
do so yet? The tme may not have come
But must all true poetry necessarily create imi-
tation, and a school of imitators T One sees
no reason why 1t must Besides, the life which
the poetry of Ossian celebrates, has utterly
passed away, and the poetry 1tself, good, bad,
or indifferent, 1s so very peculiar, that to 1mi-
tate 1t at all, you must almost transcribe 1t
That, for a good many vears, was often done,
but naturally mspired any other feeling than
delight or admiration But the simple guestion
15, Do the poems of Ossian delight greatly and
widely? We think they do Norcan we be-
heve that they would not shil delignt such a
poet as Mr Wordsworth What dreariness
oveispreads them all' What a melancholy
spirit shrouds all his heroes, passing before us
on the clound, after all their battles have been
fought, and their tombs raised on the mll' The
very picture of the old blind Hero-bard him-
self, often attended by the weeping virgins
whom war has made desolate 15 always touch-
ing, often sublime, The desert 1s peopled with
lamenting mortals, and the mists that wrap
them with ghosts, whose remembrances of this
Iife are all dirge and elegy ‘True,that the
1mages are few and endlessly reiterated, but
that, we suspeet, 15 the case with all poetry
composed not 1n a philosophic age  The great
and constant appearances of nature suffice, 1n
their simpheity, for all its purposes  The peet
seeks mot fo vary thewr character, and his
hearers are willing to be charmed over and
over agamn by the same straimns We behieve
that the poetry of Ossian would -be destroyed
by any greater distinctness or 1 ariety of 1mage-
1y And 1f, indeed, Fingal lived and Ossian
sung, we must believe that the old bard was
blind, and we suspect that n such an age,
such a man would, 1n his bhindness, think
dreamily indeed of the torrents, and lakes, and
heaths, and clouds, and mountains, moons and
stars, which he had leapt, swam, walked,
chimbed, and gazed onin the days of his re-
joreing youth  Then has he no tenderness—
no pathos—no beauty Alas for thousands of
hearts and souls if it be even so' For then
are many of their holiest dreams worthless all,
and divinest melancholy a mere complaint ot
the understanding, which a bit of philosophi-
cal eriticism will purge away, as the leech’s
phial does a disease of the blood
Macpherson’s Ossian, 15t not poetry ? Words-
worth says 1t 15 not—but Christopher North
says 1t 1s—with all reverence for the King
Let uts antiquity be given up-—let such a state
of society as 1s therein described be declared

.
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impos<ible—let all the inconsistencies and
violations of nature ever charged against 1t
be acknowledged—Iet all its glaring plagiar-
1sms from poetry of modern date nspire what
derision they may—and far worse the perpetual
repetition of 115 own 1mbecilities and 1nanities,
wearying one down even to disgust and anger;
—Tyet, mn spite of all, are we not made to feel,
not only that we are among the mountains, but
10 forget that there 1s any other world 1n exist-
ence, save that which glooms and glimmers,
and wails and raves around us 1 mists and
clouds, and storms, and snows—full of lakes
and nivers, sea-mtersected and sea-surrounded,
with a sky as troublous as the earth—yet both
at tmes wvistted with a mournful beauty that
sinks strangely mto the soul—w hile the sha-
dowy hife depictured there elndes not our human
sympathies, nor yel, aerial though they be—
so sweet and sad are their voices—do there
float by as unbeloved, unpitied, or unhonoured
—single, or 1n bands—the ghosts of the brave
and beantiful when the few stars are dim, and
the moon 15 felt, not seen, to be yielding what
famt light theie may be 1o the shies

The boat 1 a2 moment 1s a bagpipe, and not
only so, but all the mountains are bagpipes,
and so are the clouds All the bagpipes
i the world are here, and they fill heaven
and earth ’Tis no exaggeration—much less
afiction—but the soul and body of truth There
Hamish stands stately at the prow, and as the
beat hangs by midships on the very point that
commands all the echoes, he fil's the whole
night with the « Campbells are coming,” till the
sky yells with the gathering as of all the Clans
His eyes are triumphantly fixed on ours to
catch their emotions, his fingers cease their
twinkling, and sull that wild gathening keeps
playmg of 1tself among the mountains—{famt-
er and famter, as 1t 1s flung from chff to chff,
tit 1t dies away favr——far off—as 1f 1n mfinitude
—sweet even and soft b 1ts evanescence as
some lover’s lute

We are now 1n the bay of Gleno T'or though
moonhght strangely alters the whole face of
nature, confusing 1ts most settled features, and
with a gentle glamoury blending with the green-
sward what once was the gray granite, and 1n-
vesting with apparent woodiness what an hour
ago was the desolation of herbless chiffs—yet
not all the changes that wondrous nature, m
ceaseless ebb and flow, ever wrought on her
works, could metamorphose out of our recog-
nition that Glen, in which, one night—long—
long ago—

“In ife’s morning march, when our spirit was young '’

we were visited by a dream—a dream that
shadowed forth 1n 1ts mnexplicable sy mbols the
whole course of our future hfe—the graves—
the tombs where many we loved aie now
buried—that churchyard, where we hope
and believe that one day our own bones will
Test

But who shouts from the shore, Hamish—
and now, as 1f through his fingers, sends forth
a sharp shnll whistle that pierces the sky’
Ah, ha! we ken s <hadow 1n the hight, with
the roe on his shoulder *Tis the schoolmas-
ter of Gleno, bringing down our quarry to the
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reel' The gaff, Hamish—the gaff' and the
Ianding-net'  For here 1s a shallow of the s1l-
versand, spreading into the bay of a ford—and
ere she recovers from her astonishment, here
will we land her—with a4 strong pull, a long
pull, and a pull altogether—just on the edge
of the greensward—and then smite her on
the shoulder, Hamish—and, to make assurance
doubly sure, the net under her tail, and hoist
her aloft in the sunshine, a glorous prize,
daszhing the dayhght, and giving a brighter
verdure to the woods

He who takes two hours to kill a fish—be s
bulk what 1t may—is no man, and 1s not worth
his meat, nor the vital air  The propottion s
a punute to the pound This rule were we
taught by the “ Best at Most” among British
sportsmen—5Scrope the Matchless on moor,
mountain, river, loch, or sea, and with exqui-
site nicety, have we now carried 1t into prac-
tice  Away with your useless steelyards TLet
us feel her teeth with our fore-finger, and then
held out at arm’s length—so—we know by
feelinz, that she 1s, as we said soon as we saw
her side, a twenty pounder to a drachm, and
we have been true to ume within two seconds
She has literally no head, but her snout 1s 1n
her shoulders  That 1s the beauty of a fish—
high and round shoulders, short waisted, no
loins, but all body, and notlong of terminating
—~—the shorter still the better—in a tail sharp
and pomnted as Diana’s, when she 1s crescent
1n the sky

And lo, and behold ' there 1s Diana—but not

crescent—for round and broad 1s she as the
sun him-elf—shimng 1n the south, with as yet
a needless hghi—for daylight has not gone
down 1n the west—and we can hardly call 1t
gloaming  Chaste and cold though she secm,
a nunbke lummary who has just talen the
veil—a transparent veil of fine fleecy clonds—
yet, alas! 15 she frail as of old, when she de-
scended on the top of Latmos, to hold dalhiance
with Endymion  She has absolutely the ap-
pearance of being in the family way—and not
far from her ime Lo! two of her children
stealing from ether towards her feet One on
her right hand, and another on her left—the
fairest daughters that ever charmed mother’s
heart—and m heaven called stars What a
celestial trio the three form 1n thesky ' The
face of the moon keeps bnghtening as the
lesser two twinkle into larger lustre , and now,
thongh D1y 1s stll lingering, we feel that it s
Night  When the one comes and when the
other goes, what ey e can note, what tongue can
telt—but what heart fecls not 1n the dewy hush
divine, as the power of the beanty of earth de-
cays over us, and o «tull dream descends upon
us 11 the power of the heauty of heaven!

But bark ' the regular twang and dip of oars
comng up the river-—and lo' indisunctin the
distance, something mos ing through the moon-
shint—nd now talang the Iilkeness of a boat—
a barge—with bonnetted heads leaning back
at every flashing strolre—nand, Hamish, list?
a chord song in thine o n dear native tongue!
Sent hither by the Queen of the ser-famnes to
bear back 1n state Christopher North to the
Tent? No  'I's the tig coble belongmg to
the tachsman of the Awe—and the crew are
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gowng to pull her through the first few hours
of the mght—along with the flowing tide—up
to Kinloch-Elive, to try a cast with their long
net at the mouth of the niver, now winding dim
hike a snake from King's House beneath the
Black Mount, and along the bays at the head
of the Loch A rumour that we were on the
river had reached them—and see an awning of
tartan over the stern, beneath which, as we sit,
the sun may not smite our head by day, nor
the moon by night We embark—and descend-
ing the river ke a dream, rapidly but stilly,
and kept m the mddle of the current by cun-
ning helmsman, without aid of 1dle oar, all six
suspended, we drop along through the silvan
scenery, ghiding serenely away back mto the
mountain gloom, and enter mto the wider
moonshine trembling on the wavy verdure of
the foam-crested sea May this be Loch-Euve?
Yea—venly, but so broad here 1s 1ts bosom,
and so far spreads the hillowy brightness, that
we mught almost beheve that our bark was
bounding over the ocean, and marching mer-
nily on the mamm  Are we—into such a dream
might fancy for a moment half beguile herself
—rowing back, after a day among the savage
1slanders, to our ship lving at anchor in the
ofiing, on a yvoyage of discovery round the
world? -

Where are all the dogs? Ponto, Piro, Basta,
[trembling partly with cold, partly with hunger,
partly with faugue,and partly with fear, among
and below the seats of the rowers—with their
noses somewhat uncomfortably laid between
their fore-paws on the tarry timbers, but
O'Bronte boldly sitting at our side, and wist-
fully eyeing the green swell as 1t heaves beau-
ufully by, ready at the shghtest signal to leap
overboard, and wallow hke a walrus in the
brine, of which you might almost think he
was born 1nd bred, so native seems the element
to the “Dowg o’ Dowgs™ Ay, these are sea-
mews, O’Bronte, wheeling white as silver 1n
the moonshine, but we shall not shoot them-—
no—no—no—we will not shoot you, ye images
of playful peace, so fearlessly, nay, so lovingly
attending our bark as it bounds over the breasts
of the billows, in motion quick almost as your
slowest fight, while ye hinger around, and be-
hind, and before our path,hike fair spinits wiling
us along up this great Loch, farther and farther
through gloom and glimmer, into the heart of
profounder solitude  On what errands of your
own are y¢ VInnowing your way, stooping
eyer and anon just to dip your wing-tips in the
waves, and then upinto the open air—the blue
light filling this magnificent hollow—or seen
glancing along the shadows of the mountains
as they divide the Loch into a succession of
separate bays, and often seem to block 1t up,
tll another moonhght reach 1s seen extending
far beyond, and carries the imagimation on—on
—on—1nto 1nland recesses that seem to lose 1t
last all connection with the forgotten sea Al
1t once the moon 1s hihe a ghost,—and we he-
lieve-—Heay en hnows why—n the authenticity
of Ossian’s Poems

Was there ever such a man 15 Ossitn? We
devoutly hope there was—for if so, then there
were a prodigious number of fine fellows, be-

stdes his Bardship, who afier their death figure 1
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HIGHLAND SNOW-STORIL.

Waar do you mean by onginal genius 7 By
that fine line 1n the Pleasures of Hope—

“To musc on Nature with a peeVs eye?”’

Why—genius—one Iind of 1t at least—is
transfusion of self into all owtward things
The gemus that does that—natarally, but no-
velly~1s original, and new jou hunow the
meanmng of one kand of orgmal gentus Have
we, then, Christopher Noith, that gift?  Have
you? Yea, both of Us Our spiits animate
the sensate carth, nll she speaks, sings,
smiles, langhs, weeps, sighs, gioans, goes
mad, and dies Nothing easier, though per-
haps 1t 15 wicked, than for original gemus ke
ouis, or yours, to drive the earth to distiaction
‘We wave our wizard hand thus—and lo! list!
she 1s mmsane How she howls to heaven, and
how the maddened beaven howls baek her
frenzy' Two dreadful manmiaes raging apart,
but in communion, 1 one vast bedlam ! The
drift-snow spins before the hurricane, hissing
hke a nest of serpents Jet Joose to torment the
air  What fierce flakes' furies' as of all the
wasps that ever stung had been revrvified, and
were now careering part and parcel of the
tempest  We are in a Highland Hut 1 the
midst of mountains  But no land 15 to be seen
dny more than if we were in the middle of the
sea Yet a wan glare shows that the <now-
storm 1s strangely shadowed by supetncum-
bent chifs, and though jou cannot see, you
hear the mountams  Rendings are gomg on,
frequent, over your head—and all around the
blind wildeiness—the thunderous tumbhngs
down of avalanches, mmed with the moan-
ings, shniekings, and yellings of caves, as 1f
spinits there were angry wuth the snow-diift
choling up the fissures and chasms in the
chffs Is that the creaking and groanming, and
rocking and tossing of old trees, afrmd of be-
ng uprooted and flung into the spate?
“Red comes the nver down, and laud and oft
The angry spint of the water shrieks,”?
more fearful than at midnight in this mightlihe
day—whose menidian 15 a total sun echipse
The nver rums by, bloodlike, through the
snow—and, short as 1s the reach you can
see through the flaky gloom, that shott reach
shows that all his eourse must be teriible——
more and more ternble—as, gathermg his
streams hihe a chiefiam his clin—erelong he
will sweep shiehng, and hut, and hamlet to
the sea, undermmng rocks, cuiting mounds
asunder, and blowng up bndges that explode
mto the air with a roar hike that of cannon
You sometimes think you hear thundes, though
you know that cannot be—but subhimer than
thunder 1s the nameless nose so liire that of
agomzed hfe—that eddies far and wide around
~—high and huge above—fear all the while De-
g at the bottom of your heart—an objectless,
dim, dreary, undefinable fear, whose iroubled
L]

presence—if any mortal feeling be so—is
sublime  Your imagination 15 troubled, and
dreams of dcath, but of ne single corpse, of
no single grave  Nor fear you fot yourscli—
fot the Hut in wlich you thus enjoy the storm,
16 safer than the canopred chif-calm of the
eagle’s nest, but your spirit 1s convulsed from
is deepest and darkest fonudauons, and all
that lay hidden there of the wild and wonder-
ful, the pititul and the strange, the 1enible and
pathietic, 13 now uptarned 1 dim confuston,
and unagmnanon, woilking among the hearded
gatherings of the heart, creates out of them
moods kindred and congemal with the hurn-
cane, infensifying the madness of the heaven
and the carth, sl that wineh sees and that
whieh 1s seen, thar which hears and that
whieh 1s heard undergo alteinate mutual
transfiguration, and the blind Roaring Day—
at once substance, shadow, and sounl—is felt
to be one with ourselies—the blended whole
either the Lave-Dead, or the Dead-Alive

We are 1 a Highland Hut—if we called it
a Shieling we did so merely because we love
the sound of the word Shielng and the 1mage
1t at once brings to eve and car—the rusthag
of leaves on a summer sthan bower, by sum-
ple art shghtly changed fiom the form of the
grow(h of nature or the wasing of fern on the
turf-roof and tarf-walls all rovered wath wild-
flowers and mosses, and moulded by one fan-
gle season mnto a hnoll-hite beauty, beside 1S
guardian birch-tree, msuppottable 1o afl evil
spirits, bnt with its sihvery stem and drooping
tresses dear 1o the Silent People that won It
the land of peace  Truly this 1s nat the sy eet
Shieling-season, when, fa1 away fiom all other
human dwellings, on the dip of some great
mountain, quite at the head of a day's-journei-
long glen, the young herdsman, haply all alone,
withont ene single being with him that has the
use of speech, hiveth for months retired far
from kirk and cross—ZLuath ns sole compa-
nwon—his sole care the pasturing herds—the
sole sounds he hears the croak of the raven o
the chfl, or bark of the eagle m the sky
sweet, solitary lot of lover! Haply mn somé
oas1s i the wilderness, some steadfast gleam
of emerald light amd the hy acinthine-hue ©
the heather, that voung heidsman hath pitched
his tent, by one Good Spirit haunted morning
noon, and might, through the sunny, moonhght
starty months,—the Orphan-girl, whom }cars
ago her dyiong father gate mto his ax‘ms—-«theI
old blind soldier—Lnowing that the hoy woul
shield her innocence when every blood-rela-
tion had been buried—now Otphan-gul 10
more, but growing there like a hly at the
Shieling door, or smging within su eether {has
any bird—the happiest of all hwing things—
her own Ronald's dark-hared Bride

We aien a Highland Hut among a High-
land Snow-storm—and all at once amidst he



THE YOORS

Hoat—Iiilted, we declare, ike a true Son of the
Mist The shore here 15 shelving but stony,
and our prow 1s aground DBut strong-spined
and lomned, and strong n their withers, are the
M'Dougals of Lorn, and, wading up to the red
hatry knees, hé has flung the roe into the boat.
and followed 1t himself Iike a deer-hound  So
bend to your oars, my hearties—my heroes—
the wind freshens, and the tide strengthens from
the sea, and at erght knots an hour we shall
sweep along the shadous, and soon <ee the
lantern, twinkling as from a lighthouse, on the
pole of our Tent.

In a boat, upon a great sea-arm, at night,

among mountains, who wonld be so senseless,
so soulless as to speak? ‘The hour has us
might,
“ Because not of this nolsy v orld, but silentand dissne '’
A sound there 15 sn the sea-green swell, and
the hollows of the rocks, that kecp muttering, as
their entrances feel thetouch of thetide Butno-
thing beneath themoon canbemore solemn,now
that her aspecet 1s so wan, and that some melan-
choly spinit has obscured the lustre of the stars
We feel as if the breath of old elegiac poetry
were visiting our slumber Al 1s sad within
us, yet why we hnow not, and the sadness 1s
stranger as it 1> deeper after a day of almost
foolish pastime, spent by a being v ho beheves
that he 1s 1mmortal, and that ,ﬂllS Itfe 1s but the
threshold of a life to come ~ Poor, puny, and
paltry pastimes indeed are they all! But are
they more so than those pursuits of vwhich the
moral poet has sung,

“The paths of glory lead but to the prave v’
Methinks, now, as we are entering into a sabler
mass of shadow, that the doctrine of eternal pun-
1shment of sins committed 1in ime—bat—

**IIcre’s & helth to alt good lasses,
Tlere’s n healthto all good lasses,
Pledze at mernly, fitl vour glisses,
J ¢t the buinper tonst go round,

1 et the bBumper to1st go round 7

Rest on your oars, lads  Hamish ! the quech!
give each man a caunlker, that hi< oar may send
a bolder twang from 1ts rollock, and our fish-
coble walk the waves hke a man-of-war's gig,
with the captain on hoard, zomng ashore, after
a long cruice, to meet his wife Now she spins!
and lo! Dights at Kinloch-Ttive, and beyond on
the breast of the mountain, bright as Hesperus
—the pole-star of our Tent?

Well, this 35 indeed the Londe of Faery ' A
car with a nag capansoned at the water edge!
On with the roe, and in with Christopher and
the fish Now, IIamish, hand us the Crutch
After acast or tv o, which, may they be svecess-
ful as the mght 15 auspicions, jour presence,
gentlemen, will be expected in the Tent. Now,
Hamish, handle thou the ribbons—ahas the
hurc-tether—and we will touch him behind,
should he hinger, wuth a weapon that might

‘* Create a4 «nul under the ribs of death **
Lmger! why the bghtming flies from hts heels,
4s he earries us along a fine natural causeway,
bihe Ossan's car-borne heroes  From the size
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and state of the stones over which we make
such a clatter, we shrewndly suspect that the
parhamentary grant for destroying the old
Highland torrent-roads has not extended 1ts
ravages to Glen-Iinne  O’Bronte,

¢ Live panting Time, tosls after us in vam,”

and the pointers are following us by our own
scent, and that of the ro¢, m the distant darh-
ness Puil up, Hamssh, pull up, or otherwise
we shall overshoot our mark, and meet with
some accrdent or other, perhaps a capsize on
Bachailfe-Etive, or the Black Mount. We had
no 1dea the cirele of greensward i front of the
Tent was so spacious Why, there 15 room
for the Lord Mayor of London’s state-coach to
turn with 1ts eight horses, and that enormous
ass, Parson Dillon, on the dickey  What could
have made us think at this moment of London?
Certes, the association of 1deas 1s a droll thing,
and also sometimes most maznificent. Dancing
m the Tent, 1mong strange figures' Celebra-
tion of the nuptials of some Arab chicf, in an
oasis 1n the Great Desert of Stony Arabia’
Heavens ' look at Tickler' How he hauls the
Hizzies' There 1s no time to be lost—he and
the Admiral must not have all the sport to
themselves, and, by and by, spite of age and
nfirmity, we shall show the Lent a touch of
the HighlandThng  Hollo' you landloupers!
Christopher 1s upon you—hehold the Tenth
Avatar mcarnated i North

But what Apparitions at the Tent-door sa.
lute our appioach?

“Back step these tv o fawr angels, hatf afrard
£o suddenly to ree the Griesly Kinpg ™’

Goat-herdesses from the cliffs of Glencreran
or Glenco, kilted to the hnee, and not uncon-
scious of their anhles, one twinkle of which 15
sufficient to bid “Begone dull care” for ever
One hand on a shoulder of each of the moun-
tamn-ny mphs—sweet liberties—and then em-
braced by both, half in their arms, and half
on their bosoms, was ever Old Man so plea-
santly let down from triumphal car, on the
s0ft surface of his mother-carth? Ay there
hies the Red-deer’ and vhat heaps of smaller

slamm?' But was there ever such a rush of
dogs' We shall be exunguished Down,

dogs, down—nay, ladtes and gentlemen, be
seated—on one another’s hnees 14 before—we
beseech jou—~we are but men like yourselves
—and

“IWithont the gmile fram parti=1 beauty won
Oh* what were mant—a v orld withont  sun*”’

What 1t 15 to be the darling of gods and
men, and women and childrenf Why, the
very stars burn brighter—and thou, O Moon?
art hhe the Sun We foresee a nmight of danc-
mg and drninking—ull the mountain-devr me't
it the lustre of morn  Such 1 d1y should
have a glorious dexnth——and a glorious resur-
rection  Hurra' Hurr!

Tur Moons ron 1ven! Tuw
Moons?

Tur Moons?'

%
]
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That 1 Glencreran, more conspicuous, on a
knoll among the pastoral meadows, midway
between mountain and mountain, so that the
grove which shelters 1t, except when the sun
1s shming high, 1s darhened by their meeting
shadow s, and dark indeed even 1n the sunshine,
for ’t1s a low but wide-armed grov e of old oak-
hike pmes A lttle further down, and Glen-
creran 1s very stlvan, but this dwetling 1s the
highest up of all, the first you descend upon,
near the foot of that wild hanging staircase
between you and Glen-Euve, and except this
old oakhke grove of pines, there 1s not a tree,
and hardly a bush, on bank or brae, pasture
ot hay-field, though these are Lept by many a
r1ll there minghng themselves 1nto one stream,
i a perpetual lustre, that seems to be as na-
tuve to the grass as us light 1s to the glow-
worm Such are the two Huts—for they aie
huts and no more—and you may see them still,
if you know how to discover the beautiful
sights of nature from deseriptions treasured 1n
your heart—and 1if the spint of change, now
nowhere at rest on the earth, not even in s
most sohitary places, have not swept fiom the
scenes they beautified the humble but hered-
tary dwellings that ought to be allowed, n the
fulness of the quiet time, to relapse back into
the bosom of nature, through insensible and
unpercerved deca
These Huts belonged to brothers—and each
had an only child—a <on and a daughter—
born on the same day—and now blooming on
the verge of youth A year ago, and they
were but mere children—but what wondrous
growth of frame and spirit does nature at that
season of life often present before our eyes!
So that we almost see the very change gomng
on between morn and morn, and feel that
these objects of our affection are daily brought
closer to ourselves, by partaking daily moie
andmore 1n all our most sacred thoughts, in our
cares and m our duties, and 1n knowledge of
the sorrows as well as the joys of our common
lot Thus had these cousms grown up be-
fore their parent’s eyes, Flora Macdonald—a
name hallowed of yore-—the fairest, and Ra-
nald Cameron, the boldest of all the Lvwg
flowers m Glenco and Glencreran It was now
thewr seventeenth birthday, and never had a
winter sun smiled more serenely over a hush
of snow Tlora, 1t had been agreed on, was to
pass that day i Glencreran, and Ranald lo
meet her among the mountains, that he might
bring her down the many precipitous passes
to his paient’s hut It was the middle of
February, and the snow had lam for weeks
with all 1ts drifts unchanged, so calm had been
the weather, and so continued the frost At
the same hour, known by horologe on the chiff
touched by the finger of dawn, the happy crea-
tures left each their own glen, and mile after
mile of the smooth surface ghded away past
their feet, almost as the quiet water glides by
the Bittle boat that tn favouring breezes walks
*merrily along the sea  And soon they met
at the trysting-place—a bank of birch-trees
beneath a chff that takes 1its name from the
Eagles
On their meeting seemed not to them the
whole of nature suddenly wnspired with joy
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and beauty ? Insecets unheard by them before,
hummed and ghttered in the air—from tree
roots, where the snow was thin, httle flowers,
o1 herbs flower-hke, now for the first ime were
seen looking out as if alive—the trees thtin.
selves scemed budding as if it were already
spring—and rare as in that rocky region are
the birds of song, a famt tnll for a moment
touched their ears, and the flutter of a wing,
telhing them that somewhere near there was
preparation for a nest Deep down beneath
the snow they listened to the tinkle of nlls
unreached by the frost—and merry, thought
they, was the musie of these contented prison-
ers  Not summer’s self, in 1ts deepest green,
so beautiful had ever Leen to them before, as
now the mild white of Winter, and as ther
eyes were hifted up to heaven, when had they
ever seen before a shy of such perfect blue, a
sun so gentle 1n 1ts brightness, or altogether a
week-day m any season so Uthe a Sabbath m
its stillness, so like a holvday in 1ts joy!
Lovers were thev—although as yet thev
scaicely knew 1t; for from love only could
have come such bliss as now was thewrs, a
bliss that while 1t beautified was felt to come
from the skies

Flora sang to Ranald many of her old songs
to those wild Gaehic airs that sound like the
sighing of winds among fractured chffs, or the
branches of storm-tossed trees when the sub-
siding tempest 15 about to let them rest Mo-
notonous music' but irresistible over the heart
it has once awakened and enthralled, so sm-
cere seems to be the moninfulness it breathes
—a mournfulness brooding on the same note
that 1s at once s natural evpression and 1ts
sweetest aliment—of which the smger never
wearieth 1n her dream, while her heart all the
time 1s haunted by all that 1s most piteous, by
the faces of the dead in their paleness return-
Ing to the shades of life, only that once more
they may pour from their fined eyes those
strange showers of unaccountable tears'

How merry were they betw een those mourn-
ful airs' How Tlora trembled to see her
lover's burning brow and flashing eyes, as he
told her tales of great battles fought in foreignt
lands, far across the sea—tales which he had
drunk 1n with greedy ears from the old heroes
scattered all over Lochaber and Badenoch, on
the brink of the grave sull garrulous of blood'

¢ The sun <at high i Ins mendian tower,”

but time had not been wath the 3 outhful lovers,
and the blessed bengs behei ed that ’twas but
a hittle hour since beneath the Eagle Chff they
had met in the prime of the morn'

The boy starts to his feet—and his keen €y
looks along the ready rifle—for his sires had
all been famous deer-stalkers, and the passmn'
of the chase was heredilary m lns blood Lo
a deer from Dalness, hound-driven or sullenly
astray, slowly bearing hus antlers up the glen,
then ‘stopping for a moment to snuff the aib
and then away—away'! The rifle-shot 1ings
dully from the scarce echoing snow-chffs, and
the amimal leaps aloft, struck by a certamn but
not sudden death-wound Oh'! for Fingal now
to pull him down lihe a wolf! But labouring

and lumbering heavily along, the snow spotted
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roar of the merciless hurricane we remember
the words of Burns—ithe peerless Poasant
Simple as they are, v ith what profound pathos
are they charged’

“1 fut’ning the door= an’ sunnachs rattic
1 thank me on the ourle cattlc,
Or willy sheep v ha bnds this bratile
Q' winter war,
And thro? the des®, deep-dnnn, sprattle,
Beneath vecaur!?

<1k happing bird, w r¢, hielplees thing,
That, in the merry monthis o’ gpring,
Delizhted me to he tr thee ang,
What comes o thee?
Whar v 1t thou cow’r thy chittenng v ing
An’ close thy e'e?

“1 v'n you on murdering errnds tod’d,
Y ane from vour g tvape homes exiled,
The blood-+t1m’d roo-t 1ud sheep-cot epoil'd,
M heart forgets
While pitifess the tempest 3 itd
Rore on vou beats !’

Burns 15 our Lowland bard—but poetry 1s
poetry all over the world, when streamed from
the life-blood of the human heart So sang
the Genius of nspired humanity in his bleak
«auld clay-biggin,” on one of the braes of
Cotla, and now our heart responds the <traim,
high up among the Celtic chifs, central among
a sea of mountams hidden 1n a snow-<torm
that enshrouds the d1y  Av—the one single
door of this Hut—the one smgle “winnock,”
does “rattle”—by fits—as the blast smites 1,
1n spite of the white mound drifted hill-high all
round the bunied dvelling Dim through the
peat-reek cower the fizures 1n tartan—{ear has
hushed the cry of the mfantin the swinging
cradle—and all the other 1mps are mute  But
the household 15 thmner than uswnal at the
meal-hour, and fect that loved to follow the
red-deer along the bent, now fearless of pit-
falls, sinee the first lour of mormng light have
ticen trasersing the tempest  The shepherds,
who sit all day long v hen summer hues are
shiming, end summer flowercts are blowmg
almost 1dle 1n their plaids, beneath the shadow
of some roclk walchmg their flochs feeding
above, around, and below, naw expose their
bold breasts to all the penils of the pastoral
Iife  This 1s our Arcadia—a realm of wrath
~wo—danger, and death Here are bred the
men w hose blood—when the baspipe blogs—
15 prodigally poured forth on a thousand shores
The Immbs strung to giant-force by such snows
a5 thece, moving in hine of battle witlun the
shadow of the Pyramids,

* Brought from the dust the sound of Hbe rty,””
while the Invincible standard was lowered be-
forc the heroes of the Old Black Watch, and
victory out of the very heart of defeat arose on
“that thrice-repeated ery” that guauls all foes
thit mndiy rush agunst the banneis of \lbyn
The storm that has frozen in s ey r, the eagic’s
wing, driven the deer to the comb beneiy the
oliffs, 1ud all mght imprisoned the wild-cat i
Ins cell, hand 1n hand as 15 thewr wont when
crosang 4 stream or flood, bands of Hizhland-
ers now e m oats stronghalds 2l over the
ranges of mounfuns, come 1t from the wrath.
ful mland or the more wrathful sex.

“They think upon the ourie cattie
And silly ehoep,’
and man's reason goes to the help of bruse -
et
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How passing sweet 1s that other stanza,
he trd Iike a low hymn amidst the noce of the
temnpest ' Let our hearts onee more recite 11—

“Ih hpping bird, we e, helpuess thing
That, in the meery monmthie o <prny,
Dehighted my to hiear thee sing,
What cnmer 0 thee 3
T8 har walt thou cow 'r thy clittenng v ing,
An’ clo e thy re?™

The vhole ecarth 1s for a moment green
again—trees whisper—streamlets murmuor—
and the “mecrry month o' spring” 15 musical
thiough all her groves But i another mo-
ment we know that almost all those sweet-
singers are noyv dead—or that they “ cow’r the
chittering v ing’ —never more to flufter through
the woodlands, and “close the e’e¢” that shall
never more be redlumned with love when
the Season of Nests 1s at hand, and bash, tree,
and tower are again all a twitter with the sur-
vivors of some gentler climate

The poet s heart, humamzed to utmost ten-
derness by the beauty of 1its own mercaful
thonghts, extends 1ts pity to the poor beasts of
prey  Dach syllable tells—each strohe of the
poet-painter’s penctl depiets the life and suf-
ferings of the wretched creatures  And then,
feeling that such an hour all hife 15 subject to
one lot, how profound the pathos reflected back
upon our own selves and our mortal condition,
by these few simplest words—

Ay heqrt foryeta,
W fiile prtiless the tempest watd
Sore on you beats "’

They go to help the “ourie cattle” and the
“oilly sheep,” but who hnows that they are
not gent on an errand of ngher merey, by Him
whose ear has not been shut to the prayer al-
most frozen on the lips of them about to
perish '—an mcident Jong forgotten, though on
the eve of that day on which the deliverance
happened, so passionately did we 1l regard 1,
that we felt that interfercnce providennal—as
if we had mdeed secn the hand of God «tretch-
ed down throuzh the mist and sunow from
heaven We ali said that it would neverlenv e
our memory , yet 1l of ns <oon forgot st—but
now while the tempest howls, 1t seems again
of yesterday

One family hved i Glencreran, and another
m Glenco—the fimilies of tv o brothers—sel-
dom visiting each other on worhing-days—
seldom mecung even on Sabbaths, for theirs
w1s not the same parish-urh—-efdom coming
together on ruial festivals or holvdays, forin
the Mighl»nds now these are not se frequent
as of vore, yet all these sweet seldoms, taken
together, to loymg hearts made a happy many,
and thus, though each fanuly pas<cd 3ts bfc
its ovn home, thare were many muinble
threads stretehed out throush the wtermediate
M, conneetmg the two dv ethngs togrether—
as the gossamer keeps flonung from one tree
to another eich vith 1ts own sceret nest
And nesthike both dwellings were  Thot an
Glenco, built bencath 4 trecdess bnt high-
heqthered rouh—lonwn 1 all wtorms—uath
greensward and garden on o slope dovnto a
mialet, the clearest of the ddear, (ah? onee
wofully reddencd 'y and prewig—<o gt <coms
i the mosses of 3ts onn roof, d the huge
stones that overshadow t—cut of the eanh

.
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as he bounds with blood, the huge animal at

last disappears round some rocks at the head:

of the glen “Tollow me, Flora' the boy-
hunter cries—and flinging down thewr plawds,
they turn their brght faces to the mountain,
and away up the long glen after the striclen
deer Tleet was the mountain-girl—and Ra-
nald, as he ever and anon Jooked back to wave
her on, with pride admired her hightcome mo-
tion as she bounded along the snow Redder
and redder grew that snow, and more heavily
trampled as they winded 1ound the rochs
Yonder1s the deer staggering up the mountain,
not half a mile off—now standing at bay, asif
before his swimming eyes came Iingal, the
terror of the forest, whose howl was hnown to
all the echoes, and quailed the herd while their
antlers were yet afar off “Rest, Tlora' rest!
while I fly to hm with my rifie—and shoot him
through the heart!”

Up—up—up the intermnable glen, that kept
winding and winding round many a jutting
promontory, and many a castellated elff, the
red deer hept dragging his gore-oozing bull,
<ometimes almost within, and then, for some
hundreds of 3 ards, just beyond rifle-shot, wiule
the boy, maddened by the chase, pressed for-
wards, now all alone, nor any more looking
behind for Flora, who had entirely disappeared,
and thus he was hurned on for miles by the
whirlwind of passion—till at last he struck the
noble quarry, and down sanl the antlers 1n the
snow, while the air was spurned by the con-
vulsive beatings of feet Then leaped Ranald
upon the Red-deer Iike a beast of prey, and hift-
ed up a look of triumph {o the mountain tops

Where 15 Flora? Her lover has forgotten
her—and he 1s alone—nor hnows it—he and
the Red-deer—an enormous animal—fast suf-
fening 1n the frost of death

Some large flakes of snow are 1n the air, and
they <eem to waver and whirl, though an hour
agothere wasnotabreath Taster they falland
faster—the flakes are almost as large as leaves
—and overhend whence <o suddenly has come
that huge yellow cloud? “Tlora, where are
yon? whereare y ou, Tlora?” and from the huge
de the boy leaps up, and sees that no Tlora 1s
athand DButyonderis a moving speck far off
upon the snow' ’Tis she—"tis she—and again
Ranald turns s eyes npon the quarry, and the
heart of the hunter burns within him hike a new-
stirred fire Shnill as the eagle’s ery disturbed
m his ey, he sends a shout down the glen—
and T'lora, with cheeks pale and bnght by fits,
1s at last at hus side Panting and speechless
she stands——and then dizzily sinks on his
breast Her haiwr 1s rufiled by the wind that

revnves her, and her face all maoistened by the
snow-flakes, now not falling but driy en—for the
day has undergone a dismal change, and all
over the shies are now lowering savage symp-
toms of 1 fast-comimg mght-storm

Bare 15 poor Tlora’s head, and sadly drenched
her hair, that an hour or two ago glitered 1n
the sunsline Her shivering frame misses
now the warmth of the plaid which almost no
cold can penuirate, and winch had kept the
vital current ffowing freely 1n many a bitter
blast  What would the miscrable boy give
now for the coverings lying far away, which, 1n
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his foolish passion, he flung down to chase that
fatal deer? «Oh' Tlora' if you would not
fear to stay here by jourself—under the pro-
tection of God, who surely will not forvahe you
—soon vill T go and come from the place
where our plaids are lying, and under the
shelter of the deer we may be able to outhve
the hurricane—youn wrapt up mn them--and
folded—O my dearest sister—in my arms!’
—#Twill go with jou down the glen, Ranald"”’
and she left us breast—but, weak as a day-old
Jlamb, tottered and sank down on the snow

The cold—i1ntense as if the air were ice—~had
chilled her very heart, afier the heat of that
long race, and 1t vas manifest that here she
must be for the mght—to line orto die  And
the mzht seemed already come, so full was the
Iift of snow , while the ghmmer every moment
became gloomier, as if the day were expiring
long before 1ts time Howling at a distance
down the glen vas heard a sca-born tempest
from the Lannhe-Loch, where now they hoth
knew the tide was tumbhing 1in, bringing with
it sleet and snow blasts from afar, and from
the opposite quarter of the shy, an 1nland tem-
pest was raging to meel 1t, while every lesser
glen had 1ts own uproar, so that on all hands
they were environed with death

“I will go—and, ull I return, leave yon % ith
God ”—* Go, Ranald" and he went and came
—as 1f he bad been endowed with the raven’s
wings!

Miles away—and miles back had he flown
~and an hour had not been with lis gomng
and his coming—but what a dreary wretched-
ness meanwhile had been hers' She feared
that she was dving—that the cold snow-storm
was hillimg her—and that she would never
more see Ranald, to say to him farewell Soon
as he was gone, all her courage had died
Alone, she feared death, and v ept to think how
hard 1t was for one so joung thus miserably
to diec He came—and her whole being was
changed Tolded up tn both the pluds—she
felt resigned “Oh' kiss me—iss me, Ra-
nald—for your love—great as i1t 1s—Is not as
my love You must never forget me, Ranald
—when your poor T'lora 1s dead”

Religion with these tvo young creatures
was as clear as the hight of the Sabbath-day—
and their belief 1 heaven just the same as in
earth  The will of God they thought of just
as they thought of their parents’ will—and the
same was their loving obedience to its decrees
If she was to die—supported now by the pre-
sence of her brother—TIlora was utterly re-
signed, if she were to Iive, her heart 1maged
to itself the very forms of her grateful wor-
ship  But a1l at once she closed her eyes—
ceised breathing—and, as the tempest hownled
and rumbled 1n the gloom that fell around
them like blindness, Ranald almost sank down,
thinking that she was dead

“Wretched sinner that I am'—mj wiched
madness brought her here to die of cold™
And he smote his breast—and tore his hair—
and feared to look up lest the 4ngreeye of
God were looking on lim through the storm

All at once, withont sperhing a word, Ra-
nald hifted Flort in his arms, and walhed av ay
up the glen—here almost narroved into a






RIGHLAND SNOW-STORM. 155

~for the snov-storm vi} sweep her ont of ' wild-for1feed AndthusInsunct,and Reason,
heaven—up the mountain and down the gien :m:ll Fanh}:'ondnctedé;xc wvmgdnar:d‘:loxég—-
they oo, marking vhere flock and herd here’and now they are at Glenco—and at the door
betahen themselt es, and now, at mght-fall, un- of the Hut

afraid of that blind hollow, the, descend 1nto { To life were brought the dead, andthere at
tne depth where once .:jtwd tne okgl Groxeh of]mtdnx%ht hsat tﬁxc} up 1h;‘.e gnosts . nglmgc
Pines  Tollowing the dogs, who hnow their scemed they—for a while— o each others
dottes 1n thesr snstinct, the band, without <ee-!e,es——and at each oer they loohed as if Jhey
g 1, 7re now close 1o that romed hut  Why ; had forgotten hov dearly once they loved
barh thesheep-dogs so—and why howls Fingal, . Then as if un holy fear they guzed on each

as 1f some <pirtt passed athwart the mght?
He <cents the dead body of the boy vho so
ofien had shouted him on 1 the forest, when
the antlers went by Not dead—nor dead <he
who 1s on his bosom  YetLfe 1n both 1s frozen
—and vili the 1ced blood 1n their veins ever
agamn be thawed? Almost puch-dark 15 the
roofless ruin—and the frightened sheep hnow
not v hat 1s the terrible Shape that 1s horling
there But 2 man enters, and Lfts up one of
the hodies, giving 1t into the arms of them 2t
the doorway—and then hifts up the other, and,
by the flash of a rifie, they see that 1135 Ranald
Cameron and Tlora Macdonald, seemingly
both frozen 1o death Some of those reeds
that the shepherds burn in their huts are han-
dled, and 1n that small light they are assured
that such are the corpses  Bot that neble dog
Lnows that death 1s not there—and hchs the
face of Ranald, as if he would restore Hife to
his eyes Two of the shepherds hnow well
how 1o fold the djing in their pluds—how
gentliest to carry them along, for thev had
fearnt it on the field of victorious battle, when,
without stumbling over the dead and wounded,
they bore away the shattered body~yet lining
—of the youthful warrior, who had shown that
of such a Clan he was v orthy to be tne Chief
The <torm was with them all the way dovn
the glen~—nor could they have heard each
others 1 oices had they spohe—but mutely they
<nfted the burden from strong hand to hand~—
thinking of the Hut 1n Glenco, and of what
would be felt there on therr arrival with the
dving or dead DBhind people wnlh through
what to them 1s the mght of crowded day-
streels—unpansing turn round corners—un-
hesttaungly plunge down steep stairs—wind
their vay fearlessly through whirlwinds of hife
-—and reach 1n their serenity, each one un-
harmed, his own obscure house. I'or God 1s
with the blind  So 15 he wath all who walk on
worhs of merev This saving band had no
fear—and therefore there sas no danger—on
the edge of the pufall or the eliff  They Fnen
the countenances of the mountains shown mo-
mentandy by ghastly gleamings through the
fitful night, and the hollov sound of each par-
ticular stream beneuth the <now at places
where 1 other weather there was 2 pool or 1
waterfall  The dip of the lls, 1n spite of the
drifts, familiar to thesr fect, did not decenve
them now , qud then, the dogs 1n thetr instinet
were guides that erred not and as well as the
shepherds hnew it themselyes did Ting~] hnow
that they were anwious tn reach Glenco  He
Jed the way, as 1f he were 1n moonhzht, and
often stood stll when they were shifung their
burden, and whined s 1f n grief  He hnew
where the bridges were—stones or lozs, and
he rounded the marshes where at springs the

;other’s faces, thinhing tnat the, had awole
together n heaven “Flora' sud Ranald—
and that sweet word, the first he had been

jable to speak, renmnded im of all that had

{passed, and he }new that the God m whom

1 they had put their trust had sent taem deliver-

: ance Tlora, too,}new her parents, whe were
Snn their knecs—and she strove fo ni<e up 2nd
kneel do~n heside them—but she vas power-

less as a brohen reed—and when she thougnt

to jotn them 1n thanhsmisiug, her voice was
rgoue  Strll as death sa. all the people in the
lint—and one or two vho were fathers'were
not ashamed to v eep

Who v ere they—the solitary pair—all alone
by themselies save a small image of her on
vhase breast it lay—whom—seten summers
sfler~—we came upon in our wanderngs, he-
fore therr Shieling in Corret-Vollach at the foot
of Ben Chrulasg, vho sees his shadow in a hun-
dred Jochs? Who but Ranald and Flora!'

* - - * - 3

Nay, dry up—Daughter of our Age, dr, up
thy tears' and we shall set a vicon bhefore
thine eyes to fill them with unmoistened hight.

Oft before have those woods and waters—
those clouds and mountainc—that sun and shv,
held thy spiritin Kly sitam,—hy spiryt, that then
was disembodied, and hiving in the beaoty and
the glory of the elements  "Tis Wrvm nvirr
—Wrisprnurnr!  Never canst thou have for-
gotten those more than foraunate—ihose thrice-
blessed Isles! But when last ve saw them
within the snull hearen of thy smilmg eyes,
summer suns had overloaded them with beauty,
and they stooped therr flov ers and fohage down
to the bluching, the burning deep, that gloned
I 1ts transparency with other groves as gorge-
ous as themselves, the v hole mungling mass
of reality and of shadow forming one creation
But now, lo! Windermere 1m VWnter All
leafless now the groves that girdled her as 1f
shiftmg runbow s were m love perpetually let-
ting {all their colours on the Queen of Lakes
Gone now are her bauhs of cmerald that car-
ried onr calm gazings swith them, sloping away
bach 11to the cernlean <hy  Her mountins,
shadow 1n <unshine, and seemine restless as
seas where are they now —The cloud-cleas -
ing chifis that shot up into the blue region where
the buzzard <ailed? All gone But mournnot
forthatloss Accustom thine ey e—1nd through
, itthy <oul to that transcendent substitution, and
, deepls will they be reconcifed  Savwest thoy
e+ er the bosom of the Lahe hushed into pro-
j founder rest? No whitr-winged pinnace ghdes
throu,sh the sun<nne—ne clanhing o1r s
heard leaving or anpro~ching cape, po'nt, or
, b1v—nomusic of voiee, <lop, orsinng, wakens
i the <leeping echoes  How stranzely dim and
t confused on the + nter the fantasuc frostwork
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mity and of eternallove, the nng, upon her fin-
ger—withits encased star shining brightly now
that her ey es, once stars,are closed—would, me-
thinks, be sublime to all Christian hearts In
comparison with all these beautiful subjimties,
Mount /Etna, the elephant, the man-of-war,
Leviathan swimming the ocean-stream, Sa-
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tarn with his ring, and with his hornd hair-
the comet—mght be all less than nothings
Therefore beauty and sublimity are tvin feel-
Mgs—one and the®ame hirth—seldom.insepa-
rable —1f you still doubt 1t, become a fire-wor-
shipper, and sing your morning and evening
orisons to the rising and the setting sun

THE HOLY CHILD. °

Tms House of ours 1s a prison—this Stady
of oursa cell Time has laid his fetters on our
feet—fetters fine as the gossamer, but strong
as Samson’s ribs, sitken-soft to wise submis-
sion, but to vain impauence galling as cankered
wound that Leeps ceaselessly eating into the
bone But while our bodily feet are thus bound
by an 1nevitable and wmnexorable law, our men-

“q}al wings are free as those of the lark, the dove,

r the eagle—and they shall be expanded as
of yore, 1n calm or tempest, now touching with
their tips the bosom of this dearly beloved
earth, and now aspiring heavenwards, beyond
the realms of mist and clound, even unto the
very core of the sull heart of that otherygse
unapproachable sky which graciously opens
to receive us an our fhght, when, disencum-
bered of the burden of all grovelling thoughts,
and strong in spiritualty, we exult to soar

‘ Beyond this visible dwurnal sphere,”’

nearing and nearing the native region of its
own mcomprehensible being

Now touching, we said, with their tips the
bosom of this dearly beloved earth' How
sweet that attraction to 1magination’s wings'
How dehightful in that lower flight to skim
along the green ground, or as now along the
soft-bosomed beauty of the virgin snow! We
were asleep all mght long—sound asleep as
children—while the flakes were falling, “and
soft as snow on snow” were all the descendings
of our untroubled dream> The moon and all
her stars were willing that their lustre should
be veiled by that peaceful shower, and now
the sun, pleased with the purity of the morning
earth, all white as 1nnocence, looks dov n from
heaven with a meek unmelting light, and stll
leaves undissolved the stamnless splendour
There 15 frostin the air—but he “does his sp1-
riting gently,” studding the ground-snow thick-
ly with diamonds, and shaping the tree-snow
according {o the peculiar and charactenstic
beauty of the leaves and sprays, on which 1t
has ahghted almost as gently as the dews of
spring  You know every kind of tree still by
1ts own spirit showing itself through that fairy
vell—momentanly disgmsed from recognition
~—but admired the more 1n the sweet surpnse
with which again yjour heart salutes 1ts fami-
liar branches, all fancifully ornamented with
their snow foliage, that murmurs not like the
green leaves of summer, that like the yellow
leaves of autumn strews not the earth with de-

cay, but often melts away into changes so 1a-
visible and maudible that jou wouder to find
that 1t1s all vanished, and to see the old tree
agamn standing 1n its own faint-green glossy
bark, with 1ts many million buds, which p
hags { - suddenly etpands into a poner 01
uﬁ)raa npenetrable to the sun in Scorpio
A sudgen burst of sunshine’ biggzing back
the pensive spirst from the pgspePihe present,
 Andd®hdling 1t, ull it dances g light reflected
from a burming mirror  Afdicerfn) Sun-<cene,
though gimost destitute’nfi¥iys™ An undulating
Landscape, hmllock «'iyﬁ}ﬁlly, but not moun-
tainous, and baried Fidlr the weight of a day
and night’suncesshnitahd ¢ontinuous snow fall
The weathet™}zis+not been windy—and now
that the flakes have ceased falling, there 1s not
a cloud-to_ be seen, except some delicate braid-
ings hefe and there along the calm of the Great
Blue Sea of Heaven Most lumnous 1s the
sun, yet you can look straight on his face,
almost with unwinhing ey es, so mild and mel-
low 15 Ins large light as it overflows the day
All enclosures have disappeared, and you in-
distinetly ken the greater landmarks, such as
a grove, a wood, a hall, a castle, a spire, 2
village, a town—the famt haze of a far off and
smokeless city. Most intense 1s the silence,
for all the streams are dumb, gnd the great
river lies hke a dead serpent in the strath
Not dead—for, 10! yonder one of his folds glit-
ters—and 1n the glhitter y ou see him moving—
while all the rest of his sullen length 15 palsied
by frost, and looks livid and more hivid at
every distantand more distant winding What
blackens on that tower of snow? Crows
roosting innumerous on a huge tree—but they
caw not in their hunger Neither sheep nor
cattle are to be seen or heard—but they are
cared for ,—the folds and the farm-yards areall
full of life—and the ungathered stragglers are
safe in their instincts  There has been a deep
fall—but no storm—and the silence, though
partly that of suffering, 1s not that of death
Therefore, to the imagination, unsaddened by
the heart, the repose 1s beautsful  The almost
unbroken umformity of the scené—its simple
and grand monotory-—lulls all the thoughts
and feelings 1nto a calm, ov er which 1s breathed
the gentle excitation of a novel charm, mnspir-
g many fancies, of a guiet character.
Their range, perhafls, 1s not 1ery extensive,
but they all regard the homefelt and domeshc
charities of Iife Ando the heart burns as here
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THE HOLY CHILD

daisies on the green—till their meamngs stole
insensibly into her soul, and the sweet sylla-
bles, succeeding each other on the blessed
page, were all umted by the memories her!
heart had been treasuring every hour that her!
father or her mother had read aloud in her!
hearing from the Book of Infe “Suffer httle
children to come unto me, and forbid them not,
for of such 1s the kingdom of heaven”—how

wept her parents, as these the most affecting
of our Saviour’swords dropt silver-sweet from
her hps, and continued 1 her upward ejes
among the swimming tears'

Be not incredulous of this dawn of reason,
wonderful as 1t may seem to you, so soon be-
coming morn—almost perfect dayhght—with
the “Holy Chld” Many such maracles are
set before us—but we recognise them not, or
pass them by with a word o1 a2 smile of short
surprise  How leaps the baby 1n its mother’s
arms, when the mjysterious charm of musie
thrills through 1ts Iittle brain ' And how learns
it to modulate 1ts feeble voice, unable yet to
articulate, to the melodies that bring forth all
round 1its eyes a delighted smile Who knows
v hat then may be the thoughts and fielings
of the infant awakened to the sense of a new
world, alive through all its bemng to sounds that
haply glide past our ears unmeaning as the
breath of the common air! Thus hate mere
infants sometimes heen seen inspired by music
till, like small genn, they warbled spell-strains
of their own, powerful to sadden and subdue
our hearts  So, too, have infant ey es been so
charmed by the rainbow rrradiating the earth,
that almost infant hands have been taught, as
1f by mspiration, the power to paint m finest
colours, and to imitate, with a wondrous art,
the skies so beauntiful to the quick-awakened
spurit of delight. 'What knowledge have not
some children acquired, and gone down
scholars to therr small untimely graves!
Knowing that such things have been—are—
and will be—why art thou incredulous of the
divime expansion of soul, so soon understand-
1ng the things that are divine—in the “ Holy
Child”

Thus grew she in the eye of God, day by
day waving wiser and wiser i the knowledge
that tends towards the shies, and, as if some
angel visitant were mghtly with her in her
dreams, awakening every morn with a new'
dream of thought, that brought with 1t a gift
of more comprehensive speech Yet merry
she was at times with her companions among
the woods and braes, though while they all
were laughing, she only smiled, and the pass-
ing traveller, who might pause for 2 moment
to bless the sweet creatures in therr play, could
not but smgle out one face among the many
fair, so pensive n 1ts paleness, a face to be
remembered, coming from afar, like 2 mourn-
ful thought upon the hour of joy

Sister or brother of her own had she none—
and often hoth her parents—who lived 1n 2
hut by utself up among the mossy stamps of
the old decayed forest—had to leate her alone

—sometimes el en all the day long from morn-’
g till night But she no more wearied 1n her
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The hinnet ceased not his song for her, though
her footsteps wandered into the green glade
among the yellow broom, almost within reach
of the spray from which he poured his melody
—the qutet cyes of his mate feared her not
when her garments almost touched the bush
where she broodud on her young  Shyest of
the winged silvans, the cushat clapped not
her wings an1y on the soft approach of such
harmless footsteps to the pine that concealed
her slender nest As 1f blown from heaven,
descended round her path the showers of the
panted butterthes, to feed, sleep, or die—un-
disturbed by her—upon the wild-flowers—with
wings, when motionless, undistingumishable from
the blossoms  And well she loved the brown,
busy, blameless bees, come thither for the
honey-dev s from a hundred cots sprinkled all
over the parish, and all high overhead sailing
away at evemng, laden and weaned, to their
straw-roofed sheps m many a hamlet garden
The leaf of every trec shrub, and plant, she
hnew famjharly and lovingly mn 1ts own cha-
rattersty,. beauty, and she was loath to shake
one dew-drop from the sweetbnerrose And
well shie hnew that all nature loved her in
return—that they were dear to cach otherin
their mnocence—and that the very sunshine,
in motion or 1n 1est, was ready to come at the
hdding of her smiles Shilful those small
white hands of hers among the reeds and
rushe< and osiers—and many a pretty flower-
basket grew bencath thar touch, her parents
vondering on therr return home to see the
handiwork of one who was never idle in het
happiness  Thus early—ere yet but five years
old—d:d she earn her mute for the sustenance
of her own beautiful hfe The russet garb she
wore she herself had won—and thus Poverts,
at the door of that hut, became even lihe a
Guardian Angel, with the linecaments of hea-
ven on her brow, and the quietude of heaven
beneath her feet

But these were but her lonely pastimes, or
gentle tashworlk self-imposed among her pas-
times, and 1tself the sweetest of them all, m-
spired by a sense of duty that st1ll brings with
it its own dehght, and hallowed by religion,
that even in the most adverse lot changes
slavery into freedom—till the heart, insensibie
1o the bonds of necessity, sings aloud for joy
The Iife within the hife of the “Holy Child,”
apart from even such mnocent employments
as these, and from such recreations as 1nno-
cent, among the shadows and the sunshme of
those silvan haunts, was passed—let us fear
not to say the truth, wondrous as such worship
Was In one so very young—was passed in the
wotship of God, and her parents—though
sometimes even saddened to see such piety m
a small creature like her, and afraid, 1n their
exceeding love, that 1f betokened an early re-
moval fiom this world of one too perfectly pure
ever to be touched by its smns and sorrows—
forbore, 1n an awful pity, ever to remove the
Bible from her knees, as she would sit with 1t
there, not at morming and at evening only, or
all the Sabbath long s soon as they returned
from the kirk, but often through all the hours

soltariness than does the wren m the wood | of the longest and sunniest wcek-days, when,
All the flowers were her friends—all the birds | had she chosen to do so, there was nothing to
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self wth its ifelike smile , but a sudden dark-
ness 1n the room, and a sudden stillness, most
dreadful both, convinced their unbelieving
hearts at last, that 1t was death

All the parish, 1t may be said, attended her
funeral—for none stayed away from the lark
that Sabbath—though many a voice was un-
able o jomn 1 the Psaim The httle grave
was soon filled up—and you hardly knew that
the turf had been disturbed beneath which she
lay The afternoon service consisted but of a
prayer—for he who mimstered, had loved her
with love unspeakable—and, though an old
grayhaired man, all the time he prayed he
wept In the sobbing kirk her parents were
sitting, but no one looked at them—and when
the congregation rose to go, there they re-
mained sitting—and an hour afterwards, came
out agamn into the open air, and parting with
their pastor at the gate, walked away to their
hut, overshadowed with the blessing of a thou-
sand prayers

And did her parents, soon after she was bu-
ried, die of broken hearts, or pine away dis-
consolately to thewr graves? Think not that
they, who were Christians indeed,’ could be

161

gwlty of such ingratitude “The Lord giveth,
and the Lord taheth away—blessed be the
name of the Lord " were the first words they
had spoke by that bedside,, during many, many
long years of weal or wo, duly cvery morning
and night, these same blessed words did they
utter when on their knees together in prayer
—and many a thousand times besides, when
they were apart, she in her silent hut, and he
on the hi)l—neither of them unhappy 1n therr
solitude, though never agun, perhaps, was
s countenance so cheerful as of yore—and
though often suddenly amidst mirth or sun-
shine their eyes were seen to overfiow Hap-
py had they been—as we mortal bemngs ever
can be happy-—during many pleasant jears
of wedded life before she had been born  And
happy were they—onrto the verge of old age
—Ilong afier she had here ceased tobe  Their
Bible had 1ndeed been an 1dle book—the Bible
that belonged to “the Holy Child,”—and dle
all their lurk-gorngs with “the Holy Child,”
through the Sabbath-calm—had those inter-
mediate years not left a power of bhiss be-
hind them triumphant over death and the

grave

¢
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Narure must be bleak and barren 1ndeed to
possess no power over the young spirit daily
expanding on her breast mto new suscepti-
bilines, that erelong are felt to fill life to over-
flowing with a perpetual succession—an infi-
nite series—of enjoyments Nowhere 1s she
destitute of that power—not on naked sea-
shoies—not m central deserts But our hoy-
hood was environed by the beautiful—its home
was among moors and mountains, which peo-
ple 1n towns and cities called dreary, but
which we knew to be the cheerfullest and most
gladsome parish in all braid Scotland—and
well 1t might be, for 1t was 1n her very heart
Mountains they scemed to us 1n those days,
though now we beheve they are only hills But
<uch hills '—undulating far and wide away ull
the highest even on clear days seemed to touch
the sky, and 1n cloudy weather were venly a
part of heaven Many a valley, and many a
glen—and many a hollow that was neither
valley nor glen—and many a flat, of but a
few green acres, which we thought plains—
and many a cleft waterless with 1ts birks and
brechans, except when the rains came down,
and then they all sang a new song n merry
chorus—and many a wood, and many a grove,
for 1t takes no great number of trees to male
a wood, and four fiis by themselves 1n a lone-
some place are a grove—and many a single
sycamore, and many a single ash, henned afar-
off abote 1ts protected coftage—and many an
mdescribable spot of scenery, at once pastoral
and agricultural and silvan, where if house
there was, you hardly knew 1t among the
rocks,~so0 was Our Parsh, which people 1n
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towns and cities called dreary, composed, but
the composition itself—as yrell might we hope
thus to show 1t to your soul’s eye, as by a few
extracts however fine, and a few criticisms
however exqusite, to give you the idea of a
perfect poem

.But we have not given you more than a sin-
gle hint of a great part of our Parish—ithe
Moor It was then ever so many miles long,
and ever so many miles broad, and nobody
thought of guessing how many miles round—
but some twenty years ago 1t was absolutely
measured to a rood by a land-louper of a land-
survey or— distributed —drained — enclosed—
utteily ruined forever No, not for ever Na-
ture Jaughs to scorn acts of Parliament, and we
predict that 1n a quarter of a century she will
resume her management of that moor We
rejoice to hear that she 1s beginning already
to take lots of 1t mto her own hands Wheat
has no business there, and should heep to the
carses In spring she tahes him by the braird
ull he looks yellov 1n the face long before his
ttime—n summer, by the cuff of the neck ull
he lies down on his back and rots mn the rain
-——1n autumn, by the ears, and rubs him aganst
the grain till he expires as fushionless as the
winnlestraes with which he 1s 1nterlaced—in
wanter, she shakes him 1n the steok tll he 15
left but a shadow which pigeons despise  See
him 1n stack at Christmas, and v ou pity the poor
straw  Here and there bits of bearor big, and
barley, she permuts to flourish—nor 1s she loth
to see the flowers and shaws and apples on
the poor man’s plant, the hfe-sustaining potato

—which nonc but politicat economists hate and
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after yon heard something odder still mn the
bog. And-while wondermng, and of your won-
der finding no end, the ground, which-a mo-
ment before had felt firm as a road, began to
shnnk, and sink, and hesnate,faud‘hﬁrry, and
crumble, and mumble all around you, and close
up to your very feet—the quagmires gurgling
as if choked~and a subterranean voice dis-
tmetly articulating Oh' Oh! Oh! !

We have heard of people who pretend not
to beheve 1n ghosts——geologists who know how
the world was’created; but will they “explain
that moor? ~"And how-happened 1t that only
by mghts and dark mghts 1t was*so haunted?
Beneath a walteful moon and uiwinling 'sta1s
it wds sient as a frozen sea You hstened
then, and heard but the*grass growing, and
beautiful grass it was, though 1t was_called
coarse,-and made the sweetest-scented hay
What'crowds of bum-bees’ bykes—-foggies—
did the scythe not reveal as 1t heaped-up the
heavy swathes—three hundred stone.to the
acre~—by guess—for there was nenthér weigh-
Ing nor measuring theie then-a-days, but all
was 1 the lump—and there the rush-roped
stacks stood all the winter through, that they
might ‘be near the *eene outlan cattlel’ on
places where: cart-wheel never circled, nor
axle-tree cieaked—nor ever car of antique
make trailed its low load along—for the hoise
would have been laired. . We knew not then
at all—and now we but imperfectly know—the
cause of the Beautiful Then'we beheved the
Beaubful to be wholly extern; something we
nad nothing to do with but to look.at, and' lo!

t shone divinely there! Happy creed if false
—for 1 1t, with holiest reverence, we blame-
essly adored the stars. There they were 1n
qithons as we thought—every: one-brighter
than another, when by chance we happened to
fix on any individual among them, that we
might look through its face into 1ts heait  All
above: gloriously ghttering; all below a blauk.
Our body here, our spirit there—how "mean
our-buth-place, our death-home how'magmfi-
cent! ~% Fear God-and keep. is command-
ments,” st 2 small sull voice—and we felt
that :f He gave us strength to-obey that law,
we should live for ever beyond all-those stars
But were there no Lochs 1n our parish?
Yea~—Four The-Latle Loch—the White
Loch—the Black Loch~~and the Brother Loch
Not a tree on the banks of any one of them=—
yet he had been a blockhead who called them
batk. Had there been any need for trees, Na-
tare would have sown them on ‘hll¢ she so
dearly loved Nor sheep nor caitle-were ever
heard to complain of those pastures They
bleated and they lowed as cheerily as the moor-
land birdies sang—and how cheerily that was
nobody knewwho had not often met the morn-
g on the brae, and shaken hands with her the
rosy-fingered hke two.fambar friends No
waiit of loun:places there, in whichfthe crea-
tares conld’ lie with wool or haif unrufiied
among surrcunding storms  For.the hills had
been dropt from the hollow of "Has hand who
“tempers-the wind to the shorn lamb”-—and
even lugh up, where-you might see tempest-
stricken stones—one of them Iike pullars—but
Placed not there by human art—there were
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cozy belds in wildest weather, and some mto
which thetsnow+was never known to dnft,
green all the wiater through~~perenmal nests,
Such was the fature‘of the region where lay
our Four-Lochs. ' They were some gquarter of
a mile—some hall rhile—and some whole mle
~-not more-~asunder ; but there was no great
height—and we have a hundred times climbed
the mighest—f{rom'which they could be all seen
at'once—so cannly were they embosomed, so
netded not to be embowered.

TheLrrree Locu was the rushiest and reedi-
est Inttle rascal’ that’ever rustled, and he was
on the'very’edge of the Moor. - That he had
fish we all* persisted 1 believing, 1 spite of
all the suecessless angling of all kinds, that
from time immemorial had assailed his sullen
depths—but what a place for powheads! One
continued bank of them—while yet they were
but eyes in the spawn—encircled 3t instead of
water hhes, ‘and at “the season of the year,”
by throwing 11 a few stones you 'awoke:a
croakmng that would have silenced -a Tookery.
In the early part of the century a~pike had
been seen basling in-the shallows, by eye-
méasurement”about, ten feet long—but-fortu-
nately he had never been hooked, or'the con-
sequences would have been fatal We<have
seen the Little*Loch alive with wild-ducks,
but 1t was almost 1mpassible by position to get
a‘shot at them-—and quite 1mpossible, if vou
did, to get'hold of the slain.  Fro himself—the
best dog that ever dived—was bafiled by the
multipheity of mmpediments and obsiructions
—and at last‘fefused to take the water~sat
down and howled 1nsspiteful rage Vet Im-
agination loved the Lattle Loch, and so did
Hope. - We have conquered it in sleep both
with rod and gun—the weight of bag and bas-
ket has wakened us out of dreams of murder
that never were reahzed—yet once, and once
only, 1n 1t we caught,an eel, which we skinned,
and wore the shrivel for many a day round our
ankle—nor 1s it a van superstiion—to pre-
serve™it from spramms We are willing the
Lattle Loch'should be drained; but you would
have to dig 2 fearsome trench, for 1t used to
hive no boitdm. gA<patty of us—si—ascer-
tained that-fact, by’ Héaving into 1t a stone
which six-and-thirty schoolboys of this degene-
rate age ‘could not have hited from 1ts moss-
bed—and though we watched for an hour not
a bibble'rose to the surface. Tt used some-
times to boil Ttke+a pot on breathless days, for
events happemmng 1 foreign conntiies disturb-
ed the spring,taund the torments 1t suffered
thousands’of fathoms below, were mamfested
above 1n turbulence that would have drowned
a schoolboy’s slaff

The-Wiire Loca—so called from the silver
sand of 1ts shores—had hkewise ats rushy and
reedy bogs; "but access to every part of the
man body was vmimpeded, and you waded
mto it, giadually deeper and deeper, with such
a delightful descentythat up to the arm-pits
and then.to the chin, you could keep touching
the sand with your big-toe, ull you floated
away off at the nail, out of your depth, wathout
for a little while discovering that it was mncum-
bent on you, for-sake of-your personal safety,

to take to regular swimmifig—and then how
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ails the boy? He covers his face with his
hands, and 1n his silence sighs A small white
hand, with 1ts fingers spread, rises out of the
spring, as if it were beckoning to heaven 1n
prayer—and then 1s sucked slowly in agam
out of sight with a gurghng groan  The
spring so fresh and fairr—so beautiful with 1ts
eresses and many another water-loving plant
beside—i1s changed into the same horrid quag-
mire it was that day—a holyday—three years
ago—vwhen racing 1 her joy Amy Lewars
bimdly ran 1nto it, among her bhithe com-
panions, and suddenly perished  Childhood
they say, soon dries 1ts tears, and soon forgets
God be praised for all his goodness! true 1t1s
that on the cheek of childhood tears are dried
up as if by the sunshine of joy stealing from
on high—but, God be praised for all his good-
ness! false 1t 1s that the heart of childhood has
not a long memory, for mn a moment the
mournfal past revives withim it—as often as
the joyful—sadness becomes Sorrow, corrow
grief, and grief anguish, as now 1t1s with the
solitary boy seated by that ghastly spot mn the
middle of the wide moor
Axay he flies, and he 15 humming a tone
But what's this? A merry-making 1mn the
moor?! Ay, merry-making, but were you to
take part 1 1t, you would find 1t about the
hardest work that ever tried the strength of
your spine ’Tis a party of divotflanghters
The people 1n the pansh are now digging their
peats, and here 1s a whole household, provident
of winter, borrowing fuel from the moss
They are far from coals, and wood 1s 1ntended
by nature for other uses; but fire in peat she
dedicated to the hearth, and there it purns all
over Scotland, Highland and Lov land, far and
near, at many a holy altar "Tis the mid-day
hour of rest Some are half-asleep, some yet
eating, some mahing a sort of under-ioiced,
under-hand love “Mr North' Mr North!
Mr North!’ 1s the joyful ery—horny-fists first
—downjy-fists next—and after heartiest greet-
ing, Master Kitty 1s 1nstalled, enthroned on a
knowe, Master of the Ceremonies—and 1n good
tune gives them a song  Then “ galhards cry
2 hall, a hall,” and hark and lo! preluded by
s1x smacks—three foursome reels' “Sic
hirdum-dirdua and sic din,”’ on the sward, to
a strathspey frae the fiddle o’ auld blin” Hugh
Lyndsay, the itimerant musicianer, who was
noways particular about the number of his
strings, and when one, or even two snapped,
used to play away at pretty much of the same
tune with redoubled energy and varations
He had the true old Niel-Gow yell, and had he
played on for ever, folk would have danced on
for ever till they had all, one after the other,
dropped down dead What steps’

“Who will try me,” crnies Kut, “at loup-the-
barrows?” “Iwill,” quoth Souple Tam The
barrows are laid—how many side by side we
fear to say—for we have become sensitive on
our veracity——on a beautiful prece of springy-
turf, an inchined plane with length sufficient
for a run, and while old and young hne both
sides of the lane near the loup, stript to the
sark and the breeks, Souple Tam, as he fondly
thinks, shows the way to win, and clears them
all Itke a frog or 2 10ebuck  « Clear the way,
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clear the way for the callant, Xat’s commg ™
cries Ebenezer Brackennigg, the Elder, 2 douce
man now, but a deevil in his youth, and hke
“3a waff o’ hchtnmin’” past thewr een, Kut clears
the barrows a foot beyond Souple Tam, and
at the first fiy 1s declared victor by acclamation
Oh, our unprophetic soul! did the day indeed
dawn—many long years after this our earliest
great conquest yet traditional in the pansh
—that ere mghtfall witnessed our defeat by
—a tatlor! The Flying Talor of Etterick—
the Lying Shepherd therecof—wounld they had
never been born—the one to triumph and the
other to record that tmumph,—jet let us be
just to the powers of om rival—for though all
the world knows we v ere lJame when we leapt
bim, long past onr prime, had been wading all
day 1n the Yarrew with some stones-weight in
our creel, and allowed him a yard,

“Great must I call hum, for he vanqush’d Mg >

What a place at might was that Moor! At
mght’ That1s a most 1ndeterminate mode of
expression, for there are mights of all sorts and
sizes, and what kmnd of a might do we mean?
Not a mirk might, for no man ever walked that
moor on 2 murk might, except one, and he,
thongh blind-fou, was drowned Bat a night
may be dark without being mirk, with or with-
out stars; and on many such a mght have we,
but not always alone—who was with us jou
shall never know—threaded our way with no
other clue than that of evolving recollections,
ongmally notices, across that wilderness of
labynnths, feailessly, jetat times with a beat-
g heart. Our companion had her clue too,
one 1n her pocket, of blue worsted, with which
she Lept in reparr all the stockings belonging
to the family, and one 1n her memory, of green
ethereal s1lk, which, finer fa1 than any spider’s
web, she let out as she tript along the moor,
and on her homev ard-wajy she felt, by some
spiritual touch, the invisible lines, along which
she retript as safely as 1f they had been moon-
beams Daring such journeyings we never
saw the moor, how then can you expect us to
describe 1t?

But oftener we were ‘alone IDarthquahes
abroad are dreadful occurrences, and blot out
the obituary  But here they are so gentle that
the heedless multitude never feel them, and on
hearing you tell of them, they incredulously
stare That moor made no show of religion,
but wnas 2 Quaker We had but to stand stll
for five minutes or so,no easy matter then, for
we were more restless than a wave, or to he
down with our ear to the ground, and the spirit
was sure to move the old Quaker, who forth-
with began to preach and pray and sing
Psalms  How he moaned at times as 1f his
heart were brealking' At times, as 1f some
old forgotten sorrow were recalled, how he
sighed’ Then recovering his self-possession,
as if to clear his voice, he gave a hem, and
then a short nasty cough hke a patient 1n a
consumption Now all was hush, and jou
might have supposed he had fallen asleep, for
1 that hush you heard v hat seemed an inter-
mitting snore  When all at once, ¥ hew, whew,
whew, as 1f he were whistling, accompanted
with a strange rashing sound as of diving
wings That was in the awr—but instantly
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dolphms within a fathom of the shore, and
sucking in the red heckle among your very
feet Not an 1nsect 1n the air, yet then the fly
was all the rage This 1s a mystery, for you
conld do nothing with the worm ©Oh' that
we had then known the science of the spin-
ning minnow '  But we were then but an ap-
prentice—who are now Emeritus Grand Mas-
ter Yet at this distance of time—half a
century and more—it 1S implous to Trepine
Gut was not always to be got, and on such
days a three-haired snood did the busimness—
for they were bold as hons, and rashly rushed
on death The gleam of theiyellow-uoisted
body with star<y-pointed tail maddened them
with desire—no dallying with the gay-decener
—they licked him in—they gorged him—and
while satiating their passion got mvolved m
inextiicable fate You have seen a single
strong horse ploughing up hll  How he sets
his brisket to it—and snuves along—as the
furrows fall’in beautiful regulanty from the
ghding share So snuved along the Monggch
of the Mere—or the heir-apparent—or heir-
presumptive—or some other branch of the
royal family—while our line kept steadily cut-
ting the waves, and our 10d enclosing some
new segment of the sky
But many another pastime we pursued upon
those pastoral hills, for even anghing has its due
measure, and unless that be preseryed, the pas-
s1on wastes itself 1nto lassitude, 01 waxes into
disease “Iwould not angle alway,” thimks the
wise boy—“off to some other game we alto-
gether flew” Never were there such hills for
hare and hounds 'There couched many a
pussey—and there Bob Howie’s famous Tick-
ler—the Giew of all Grews—first stained his
flues 1n the blood of the T'ur But there 1s no
coursing between April and October—and
during the imtervening months we used to
hiave many a hunt on foot, without dogs, after
the leverets We all belonged to the High
School indeed, and here was 1ts playground
Cricket we had then never heard of, but there
was ample room and verge enough for foot-
ball Our prime delight, however, was the
chase We were all m perpetual traming,
and 1n such wind that there weie no bellows
to mend after a fight of miles We circled
the Lochs Plashing through the marishes
we stramed winding up the hllsides, ull on
the cawrn called a beacon that crowned the
lofuest summt of the range, we stood and
waved defiance to our pursuers scaltered
wide and far below, for ’twas a Deer bunt
Then we became cavaliers We caught the
long-maned and long-tailed colts, and mount-
ing bare-backed, with rush helmets and segg
sabres chaiged the nowte till the surks weie
scattered, and the lowing Jord of herds Inm-
self taken captive, as he stood” pawing in a
nook with his nose to the ground and eyes
of fire That was the miding-school 1n which
we learned to witch the world with noble
horsemanship "We thus got confirmed m
that fine, easy, unconstraimned, natural seat,
which we carried with us nto the saddle
when we were required to bandle the bridle
nstead of the mane ’Iis nght to hold on by
the knees, but equally so to hold on by the

calves of the legs and the heels The modern
system of turning out the toes, and sticking
out the legs as if they were cork or imber, 1s
at once dangerous and ndiculous, hence mn
our cavaliy the men got unhorsed m every
charge On pony-back we used to make the
soles of our feet smack together below the
belly, for quadruped and biped were both un-
shod, and hoof needed no iron on that stone-
less sward But the biggest fun of all was to
“grup the auld mare,” and ride her sextuple,
the tallest boy sitting on the neck, and the
shortest on the ramp with his face to the tal,
and holding on by that fundamental feature by
which the urchin tooled her along as by a
tillet  How the silly foal whinnied, as wath
hght-gathered steps he accompanied 1n circles
s populous parent, and seemed almost to
doubt her identaty, till one by one we shpped
ofl over her hurdies, and let him take a suck!
But what comet 1s yon 1n the sky—“with fear
of change perplexing mallards ¥ A Flying
Diagon Of many degrees 1s his tail, with a
tuft like that of Taurus terrified by the sudden
entrance of the Sun into Ius sign  Up goes
Sandy Donald’s rusty and runless beaver as a
messenger to the Celestial He obeys, and
stooping his head, descends with many diverse
divings, and buries lns beak 1 the earth  The
feathered kite quails and i1s cowed by him of
paper, and there 1s a scampenng of cattleona
hundred hills

The Brother Loch saw annually another
sight, when on the Green-Brae was piuched a
Tent—a snow-w hite Pyramid, gathering toatself
all thesunshine There lords and ladies, and
kmghtsand squires,celebrated Old May-day,and
half the parish flocked to the Festival The Darl
of Eglintoun, and Sir Michael Shaw Stewart,and
old Sir John of Polloe, and Pollock of that Ik,
and other heads of 1llustrious houses, with their
wives and dauehters, a beautiful show, did not
disdain them of low degree, but kept open table
m the moor, and would you believe 1it, mgh-
born youths and maidens mimstered at the
board to cottage lads and lasses, whose sun-
burnt faces hardly dared to smile, under awe
of that courtsey —yet whenever they looked up
there was happiness 1 then eyes The young
ladies wele all arrayed in green, and after
the feast they took bows and arrows in their
hiy hands, and shot at a target in a style that
would have gladdened the heart of Maid Marian
—nay, of Robin himself ,—and one surpassing
bright—the Star of Ayr—she held a hawk on
her wrist—a tercel gentle—after the fashion
of the olden time, and ever as she moved her
arm you heard the chumng of silver bells
And her brother—gay and gallant as Sir Tris-
trem—he blew Ius tasseled bugle—so sweet,
s0 pure, o wild the music, that when he ceased
to breathe, the far-off repeated echoes, faint and
dim, you thought died away in heaven, hke an
angel’s voice -

‘Was 1t not a Paragonof a Parish? But we
havenot told you one half of 1its charms There
was a charm 1n every nook-—and Youth was
the master of the spell Small magicians were
we 1n size, but we were great in might We
hnd but to open our eyes mn the mormng, and
at one look all nature was beautiful. Wehave
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tuoyant was the milk-warm water, without a
wave but of your own creating, as the ripples
went circhng anay before jour breast or your
breath! It was absolutely too clear—for with-
out kniting your brows you could not see 1t on
bnght airless days—and wondered what had
become of it—when all at once, as if 1t had
been that very moment created out of nothing,
there 1t was' endued with some novel beauty
~for of all the lochs we ever hnew—and to
be so simple too—the White Loch had surely
the greatest vanety of expression—but all
within the cheerful—for sadness was ahen
altogether from 1ts spirit, and the gentle Mere
for ever wore a smile  Swans—but that was
but once—our own eyes had seen on 1t—
and were they wild or were they time swans,
certain 1t 1s they were great and glorious and
lovely creatures, and whiter than any snow
No house nas within sight, and they had no-
thing to fear—nor did they looh afraid—sail-
g in the centre of the loch—nor did we see
them fly away—{or we lay sull on the hallside
till 1n the toihght we should not have hnown
what they were, and we left them there among
the shadows seemingly asleep In the morn-
ang they were gone, and perhaps making love
1n some foreign land
The Brack Locn was a strange misnomer
for one so fair—for black we never saw him,
except 1t might be for 1n hour or so before
thunder If he really was a loch of colour the
original taint had been washed out of him, and
he mighthay e shown lus face among the purest
waters of Burope  But then he was deep,
and knowing that, the natives had named lnm,
in no unnatural confusion of ideas, the Black
Loch  We have seen wild-duek eggs five
fathoms down so distinctly that we conld count
them-—and though that 15 not 2 bad dive, we
have brought them up, one 1n our mouth and
one in each hand, the tenants of course dead
—nor can we now conjecture what sanh them
there, but ornithologists see “unaccountable
sights, and they only who are not ormtholo-
gists dishelieve Avndubon and Wilson  Two
features had the Black Loch wlich gaveit to
our eyes a pre eminence 1n beauty over the
other three—a tongue of land that half divided
1t, and never on het days was without some
cattle grouped on tts very point, and in among
the water—and a chiff on which, though it was
not very lofty, a pair of falcons had their nest
Yet in misty weather, when 1ts head was hid-
den, the shnll cry seemed to come from a great
height. There were some rumns too—tradition
said of some church or chapel—that had been
ruins long before the establishment of the Pro-
testant faith But they weie somewhat re.
mote, and hkewise somewhat 1magmary, for
stones are found lying strangely distributed,
and those looked to our eyes not hike such as
builders use, but to have been dropped there
most probably from the moon
But the best beloved, 1f not the most beauti-
ful, of them all was tife Bnornrn Locu Tt
mattered not what was his disposition of ge-
nius, every one of us boys, however different
might be our other tastes, preferred 1t far be-
yond the rest, and for once that we visited any
of them we visited 1t twenty times, nor ever
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once left 1t with disappointed hopes of enjoy-
ment. It was the nearest, and therefore most
within our power, so that we could gallop to1t
on shank’s nagge, well on 1n the afternoon,
and enjoy what seemed a long day of dehght,
swift as flew the hours, before evening-prayers
Yet was 1t remote enough to make us always
feel that our race thither was not for every day
—and ve seldom rcturned home without an
adventure It was the largest too by far of the
Four—and 1ndeed 1ts area would have held
the waters of all the rest Then there was a
charm to our heart as well as our imagination
m 1its name—for tradition assigned 1t on ac-
count of thrce brothers that perished i 1ts
waters—and the same name for the same rea-
son belongs to many another loch—and to one
pool on almost every river But above all 1t
was the Loch for angling, and we long kept to
perch  'What schools! Not that they were
of avery large size—though pretty well—but
hundreds all nearly the same size gladdened
o® hearts as they lay, at the close of our
sport, 1n separate heaps on the greensward-
shore, more beautiful out of all sight than your
stlver or golden fishes 1n a glass-vase, where
one appears to be tuenty, and the delusive
yoracaty 1s all for a single crumb  No bait so
killing as cowshairn-mawks, fresh from their
native bed, scooped out with the thumb  He
must have been a dear friend to whom m a
scarcity, by the water-side, when the corhs
were dipping, we would have given a mawk

No pithe  T'herefore the trout were.allowed to
gawn their natural size—and that seemed to be
about five pounds—adolescents not unfrequent
swam two or three—and jou seldom or never
saw the smaller fry But few were the days
“good for the Brother Loch” Perch rarely
farled you, for by perseverance jou vere sure
to fall 1n with one circumnatatory school or
other, and to do murderous worh among them
with the mawk, from the schoolmaster him-
<elf 1nclusive down to the hittle booby of the
lowest form  Not so with Trout We have
angled ten hours a-day for half a-week, (during
the vacance,) without ever getting a single
rise, nor could even that be called bad sport,
for we Iined 1n momentary eapectation, min-
gled with fear, of a monster DBetter far from
sunrise to sunset never to move a fin, than oh!

me muserable! to hook a huge hero with
shoulders Itke a hog—play him ull he comes

floating side up close to the shore, and then to

feel the feckless fly leave his hip and begm

gamboling 1n the aw, while he wallops away

back into his native element, and sinks utterly

and for evermore into the dark profound

Lafe loses at such a moment all that makes

hfe desirable—yet strange! the wretch lives

on——and has not the heart to drown himself,

as he wrings his hands and curses his lot and

the day he was born  But, thank Heaven, that

ghastly fit of fancy 1s gone by, and we 1magine

one of those dark, scow ling, gusty, almost tem-

pestuous days, “prime for the Brother Lioch”

No glare or ghtter on the water, no reflection

of fleecy clouds, but a blach-blue undulating

swell, at imes turbulent—with now and then

a brealing waie—that was the weather 1n

which the giants fed, showing their backs like
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and the burn has become a stream  You
wade now through longer grass—sometimes
even up to the kmees; and half-forgetting pas-
toral life, you ejaculate “ Speed the plough!'
Whitewashed houses—but still thatched—look
down on you from among trees, that shelter
them 1n front, while behind 1s an encampment
of stacks, and on each side a hine of ofhces, so
that they are snug i every wind that blows
The Auld Brigeg 1s gone, which 1s a mity, for
though the turn was penilous sharp, time had
so coloured 1t, that in a sunny shower we have
mistaken 1t for a ramnbow That’s Humbie
House, God bless it! and though we cannot
here with our bodily sense see the Manse, with
our spiritual eye we can see it anywhere
Ay there s the cock on the Kirk-spire' The
wind we see has shifted to the south, and ere
we reach the Cart, we shall have to stuff our
pockets The Cart'—ay, the river Cart—not
that on which pretty Paisley stands, but the
Black Cart, beloved by us chiefly for sake of
Cath-Cart Castle, which, when a collegian at
Glasgow, we visited every Play-Friday, and
deepened the vy on 1ts walls with our first
sombre dreams The scenery of the Yearn
becomes even silvan now; and though stll
Sweet 1t murmurs to our ear, they no longer
smlt mto our hearts  So let 1t mingle with the
Cart, and the Cart with the Clyde, and the
Clyde widen away i all s majesty, ull the
Tiver becomes a firth, and the firth the sea —
but we shut our eyes, and relapse nto the
vision that showed us the solitary region dear-
est to our 1magination and our hearts, and
opening them on completion of the charm that
works within the spirit when no dayhght 1s
there, rejoice to find ourselves agamn sole-sit-
ting on the Green-Brae above the Brother Loch

Such 15 an off-hand picture of Our Parish—
pray, give us one of yours, that both may gain
by companson But 1s ours a true picture?
True as Holy Wnt—false as any fiction 1n
an Arabian tale How 1s this? Perception,
memory, 1magination, are all modes—states
of mmd But mind, as we said before, 1s one
substance, and matter another, and mmad he-
ver deals with matter without metamorphosing
1t like a mythologist Thus truth and false-
hood, reality and fiction, become all one and
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the same, for they are so essentially blended,
that we defy you to show what 1s hibhical—
what apociyphal—and what pure romance
How we transpose and dislocate while we
hmn 1n aenal colours’ Where tree never
grew we diop 1t down centurles old—or we
tear out the gnarled oak by the roots, and
steep what was once lus shadow in sunshine
~—Mhills sink at a touch, or at a beck mountains
r1se ; yet amdst all those fluctuations the spi-
1t of the place remains the same, for in that
spuit has 1magmation all along been workimng,
and boon nature smiles on her son as he mmi-
tates her creations—but “hers are heayenly,
his an empty dream ”

Where lies Our Pansh, and what 1s 1its
name? Seek, and jou will find 1t either in
Renfrewshire, or 1 Utopia, or 1 the Moon
As for 1ts name, men call i1t the Mearns
M<Culloch, the great Glasgow paintet—and
in Scotland he has no superior—will perhaps
accompany you to what once was the Moor
All the Four Lochs, we understand, are there
stll, but the Little Loch transmogrified into
an auuhar appurienance to some cursed
‘Warh—the Brother Loch much exhausted by
daily drawns upon him by we know not what
wretch—the YWhite Loch larched—and the
Black Loch of a ghastly blue, cruelly culti-
valed all close round the brim From s
moor

“The parting genins 1s with sighing sent,”

put sometimes, on blear-eyed dajs, he 1s seen
disconsolately sitting 1n some jet mossy spot
among the rmins of his ancient reign  That
painter has studied the aspect of the Old For-
lorn, and has shown 1t more than once on bits
of canvas not a foot long, and such pictnes
will surviy e after the Ghost of the Genius has
bade farewell to the ruined sohtudes he had
haunted ever since the flood, or been Imd be-
neath the yet unprofaned Green-Brae, above
the Brother Loch, whence we devoutly trust
he will reissue, though ages may have to
elapse, to see all is quagmires n theiwr pri-
meval glory, and all s hags more hideously
beautiful, as they yawn back agam into then
former selves, frowning over the bural n
their ;bottoms ot all the harvests that had
dared to ripen above their heads

MAY-DAY.

AnT thou beautiful, as of old, O w1ld, moor-
land, silvan, and pastoral Parish! the Para-
dise 1 which our spirit dwelt beneath the
glorious dawmng of hfe—can 1t be, beloved
world of boyhood, that thou art1ndeed beauti-
tul as of old? Though round and round thy
boundares m half an hour could fly the flap-
ping dove—though the martens, wheeling to
and fro that 1vied and wall-flowered run of a
Castle, central 1 1ts own domam, seem m
their more distant fught to glance their cres-
tent wings ot er a vale rejoicing apart 1n an-

other lurkspire, et how rich 1n streams, and
rivulets, and rills, each with 1its own pecular
murmur—art Thou with thy bold bleak ex-
posure, sloping upwards 1n_ever lustrous un-
dulations to the portals of the East? How
endless the interchange of woods and mea-
dows, glens, dells, and broomy nooks, without
number, among thy banks and braes! And
then of human dwellings—how nses the
smoke, ever and anon, wto the sky, all neigh-
bourmng on each other, so that the cock-crow
15 heard from homestead to homestead—w hile
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said nothing about the Burns  The chief was
the Yearn—endearmngly called the IIumby,
from a farm near the Manse, and belonging 1o
the mimister  Its chief source was, we beheve,
the Brother Loch  Butit whimpled with cuch
an mnfantine voice from the lucid bay, which
then knew nor shuice nor dam, that for a while
1t was scareely even a rill, and you hadto seek
for it among the heather In domng so, ten to
one some brooding birdie fluttered off her nest
~but not ull your next step would have
crushed them all—or perhaps—>but he had no
nest there—1 smpe  There it 1s—betrayed by
o hmne of Ineher verdure  Lrelong 1t sparkled
within banks of 1s own and “braes of green
bracken,” and as you fooled along, shoals of
minnows, and perhaps a small trout or two,
brastled away to the other side of the shallow,
sud lud themselves mn the shadows ’Tiva
prety nill now—nor any longer mute, andyou
hear 1t murmur It has acquncd confidence
on its course, and has foymed itself nto s first
ypool—a waterfall, three feet lugh, with 1ts own
uny rocks, and a single birh—no,1t 1s arowan
—100 joung yet to bear herries—else might a
child pluch the lnghestcluster  Impercephibly,
msensibly, it grows just bhe hie  The Burn
1s now 1m s boyhood, and a bold, bright boy
he 1s—dancing and singing—nor heedmg
which way he goes along the wild, any more
than that wee rosy-cheehed, flaxen-headed mirl
seems to heed, who drops you a curtsey, and on
berug ashced by you, with yjour hwd on her
hair, where she 15 going, answers wi' a solt
Scotish accent—ah ' how sveet—“owre the
hill to see my Mither” Isthata house? No
—3 fauld Tor this 1s the Washing-Pool
Look around jou, and you never saw such
perfeetly white <heep  They are Cheviots,
for the black-faces are on the Ingher hulis to
the north of the moor We sce 1 few nigs of
flax—and “lint 15 1 the bell’—the steepmng
whereof will sadly annoy the bit burnie, but
poor people must spin—and as thi<1s not the
season, we will think of nothing that can pol-
lute his hmpid waters S»mploms of hus-
bandry *  Potato shaws luxuriating on lazy
beds, and a small field with alteinate nigs of
oats and barley VYes, that 1s 1 house—“an
auld clay bigging”—in such Rotun Burns was
born—n such was 1oched the cradle of Pol-
ok  We think we hear two <eparate hqud
voices—and we are night—for from the flats
beyond Tloak, and away towards Kingswells,
comes another jet wilder burme, 1nd they
meet 1 one at the herd of what you would
probably call a meadow, but which we call a
holm  There scems to be morc arable land
hercabouts than a stranger could have had any
1dea of, but 1t 15 2 long ime <ince the plough-
shaie traced those almost obliterated furrows
on the hillside, and such culuvation 1s now
wisely confined, jou observe, to the lower
lands We fear the Yeain—for that s his
name nov —heretofore he was anonymous—
1s about to get flat  But we must not grudge

him a slumber or a sleep among the saughs,

Inlled by the murmur of millions of humble
bees—we speak within bounds—on their

honied flowerage We are confusing the sea-

sons, for a few minutes ago we spoke of “lint
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being 1n the bell,” but in imagmation’s dream
how sweetly do the seasons all shde nto one
another! Aftersleep comes play, and see and
hear now how the merry Yearn goes tumbling
over rocks, nor will rest in any one hinn, but
impatient of each beautiful prison m which
one would think he might lie a willing thiall,
hurries on as if he vere racing against tune,
nor ¢1sts a look at the human dwellings nown
more frequent near s sides  But he wall be
stopped by and by, whether he will or no, for
there, ;f we be not much mistaken, there 1s a
mll  But the v heel 15 at rest—the sluice on
the lade 15 down—wath the lade he hasnothing
more 1o do than to fill 1t, and with undimin-
1shed olume he wends round the miller’s gar-
den—you see Dusty Tacket 1s a flonst—and
now 1s hidden 1 a dell, but a dell withoutany
rochs  Tis but some hundred yards across
from bauk to brac—and as you angle along on
cither side, the sheep and lambs are bleating
high oveithead, for though the biaes are steep,
thiey are all mtersected vith sheep-walks, and
ever and anon among the broom and the
brachens are Iittle platforms of closc-nibbled
greensward, y et not bare—and nowhere else 1s
the pasturage more succulent—nor do the
joung creaturcs not care 1o taste the primroses,
though were they to ive entirely upon them,
they could not heep down the profusion—so
thickly studded 1n places are the constellations
among sprinkhings of «ingle stars Here the
hill-blrchbird builds—and here you know why
Scotland 15 called the linue’s land What
bird hilts lihe the Iintv hite?  The lark alone

But here there are no larhs—a hittle further
down and you will hear one ascending or de-
scending over almost every field of grass or
of the tender braird Down the dell before vou,
fiiting from stone to stone, on short fhght
seehs  the water-pyet—scemingly a witless
creature v ith ats bonme white breast—to wile
vou away from the crevice, even withm the
waterfall, that holds 1ts young—or with a cock
of her tad she dips and disappears  There 13
giace 1 the glancing sandpiper——nor, though
somcwhat fantastieal, 1s the water-wagtail 1n-
elegant—e1ther belle or beau—an outlandish
bird that makes himself at home wherever he
goes, and, vain as he loohs, 1s contented 1f but
one admire him m a solitary plice—though 1t
1s true that we have seen them m half dozens

on the midden 1 front of the cottage door

The blue slip of sky overhead has been gra-
dually widening, and the dell 15 done Is that
snow? A bleachficdd Lasses can bleach
their own linen on the grecn neat the pool,
“atween twa flowery braes,” as Allan has so

aweetly sung, i his truly Scottish pastoral the

Gentle Shephcrd  But even they could not

well do without bleachfields on a larger scale,

else dingy would be their smocks and theiwr

wedding-shects  Therefore there 1s beauty in

a bleachfield, and 1n none more than in Bell’s-

Meadows But where 1s the Burn? They

have stolen him out of s bed, and, alas!

nothing but stones! Gatherup yourflies, and

away down to yonder grove Theie he 1slike

one risen from the dead, and how joyful his

resurrection' All the way from this down to

the Brigg o’ ITumbie the angling 15 admirable,
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s you wander onwards, each roof still rises
nexpectedly—and as sohtary, as f 1t had
sen far remote Fairest of Scotland’s thou-
nd parishes—neither Iighland, nor I owland
-but undulating—let us agam use the de-
eriptive word—hike the sea mn sunset after a
ay of storms—j es, Heaven's blessing be upon
1ee' Thou art indeed beautiful as of old!
The same heavens' More blue than any
olour that tinges the flowers of ecarth—lhe
e violet vemns of a virgin’s bosom The
uliness of those lofty clouds makes them seem
‘hiter than the snow  Retuin, O lark ' to thy
rassy_nest,in the furrow of the green brairded
orn, for thy brooding mate can no longer hear
1ee soaring m the shy Methinks there 1s
ttle or no change on these coppice-woods,
;1th their full budding branches all impatient
or the spring  Yet twice have axe and bill-
ook levelled them with the mossy stones,
ince among the broomy and briary knolls we
ought the gray linnet’s nest, or wondered to
py, among the rustling leaves, the robin red-
reast, seemingly forgetful of his winter bene-
actor, man Surely there were trees here m
ormer tiunes, that now are gone-—tall, far-
preading single trees, in whose shade used to
1e the Tuminating cattle, with the small herg-
arl asleep Gone are they, and dimly remem-
ered as the uncertain shadows of dreams,
ret not more forgotten than some hiving bemngs
¥1th whom our infancy and bovhood held con-
rerse—w hose voices, laughter, eyes, forehead
—hands so often grasped—arms linked 1n ours
1s we danced along the braes—have long
seased to be more than images and echoes, 1n-
sapable of commanding so much as one single
cear Alas! for the treachery of memory to
All the holiest human affections, when beguiled
by the slow but sure sorcery of time

It 1s Max-Dary, and we shall be happy as the
season  What although some sad and solemn
thoughts come suddenly across us, the day 1s
not at mghtfall felt to have been the less de-
hghtful, because shadows now and then be-
dimmed 1t, and moments almost mournful, of
an unhymnng hush, took possession of field
or forest We are all alone—a solitary pedes-
trian, and obeying the fine impulses of a will,
whose mouves are changeable as the came-
leon’s hues, our feet shall bear us glancingly
along to the merry music of streams—or hnger
by the silent Wores of Jochs—or upon the hill-
summit pause, ourselves the only spectator of
a panorama painted by Spring, for our sole de-
hght—or plunge into the old wood’s magnifi-
cent exclusion from sky—where at mid-sum-
mer, day 1s as night—though.not so now, for
this 1s the season of buds and blossoms, and
the cushat’s nest1s yetvisible on the half-leafed
boughs, and the sunshine streams n upon the
ground-flowers, that 1n another month will be
cold and pale in the forest gloom, almost as
thosk that bedeck the dead when the vault door
15 closed and all 1s silence

What! shall we linger here !

mile of the Mawsr, wherem

pleasant bounds owr boyish

murig away, hke a stream

leaves its native hills, hnows

and not hasten on to the Aal
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Irke 1t 15 bl and guarded by some wonderful
feheuty of situation equally against all the
winds? No Thither as jet have we not
courage to direct our footsteps—for that vene-
rable Man has long been dead—not one of
his ancient household now remains on earth.
There the change, though 1t was gradual and
unpainful, according to the gentlest laws of
nature, has been entire and complete The
“old familiar faces” we can dream of, but ne-
ver more shall see—and the voices that are
now heard within those walls, what can they
ever be to us, when we would fain hsten in the
silence of our spirt to the echoes of depatted
years? Itis an appalling tnial to approach a
place where once we have been happier—hap-
pier far than ever we can be on this earth
again, and a worse evil doth it seem to our
imagmation to return to FParadise, with a
changed and saddened heart, than atfirst to be
driven from 1t into the outer world, 1f still per-
mitted to carry thither something of that spirit
that bad glorified our prime

But yonder, we see,yet towers the Sycamore
on the crown of the hill—the first gieat Tree
n the parish that used to get green, for stony
as seems the hard glebe, constricted by its bare
and gnaried roots, they draw sustenance from
afar, and not another knoll on which the sun
so dehights to pour his beams Weeks before
any other Sycamore, and almost as early as
the alder or the birch—the Grory or Mouxr
Preasanr, for so we schoolboys called 1t, un-
folded 1tself hke a banner You could then see
only the low windows of the dwelling—for
eaves, roof, and chimneys all disappeared—
and then, when you stood beneath, was not the
sound of the bees like the very sound of the
sea 1tself, continuous, unabating, all day long
unto evening, when, as 1f the tide of life had
ebbed, there was a perfect silence!

Mount Prrasant'! well indeed dost thou
deserve the name, bestowed on thee perhaps
long ago, not by any one of the humble pro-
prietors, but by the general voice of praise, all
eyes being won by thy cheerful beauty For
from that shaded platform, what a sweet vision
of fields and meadows, hnolls, biaes, and hills,
uncertam gleamings of a river, the smoke of
many houses, and glittering perhaps in the
sunshine, the spire of the House of God! To
have seen Adam Morrison, the Dlder, sitting
with his solemn, his austere Sabbath face, be-
neath the pulpst, with his expressive eyes fixed
on the Preacher, you could not but have
judged Inm to be a man of a stern character
and austere demeanour To have seen him
at labour on the working-days, you might
almost have thought him the serf of some
tyrant lord, for into all the toils of the field he
carried the force of a mind that would suffer
nothing to be undone that strength and skill
could achieve, but within the humble porch
of his own house, beside his own board, and
his own fireside, he was a man to be kindly

med by his guests, by us oxn family ten-
and reverently beloved Fhas wife was
meljest matron 1n the parish, a woma
ve habits and a strong mund, but
the natura!l sternness of her
tet with that ge}x:xal and .
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indeed "—but her happ, father and mother! ticular ple e, innumerable years ago' Tt was

}new, that 1in all common things—that 1, m

all the duties of an bhumble and innocent life,

their Mary was by nuture excellent as i the
melodies and harmonies of song—and that
while her voice 1n the evemng-psalm was as
angel’s sv eet, so was her spintahmost puie as
an angel’s, and nearly mcxperienced of sin

Proud, indeed, were Her parents on that
May-day to look upon her—and to listen o
her—as their Mary sat beside the young Dnglich
boy—admired of all observers—and happier
than she had ever been i this world before,1n
the charm of their biended musie, and the un-
conscigus affecion—sisterh, jet more than
sisterly, for brather she had none—that towards
one so hind and noble was yearning at her
heart

Beanuiful were they both, and when they
satside by side 1n their music, msensible must
thathearthavebeen by whomthey v ere not both
admired and beloved It was thought that they
Joved one another tog, too well, for Hacry
Wilton was the grandson of an Dunglish Peer,
and Mary Morrison a peasant’s chuld, but they
could not love too well—she 1n her tenderness
~—he n tus passion—for, with them, hife and
love was a dehghiful dream, out of which they
were never to be awakened For as by some
secret sympathy, both sichened on the same
day—of the same fever~-and died 1t the same
hour ,—and not from any dim mtention of
those who buried them, but accidentally, and
becanse the bunal-ground of the Minister and
the Elder adjoined, were they buried almost in
the same gras c—for not half a yard of daisied
turf divided them—a curt1n betv een the beds
on which brother and sister siept

In their dehinium they both talked abont each
other-—Mary Morrison and Harty Wilon—,et
their words were not words of love, only of
common kindness, for although on theairdeath-
beds they did nottalk about death, but frequent.
ly about that May-day Tesuval, and other
pleasant mecting~ 10 neighbour’s houses, or 1
the Manse Mary sometimes rose up n bed,
and 10 1imagination joined her voice to thatof the
flute which to lis hips was to breath no more,
and even at the very self same moment—so 1t
vonderfully was—did he tell all to be hus<hed,
for that Mary Mornson.was about to sing the
Tlowers of the Torest.

Methinks that no deep impressions of the
past, although baply they may sleep for ever,
and seem as 1f they had ceased to be, arcever
utterly obliterated , butthat they may, one and
all, reappear at some hour or other however
distant, legible as at the very moment they
were firstengraven on the memory Not by the
power of medutation are'the long ago vanished
thoughts or emotions restored to us, 1n which
we found delight or disturbance, bat of them-
selves do they seem to arise, not undesired 1n-
deed, but unbidden, hle sea-birds that come
unexpectedly florting up into some 1nfand s ale,
because, unknown to ns who wonder at them,
the tide 15 flowing and the breezes blow from
the mamm  Bright as the living 1mage stands
now before us the ghost—for vhat else 151t than
the ghost—of Mary Morrison, justas she stood
before us on one particular day—n one par-

atthe closy of one of those mdsummer days
vhich melt away mnto twihght, rather than
into might, although the stars are visible, and
bird and beast are asleep AN by herself, as
she walked along between the braes, was she
singing a hymn—
And must this hody die?
I s mortal frame decas 3
And must these feeblc himhs of smne
1 1e moulduring in the clay 7

Not that the child had any thought of death,
for she was as full of ife as the star above
her was of lustre—tamed though they both
were by the holy hour At our hidding she
renewed the strain that had ceased as we met,
and continued to sing 1t while we parted, her
vuice dying away in the distance, Ithe an an-
zel s from a broken dream Never heard we
Wt voice agan, for m three hittle weeks 1t had
gone, to be extinguished no more, to jomn the
heavenly choirs at the feet of the Redeemer

Did both her parents lose all love to life,
vhen therr sole daughter was taken awaj ?
And did they die finally of broken hearts? No
—such 15 not the natural working of the ho-
man spiret. if kept in repair by pure and pious
thought Never were they so happy indeed as
thev had once been—nor was their happiness
of thesamehind Oh? different far inresigna-
tion that often wept v hen 1t did not repme~—in
faith that now held a tenderer commerce with
the shies! Smiles werd not very long of being
1gain scen at Mount Pleasant  An orphan
cousin of Mary's—they had been as sisters—
tooh her place,and filled 1t too, as far as the
Iiving can ever fill the place of the dead Com-
map gares continued for 2 while to occupy the
Elder and his wite, for there were not a few to
whoin their substance was to be a blessing
Ordinary observers could not have diccerned
any abatement of his activities 1n field or
marlcet, but others saw that the toil to him
was now but a duty that had formerly been a
dehght  Mount Pleasant was let to a re-
lative, and the Mornsons retired to a small
house, witha garden, a few hundred yards from
the hirk  Let him be strong as a mant, infirm-
ties often come on the hard-working man be-
fare you can well call him old 1t was so with
Adam Morrison  He broke down fast we have
been told, 1n s sixtieth year, and after that
partooh but of one sacrament  Not 1n tales of
fiction alone do those who have long loved and
well, lay themselves down and die 1n each
other’s arms  Such happy deaths are recorded
on humble tombstones, and there 1s one on
which this inseription may be read—*Herr
L1E ruE BOMFS oF Anax Monnison Asb oF
Hetevy Anvoun nis Siouvsr Tuex 1IFD OX
Tie 1sr or My 17-— Henrr arso LIFS 1HE
nonr or THEIR pavcntir, Many Monnisox,
wio n1en Juse 2, 17— - The headstone 1s a
granite slab—as they almost all are in that
kirkyard—and the kirk uself 1s of the same en-
during material  But touching that grave 1s a
Marble Monument, winte almost as the very
snov, and, in the midst of the emblazonry of
death, adorued with the armonal bearings be-
longing to a family of the high-born

Sworn Brother of our soul' during the

>
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to be disturbed by the record of heroie or holy
hives, i the knhyard, besude the Guavy or 1
Manrvns—the grave m which Chustian and
Hannah Logan, mother and daughter, were -
terted. Many a time have we hstened to the
story of then deaths, fiom the hps of one who
well knew how to stir the heatts of the young,
ull “jrom their eyes they wiped the tears that
sacted pity had engendered,”  Neatly a hun-
dred yeats old was she that eloguent nariator
~—the Mimster’s mothet=-=y et <he could hear a
wluspet, and read the Bable without spectaches
—although we someumes uved to suspeet he
of pretending to be revding ofl the Boaok, when,
m fact, she was 1ecimyg from memory  The
old lady often tooh o walkn the Jrkyard—
and being of a pleasant and cheertul nature,
though in relizious prmerple mtlexibly austere,
many were the most amusing anecdotes that
she 1elated 10 us and our compeers, all hnddted
round Ler, “whete heaved the fuilfin many a
mouldermg heap”  But the evenmg converse
was always suie to have 4 serious tesmination
—and the venerable matron ¢ould not be more
willing to tell, than we to hean aram and ugun,
were it for the twenticth ropetiion, somi old
tragic event that gathered a deeper iterest

fiom every 1ecutal, as it on each we beeame |

bettet acquainted with the chmacters of thoee
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tered lilte a «tar m the datlness of that dismal
day  *Mother, be not afiand, she was heard
10 siy, when the foan of the first wave broke
abont theyr fecte—nnd just as these wards were
uttercd, all the great black clouds melted anay
fiom the shy, and the cun shone forth 1 the
firmament Lihe the allsecng eve of God, The
manrs turned therr faces 1 hitile tovwarids one
another, for the cords could ot wholly linder
them, and wi* varees as <teady and as oleay a
ever they sang the psaluy witlon the walls o
that kuk did they, while the sea way mount-
g np—up from knet—uar te=hreatt—nech
—clun—hip—uing prasses and thanksgivng,
unto God A< soon as Hannal's votee was
drowned st <temed os i her mother, before
the wter reached her own hps, howed and
gave up the ghost Whale the people were all
gasing, the e wds of both may s dicappeerdd,
nnd nothing then was to be <een on the face o
the watess, bt here and there a it shiste
breaking wase or sty sea bard floating on the
flow o the de nto the b, Back and bacl
had aye fallon the people, av the tule v s
o’ en wi' 4 hollow «oun’=—and now that
the water was ligh aboen the hiemids o the
warty s whet chamed that dismal eongregi-
tion 1o the <eachore?  Iwas the countenance

Tof a man that had suddenls come down frae

to whom 1t had befallen, ull the chasm that Jls huding-place amang the moors—and who
tie had dug between them and us disap- jnow hnew that hes wite and davghter were
eared, and we felt for the whle thit their [hound to stakes decp down an the waters o
wappiness ot misery and ours weie essentially {the very bay that s eyer beheld rolhng, and

mterdependent

At first she used, we well 1e- 1 s ears henrd 1oarmna—all the while that there

member, to fix her solemn sput-hke eyes on 'was a God i hemven! Nacbody conld apenh
our faces, to mark the dificrent effects her story Jto hma—althouzh they ol besceehed thewr

produced on het hearers, but crelong <he be-
came possessed whollv by the pathos of her
own nanative, and with fluctuaunyg feature®
and carnest action of head and hands, pomed
forth her cloquenee, as if sobloquizing among
the tombs

“Ay, ay, my deat boys, that 15 the grave o
the Margyis My father saw them de The
tude o’ the far-ebbed sea was again beginmng
to flow, but the sands o’ the bay o’ death 1ay
sae dry, that theie were but few spots where
a bann could hae wat 1ts feet  Thousands
and tens o thousands were standing @’ roun’
the edge of the bay——that was 1w shape just
hhke that moon~—and then twa stahes were
driven deep into the sand, that the waves o
the returning sea micht na loosen them—and
my father, who was but a boy hhe ane o
yourseli es noo, waes me, didna he see wi’ his
amn een Chustian Logan, and her wee dochier
Hannah, for she was but eleven veats anld—
hurried alang by the enenies o' the Lord, and
tied to thewr accursed stahes wathm the power
o' the sea He who holds the waters 1n the
hollow o' iz hand, thocht my father, will not
suffer them to choke the prayer wathin those
holy lips—but what kent he o’ the dreadfw’
judgments o' the Almghty? TDheadfu’ as
those judgments seemed to be, o' a’ that crowd
o’ mortal creatwies there were but onlv twa
that diew their bieath without a shudder—and
these twa were Chistian Logan and her beau-
ufu’.wee dochter Hannah, wy' hey' 1o0sy cheeks,
for thej blanched not 1n that last extremuty,
her blue” een, and her gowden hair, that ght-

i Maker to have vompassion tpon him, and not

to fet his heart break and his reason ful
*The stakes? thestahes! O Jesns' pomnt out
to mye, with thy own scatred hand, the place
where my wife and danghter are bound fo the
<takes—and I may yet bear them up out of
the sand, and bring the bodies ashore—to be
testored to hife' O brethien, brethen '—sad
ve that my Chisstian and ms Hann th have
been for an hour below the sea? And was it
fiom tear of hfty armed men, that ~o many
thousand fathersy and maothers, and sons and
daughters, aud brothers and sisters, 1esened
them not fiom such cruel, cruel death ' After
uttering mony man sichihe raving words, he
suddenly plunged mto the sea, and, bemng a
strong swimmel, was soon fa out mto the
bay—and led Iy some desperate mstnet to
the very place whete the stakes were fived m
the sand  Pafeetly resigned had the martyrs
been to thetr doom—hut 1n the agonies o’ that
horrible death, there had been some struggles
o the moital body, and the weaght o the
waters had boine down the stales, so that,
just as 1t they had been lashed to a spar to
enable them to escape fiom shipwreck, baith
the bodjes came foatn’ to the surface, and hy
hand grasped, without knowimg 1, s am
Hannah’s gowden hatr—sately defiled, v ¢ may
weel think, wi’ the sand—baith their faces
changed frie what they ance were by the
wrench o' death.  Fathel, mother, and daugh-
ter came a'thezuher to the shore—and there
was a iy went far and wade, up even to the
hiding-places o' the fauhfi’ among the hags
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would famn have smitten the Saints The dew-
drops on the greensward before the ‘cottage-
door, they suffered not to be polluted with
blood. Guardian Angels were they thodghtto
be, and such indeed they were, for what else
are the holy powers of innocence 2—Guardian
Angels sent to save some of God’s bervants on
earth from the choking tide and the scorching
fire Ofien, i the clear and starry mghts, did
the dwellers among all these little dells, and
up along all these low hillsides, hear music
flowing down from heaven, responsive to the
hymns of the Blessed Tamily Music without
the syllabling of words—j et breathing worship,
and with the spirit of pety filling all the Night-
Heavens One whole day and night passed by,
and not a hut had been enhghtened by their
presence Perhaps they had gone away with-
ont warnmg as they had come—hatving been
sent on another mission. With soft steps one
maxden, and then another entered the door, and
then was heard the voice of weeping and of
loud lament The three lay, side by side, with
their pale faces up to heaven Dora, for that
1s the name tradition has handed down-—
Dorothea, the gift of God, lay between her
Father and her Mother, and all their hands
were lovingly and peacefully entwined No
agonies had been there—unknown v hat hand,
human or divine, had closed their eyelids and
composed their limbs, but there they lay as if
asleep, not to be awakened by the burst of sun-
shine that dazzled upon their smiling counte-
nances, cheek to cheek, 1n the awful beauty of
umted death
The deep rehgion of that troubled time had
sanctified the Strangers almost into an angelic
character, and when the little kirh~bells were
agawn heard tinkling through the air of peace,
(the number of the martyrs bemng complete,)
the beauty with which their hving foreheads
had been 1invested, reappeared 1n the eyes of
imagination, as the Poets whom Nature kept
to herself walked along the moonlight hills
«“The Blessed T'amily,” which had been as a
household word, appertaiming to them while
they hived, now when centuries have gone by,
1s still full of a dim but divine meaning, the
spirit of the tradiion having: remained, while
its framework has almost fallen mnto decay
How beautifully emerges that sun-stricken
Cottage from the rocks, that all around 1t are
floating 1 a blue vapoury hght! Were we so
disposed, methinks we could easily write a lit-
tle book entirely about the obscure people that
have lived and died about that farm, by name
Locax Brars Neuther 15 1t without 1ts old
tradittons  One May-day long ago—some two
centuries since—that rural festival was there
mterrupted by a thunder-storm, and the party
of youths and maidens, driven from the budding
arbours, were all assembled i1n the ample
Intchen  The house seemed to be 1 the very
heart of the thunder, and the master began to
read, without declaring 1t to be a rehgious ser-
vice, a chapter of the Bible, but the frequent
ftashes of lightning so bhinded him, that he was
forced to lay down the Book, and all then sat
still without speaking a word, many wath'pale
faces, and none without a mineled <en<e of
awe and fear. The maden forgot her bashfual-
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nessas the ratthng peals shook the roofitree and
hid her face i her loser’s bosomn, the children
crept closer and closer, each to some protecting
knee, and the dogs came all into the house, and
fay down n dark places Now and then there
was a convulsive, iriepressible, but half-stified
shriek—some sobbed—and a loud hysterical
laugh from one overcome with terror sounded
ghastly between the deepest of all dread repose
—that which separates one peal from another,
when the flash and the roar are as one, and tne
thick air smells of sulphur  The body feels its
mortal nature, and shrinks as 1f about to be
withered mto nothing Now the muttering
thunder seems to have changed 1its place to
some distant cloud—now, as 1if returning to
blast those whom 1t had spared, waxes louder
and fiercer than before—ull the Great Tree
that shelters the house 1s shivered with a noise
like the masts of a ship carried away by the
board “Look, father, look—see yonder 1s an
Angel all 1in white, descending from heaven!”
said little Alice, who had already been almost
1 the atutude of prayer, and now c¢lasped her
hands together, and steadfastly, and without
fear of the lightning, eyed the sky “One of
God’s Holy Angels—one of those who sing be-
fore the Lamb'’ And with an inspired rap-
ture the fair cinld sprung to her feet. “See ye
her not—see y e her not—father—mother? Lo!
she beckons to me with a palm 1n her hand,
like one of the palms 1n that picture 1 our Bi-
ble when our Saviour 1s entering 1nto Jerusa-
lem! There she comes, nearer and nearer the
earth—Oh! pity, forgne, and have mercy on
me, thou most beantiful of all the Angels—even
for His name’s sake” All eyes were turned
towards the black heavens, and then to the
raving child  Her mother clasped her to her
bosom, afraid that terror had turned her brain
—and her father going to the door, surveyed
an ampler space of the sky She flew to his
side, and clinging to him again, exclaimed in
a wild outery, “On her forehead a star! on
her forehead a star' And oh' on what lovely
wings she 1s floating away, away into eternity !
The Angel, Tather, 1s calling me by my Chris-
tian name, and I must no more abide on earth,
but, touching the hem of her garment, be waft-
ed away to heaven'™ Sudden as a bird let
lJoose from the hand, darted the maiden from
her father’s bosom, and with her face upward
to the skies, pursued her fight Young and
old left the house, and at that moment the forlk-
ed hghtning came from the crashing cloud, and
struck the whole tenement into ruins  Not a.
hair on any head was singed, and with one
accord the people fell down upon their knees.
From the eyes of the child, the Angel, or vision
of the Angel, had disappeared, but on her re-
turn to heaven, the Celestial heard the hymn
that rose from those that were saved, and above
all the voiees, the small sweet silvery voice of
her whose eyes alone were worthy of beholding
a Samnt Transfigured

For several hundred years has that farm be-
longed to the family of the Logans, nor has
son or daughter ever stained the name—while
some have 1mparted to 1t, 1n 1ts humble annals,
what well may be called Iustre, Many a time

have we stoed when a boy, all alone, beginning
P2
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of their plays could he take an active share,
but sitting a bitle way ofl, <hll attached to the
merry brotherhood, though m their society he
had no part to enact, he 1ead his book on the
kuoll, or, happy dreamer, sunk away among
the vistons of s own thoughts  There was
poctiy m that child's spint, but 1t was too es-
sentially blended with ns whole happiiess in
hife, often to be unbodied 10 wintten words
A few compositions were found v s own
small beaunful handw riting after by deathe—
hymns and psalms.  Prayers, too, had lus
heart mdited—but they were not 1 measured
Ianguagi—framed, wn lus devout sumphiesty on
the model of our Lord’s  How many hundred
tunes have we formed a cuele round ham n
the gloammng,all sitting or lying on the greens-
ward, before the dews had begun to descend,
hsteming to Jus tales and <tories of holv or
herowe men and women, who had been greath
good and glonous 1n the days of old? Notun-
cndeared to lus mnagination were the patriots,
who, lining and dying, loved the hiberties of
the Jand—Tell—Bruce—or Wallace, he
whose immortal name a thousand rochs 1¢o1ce,
while many a wood bears ¥t on 1ts summuis as
they are swanging to the storm  Weak as a
reed that 1s shaken in the wind, or the stall of
a flower that tremblingly sustains 1ts blossoms
beneath the dews that feed their transitory
lustre, was he whose lips were so cloquent to
read the eulogies of mughtv men of war nding
matled through bloody battles  What matters
1t that this frame of dust be frail, and of tiny
size—still may it be the tenement of a lordly
spirtt.  Buthigh as such warfare was, 1t s tis-
fied not that thoughtful child—for other war-
fare there was to read of, whichwas to him a
far deeper and more divine dehight—the war-
fare waged by good men agamst the legions
of sin, and closed triumphantly 1n the eye of
God—let this world deem as 1t will—-on ob-
scurest death-beds, or at the stake, or on the
scaffold, where a profounder even than Sab-
bath silence glorifies the maryr far beyond
any shout that from the immense multitude
wwould have torn the concave of the heavens
What a contrast to that creature was his
elder brother' Iawrie was eighteen years old
when first we visited Logan Braes, and was a
perfect hero m stiength and statuie—Bob
Howie alone his equal—but Bob was then m
the West Indies  In the afternoons, after his
work was over in the fields or in the barn, he
had pleasure in geting us Manse-boys 1o ac-
company him to the Moor-Lochs for an hour's
anglmg or two 1n the evening, when the large
trouts came to the gravelly shallows, and, as
we waded midleg-deep, would sometumes take
the fly among our very feet  Or he would go
with us into the heart of the great wood, to
show us where the foves had their carths—the
parly bemng sometimes so fortunate as to see
the cubs disporting at the mouth of the briery
aperture 1n the strong and root-bound soil  Or
we followed him, so fm as he thought 1t safe
for us.to do so, up the foundations of the castle,
and in fear and wonder that no repetition of
the adventurous feat ever dimmshed, saw him
take the young starling from the erevice be-
ueath the tuft of wall-lowvers.  'What was there
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of the bold and danng that Lawne Logan was
not, m ow bhiel, able ta parform? - We were
all several years youngcr-—bovs from mne to
fiftcen—~—and he had shot up mto sudden man-
hovd—unt only nto ity shape but its strength
—yet stll the boyih spint was fresh within
han, and he nevor weatnd of us m sueh ex-
cursions  ‘T'he ranister had a good apimien
of his prncples, hnowine how he had been
brought up, and did net disenuntenance his
114185 to the Manse, nor ours to Logan Brie:
Then what danger could we be n, go where
we mmght, with one who had mere than once
<hown how eager he was to nisk s ovn bife
when that of another was in jeopardy ! Gene-
rous and fearless youth! 'To thee we oved
our own hie—lhouph scldom 15 that rescue
now 1emembercd—{(fur v hat will not it
wrmoithng wald be forgoetten ?) whonn prde
of the newly-acquired art of swimming, v ¢ had
venturcd—uith oor clothes ou top—rome ten
vards inte the Brother-Loch fo dizcntangle our
hme fiom the water-lihes It scamed that a
hundred cords had pot entaneled round ow
legs, and our heart quithed too desperacel to
sufier us to shrieh—but Iawn e Logw had ms
hand on us in o mnute, and brought us to
+shore as eastly as 2 Newfoundland dog launds
a it of floating wood

But that was a momentary davger, and
Lavwric Logan ran but small risk, vou will say,
i saving us, so let us not extol th o w<tance
of Ws ntrepihty  But fangy to yourself,
gentle reades, the Indeous mouth ot an old
coal-pit, that had not been wothed for tune im-
memorial, overgiown with thorns, and brers,
and brackens, but sull visible from a small
mount above it, for some yards down its throat
—the very throat of death and perdition  But
can you fancy alvo the ehldish and super-
stittous terror with which we all regarded that
coal-pit for 1t was smd to be a hundred fathom
deep—with water at the bottom—so that you
had to wait for many moments—almost a
minute—~before you heard a stone, first beatung
against its sides—f{row one to the othei~plunge
at Jast wto the pool mofound  In that very
field, too, o murder had been perpetrated and
the woman’s corpse flung by her sweetheart
mto that coal-pit One day some unaccount-
able mnpulse had led a band of usnto that
mterdicted field—which we rememberwas not
arable—but sud to be a place where a hare
was always sure to be found siting among the .
binweeds and thistles A sort of thnilhng
horror urged us on closer and closer to the
mouth of the pit—when Wee Wise Wille's
foot shpping on the brae, he bounded with
mexplicable force along--1n among the thorns,
briers, and brackens—through the whole hang-
mg mat and without 2 shriek, down—dow n—
down mto destructton  We all saw 1t happen
—every one of us—and 1t 1s searcely too much
10 533, that we were for a while all mad with
horror Yet we felt ourselves borne back
mstinctuively from the hoirible pit—and as aid
we could give none, we listened 1f we could
hear any cry~—but there was none—and we
all flew together out of the dreadful field, and
agmn collecting ourselies together, feared to
separate on the different roads to our homes.
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and ecleuchs 1" the moors, that the sea had
given up the hwing, and that the martyrs
were triumphant, even 1n this world, over the
powers o’ bin and o Death  Yea, they were
mndeed tnumphant —~and v ell might the farth-
fu’ sing aloud n the desert, * O Death, where
15 thy sting? O Grave, where 1s thy victory
for these three bodies were but as the weeds
on which they lay stretched out 1o the pitying
gaze of the multitade, but their spirts had
gane to heaven, to receive the eternal rewards
o' sanctity and truth ”
Not a house 1 all the parish-—scarcely ex-
cepting Mount Pleasant itself—alf round and
about which our heart could in some dreamy
hour raise to hfe a greater multitude of deor
old remembrances, ¢l touching cursels es, than
Lot~ Buars  The old people when we firet
knew them, we used to think somewhat apt to
be suily—for they were Seceders—and owing
to some unavoidable prejudices, which ve
were at no great pams fo vanguish, we Manse-
boys recognised something repulsive in that
most respectable word. Yet for the sake of
thatsad stoiy of the Martyrs, therc was always
something affecting to us m the name of Logan
Braes, and though Beltane was of old a Pagan
Fesun al, celebrated with grave 1dolatries round
fires a blaze on a thousand hlls, yet old lau-
rence Logan would sweeten his vinegar aspect
on Ma,-day would vipeouta score of wrinkles,
and calm, as far as that mght be, the terrors
of his shaggy eyebrows A hule gentleness
of manner goes a long way with such young
folk as we were all then,when 1t 15 scen nata-
rally and ecasily worn for our sakes, and in
sympathy with our accustomed glee, by one
who in his ordinary dcportment may have
added the austenty of religion to the vener-
ableness of old age Smules from old Laurence
Logan, the Seceder, were ithe rare sun-ghmpses
10 the gloom—and made the hush of Ins house
pleasant as a more cheerful place, for through
the restraint laid on reverent youth by fechng
ahin to fear, the heart ever and anon bounded
with freedom 1n the smile of the old man's
eves Plain was his own apparcl—a smit of
the hodden-gray His wife, when 1n full dress,
did not remind us of a Quakeress, for a
Quakheress then had ve never seen—but we
often think now, when in company with a <en-
sible, cheerful, and comely-visaged matron of
that sect, of her of Logan Braes No vaster
was she of her tears, or her smles, or her
words, or her money, or her meal—aetther
among those of her own blood, or the stran zer
or the beggar that was within her gates  You
heard not her foot on the floor—jet never was
she 1dle—moving about 1n doors and out, from
mormng il mght, so placid and so composed,
and always 4t small cost dressed so decently,
<0 becomungly to one whowas not yet old, and
had not forgotien—w hy should she not remem-
ber ®'—that <he vas estcemed in vouth a
beauty, aud that 3t was not for want of a
richer and younger lover, that she agreed at
Iact to become the wife of the Laird of Logan
Braes
Their f1mly convisted of tvo sons and a
niere y—and b thou whothou masestthat hast
50 far read our May-day, w e doubt not that thine
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ey es will glance—howerer rapidl, —orer ant
other page, nor fling 11 contemptuously aride,
because amidst 21l the chance and chanze of
admmmistrations, mistries, and miisters 1n
hizh places, there murmar along the chanuels
of our memory “the simple annals of tne
poor,” like unpolluted strenms that sucep not
by ity walls

MNever were two brothers more unhhe mn alt
things—n mmd, body, habits, and disposition
—than Lav rie and Willie Lozan—and we <ce,
as 10 a glass, at this very moment, both tner
mmages  “Wee Wise Wilhe' —for by that
name he was known oter ~everal parishes—
was one of those extraordinary creatures that
one may hken to a rarest plant, which natore
saws here and there—sametimes for ever un-
regarded—amonyg the common families of
Flosers Early sickness had been his Jot—
continaed with scarcely any interraption from
his cradle to school-years—so that not only
was his stature stunted, but his whole frame
was delicate 1n the exireme , and his pale smail-
featored face, remarhable for large, <oft,down-
looking, hazel eyes, dark-lashed m therr Instre,
had a <weet fersnine character, that corre-
spondel well with s voice, his motiony, and
his m-door pursuits—all serene and composed,
and nterfering with the outzoings of no other
hving thing  All sorts of scholaiship, such as
the parish schoolmaster knew, he mastered as
if by intuition  Jis slate was quichly covered
with Jong calculations, by which the most
puzzhing questions were solved, and ere he
v as mne years old, he had made many pretty
mechanical contrivences with wheels and
pulley s, that showed m what direction lay the
natural bent of his gemus Languages, too,
the creature seemed 1o see mto with gmchest
cyes, and with quckest cars to catch therr
sounds—so that, at the same tender age, he
might have been called a Iinguist, siting with
s Greeh and Latin books on a «tool beside
him by the firestde during the long wanter
mghts  All the neighbours who had any
books, checrfully lent them to “ Wee Wise
Withie,” and th2 Mansc-boys gave lnm many a
supply At the head of every class he, of
course, was found—but no ambifion had he to
be there, and hhe a bee that vorks amons
many thousand others on the cloyer-lea, heed-
le<s of thew murmurs, and intent wholly on
1its own fragrant tou, did he go from tash to
task—although that was no fiting name for the
stadhons ereature’s meditations on all he read
or wrought—no mare a task forhum to grov n
hrowledze and in thought, than for a hly of the
field 1o Iift up 1ts head tow ards the <sun.  That
child’s rehigion was like all the other parts of
tus character—as prone to tears as that of other
eldren, when they read of the Dhvine I'riend
dymyg for them on the cross, bt i nas pro-
founder far than theirs when it shed no tears,
and onfy made the paleness of his countenance
more hhe that which we i anne to be the
patenes, of 2 phantom  No one ever saw hin
angry, complarning, or dicpletsed, for qogeh-
cal indeed was his temper, purthie § ive 7uld
i fire, by enffenine He shuoned notthe come.
piy of other chuldren It loved -ul, ax by
them all he was more than buloed  In fov
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young champion was as fawrly enlisted into hus
Majesty’s serviee, as ever young gnl, without
almost Lhnowing if, was married at Gretna-
Gieen, and as the 42d were undet orders to
sai) m a week, gald could not have bought off
such a man, and Law rie Logan went on boad
a transport.

Logan Bines was not the sane place—in-
deed, the whole paush seemcd alteted—after
Lawiie was gone, and our visits wete thence-
forth any thmg but cheerful ones, gommg In
turns to mgune for Wilhie, who scemed to be
pmng away—not m any deadly disease, but
just as af he hinself knew, that without athing
much he was not to be o long Iner Yetnearly
two years passed on, and all that tme the
prinerple of life had seemed lihe a thehering
flame within him, that when you think it ex-
pIting or espied, streams up agam with sor-
pusing bughtness, and contmues to ghimma
ever steadily with a protracted hight Loy
weeh—nay, almost every day, they feared to
Jose im=——et there he still was at morning
and evemng prayers  The thud spring after
the Joss of ns brother was remarhably mild,
and breathing with west-winds that came soft-
cned over many woody miles fiom the sea
He seemed stronger, and more cheeiful, and
expressed a wish that the Mansc-boys, and
some otheis of Ins compantons, wonld come
to Logan Braes, and once again celebrate May -
day  Theie we all <at at the long table, and
both parents did their best to ook cheerful
during the feast  Indeed, all that had once
been har<h and forbidding in the old man's
looks and mannets, was now <oftened down
by the perpetual jearnngs at his heart to-
wards “the distant far and absent long,” nor
less towatds lum that peaceful and prous ctuld
whom every howr he saw, or thought he saw,
avaiting a call fiom- the cternal vowe  Al-
though sometimes sadness fell across us like
a shadow, yet the hours passed on as May-day
howrs should do, and what with omi many-
roned talle and laughter, the coomng of the

-geons on the 10of, aud the twittering of the
smallows beneath the eav es, aud the larh-songs
nnging hike silver bells over all the heay ens,
1 seemed a day that ought to bung good
tidimgs—ot, the Soldier hinself tetuining trom
the wars to bless the cyes of his parents once
more, 0 that they might die in peace  “Ilea-
ven hold us m us hecpung, for thae’s his
wrath T gjaculated Anmic Racburn It passed
before the window, and my Lawte, T now
knos, 15 with the dead ™ —Bending Ins stately
head beneath the bintel of the dooy, m the dress,
and wath the bearing of a soldier, Lawiie Lo-
gamstepped again across lus father’s thieshold
and, exc he well uttered “ God be withyonali ™
Willie mas sithin his arms, and on his bosom
Ris father and s mother rose not fiom theiwr
chaus, but sat still, with faces like ashes, But
we boys conld not resist ow joy, and shouted
Ius name aloud—while Luath, fiom hus sleep
m the corner, leapt on Ins master bicast ngh,
and whining lus dumb delight, frisked round
hum as of yoire when impatent to snuft “the

dawn on the Jullmide “Let us go out and
playy” cudd boy’s voice, and issuing some-
whas sagously mio the sunshine, we left the
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family within to themselves, and then walked
awny, without spealang, down to the Brdge.

After the Japse of an hour or more, and
while we were all considerng whether or no
we should return to the house, the figure of
Anme Raeburn was seen coming down the
brae towards the party, it a way very unlhke
her wsnal stasd and quiet demeanour, and
<toppng at some distanee, to beckon with her
hand more particularly, 1t was thought, on
vursehes, as we dooid a few vards aprt from
the rest  “Willie 15 worst,” were the only
vords she smd, as we hactened back together,
and on entenng the room, we found the old
man uncertanly pacing the floor by himself
but with 4 composed counteninee “He ex-

ressed a wish to see you-—but he 15 gone!”
We followed into Wilhe's smgll bedroom and
study, and beheld um already Jod ont, and Ins
mother <ittng as ealmly beside him asaf che
were watchmyg ns sleep.  “Sab “not sae sar,
Lawne--God way gracious te let him Ineto
this day, that he mnght dee w s brither™s
arms

The sun has mouuted lgh i heaven, while
thus we have been dreaming avay the hours
—-a dozen mfes atfeast have we Jowly von-
dered over, since mornmg, along pleasant -
paths, where pever dust Jay, or from gaie to
gate of pathless enclocures, a trespasser fear-
Itss of those threatenming nonentiues, sprng-
guns  There 15 the turnpihe-ropd—the great
north and sotth road—for 1t 1s eher the one
or the other, according to the art towards
whieh vou choose to turn your fice. Behold
a httle Wasmns Ins, neatly thatched, and with
whiteswashed front, and sign-board hanging
from a tiee, on which are pamted the fizures
of two jolly gentlemen. one 1n llts and the
other 1n breeches, shahing hands cautionsly
across a runmnyg brook. The meal of all
meals 15 2 paulo-post-meridian breakfast The
rosmess of the combs of the strapping hens s
goud angury ,~hails a cachle from the barn—
another g 15 Jard—and channeleer, stretehing
hunself up on claw-tp, and clapping lus wings
of the bonny beaten gold, crows aloud to lus
sultana ull the wethin rings  “Turm to the
fett, s af v ou please,” quoth a comely matron,
and w e hind ourseh es snugly seated i an arm-
chau, not wearied, but to rest willing, while
the clock tichs pleasantly, and we tahe no note
of tune but by s gamn, for here 1s our jour-
nal, m which we shall put down a few jottings
for Max-Das. Thiee bouled eges—one to cach
penny-ioll—are snfhcient, under any circum-
stances, along with the same number fred
with mutton-ham, for the breakfast of a Gen-
tieman and 2 Tory Not do we remember-—
when tea-cups have been on a proper scale—
eter to have washed to go beyond the Golden
Rule of Three In politics, we confess that
we ate rather ultra, but :n all things else we
love moderation  “Come 1, my bonny httle
lassie—y e needna heep heehin’ in that gate
fia ahint the door”—and in a few mnutes the
curly-pared prattler 1s murmuring on our knee
The sonsie wife, well pleased with the wight,
and knowing, from our kindness to chldren,
that we arc on the same side of politics with
her gudeman—E-se1geantin the Black Wateh,

3
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«Qh! can 1t be that our Wee Wise Willie has
this moment died sic a death—and noa singic
ane amangus a' greeun’ for lus sahe?” said
one of us aloud, and then mdeed did we burst
out snto rueful sobbing, and ask one another
who could carry such udings to Logan Braes?
All at once we heard a clear, rich, mellow
whistle as of a blackbird—and there with his
favourite colley, searching for a_stray lamb
among the hnolls, was Lawrne Logan, who
hailed us with a laughing voice, and then
ashed us, ®* Whare 15 Wee Willie? hae ye
flung him hike another Joseph into the pit1”
The consternation of our faces could not be
misunderstood—whether ve told hum or ot
v hat had happened we do not know—Dbut he
staggered as 11 he would have fallen down—
and then ran off with amazing specd—nol
toward> Logan Braes—but the villaze We
continued helplessly to wander about bach and
forw ~rds along the near edge of a wood, w hen
v e heheld a mulutude of people rapidly ad-
1ancing,‘and 1 a few minutes they surrounded
the mouth of the pit It was about the very
end of the hav-harvest—and many ropes that
had been employed that sery d1y m the Jead-
ing of the hay of the Landlord of the Inn, who
was alwg an extensive farmer, were tied to-
cether to the length of at least twenty fathom
Hope was quite dead—but her work 1s often
done by Despair  Tor a while there was con-
fusson all around the pit-mouth, but with a
vhute fixed face and glarng ejyes, Lawrne
Logan advanced to the very brink, vith the
rope bound in many firm folds around him,
and immediately behind hun stood his gray-
headed father, unbonneted, just as he had
nisen from a prayer  “Is tmy amn father that's
gaun 1o help me to gang doon to bring up
Willie’s body?  O! meretful God, what a
judgment 15 this'  Tather—father—Oh! lie
down at some distance awa’ frae the sight o
this placé  Robm Alson, and Gabriel Strang,
and John Borland, 'l hrud the ropes firm and
s1fe O, father—father—lie dov n, a bit apart
frae the crowd, and bave mercy upon him—
O thou, great God, h1re merey upon him"
But the old man Lept his place, and the only
one san who now survived to him disappeared
withm the jaws of the same murderous pit,
and was lowered slowlv down, nearer and
nearer to his hitde brother’s corpse  Thev
had <poken to him of foul air, of wlich to
breathe 1s death, but he had taken Ins re<o-
lution, and not another v ord had been snud to
shale it And now, for o short time, there
was no weight at the hine, exeept that of 1t
ouwn lenyth It was plawn that he had 1cached
the bottomn of the pit Silent was all that con-
giexion, 1s if assembled 10 divige worship
Apun, there was a weight at the rope, and in
A minute or two, 4 Voice was heard far down
the it that spread a <ort of wild hope—else,
wvhy should ut hate spohen at all—and Jo!
the ehld—not Iihe one of the dead—clasped
i the arms of has brother, who was all covered
with dust and blood  « T2l all down on rour
tnecs—m the face o’ heayen, and sing prauses
to God for my brother 1s vet Alnel”

Dunn g th it Paadm fatheor, mother, and both !
thair sons—the resener and the rescued—-nd |
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their sweet cousin ton, Annie Raeburn, the
orphan, were lymg embraced 1 speechlese—
almost senseless trances; for the agony of
such a deliverancee was more than could wcll
by mortal creatures be endured

The child himself was the first to tell how
his Ife had been miraculously saved A few
shrubs had for many years been growing ont
of the inside of the pit, ahnost as far down 1s
the light could reach, and among them had he
been entengled 1n lus descent, and held fast
Tor days, ard wceks, and monthe, after that
deliy crance, few persons visted Logan Braes,
for 1t was thonght that old Laurencc’s bram
had recenved a <hock from which 1t might
never recosyer, but the trouble that tried him
subsided, and the mside of the house was again
quiet as before, and 1ts hospitable door open
to all the neighhours P

Never forgetful of his pnmal duties had
been that bold youth—bat tao apt to forgct the
many smallcr ones that are wrapped round a
bife of poverty Iihe inviuble threads, and that
cannot be braken violeatly or carelessly, with-
out endangering the calm consistency of ailats
ongoings, and ultmately causing perhaps great
losses, errors, and distress  He did not heep
evit socicty—but nesther did be shun it and
having a pride sn feats of strength and acuvty,
as was natural to a striphing whose corporeal
faculites could not be excelled, he frequinted
all meetings where he was lihely to fall m
with worthy competitors, and an such trials of
pover, by degrees acquired a character for
rechlessness, and even violence, of which
prudent meh prognosticated e.1l, and that
sorely disturbed his parents, who vere, 1n
thur qaiet retreat, lovers of all peace  VWith
what wonder and admiration did all tae Manse-
boys witness and hear reported the feats of
Lawrie Logan! Itvas he who,in pugihsue
combat, first vanquished Blach King Carcy
the Dgy ptian, who travelled the country with
two wives and a wagon of Staffordshire pot-
tery, and had struch the # Yobhel,” as he called
Lavwrir, 1n the midst of all the tents.on Led-
drie Green, at the great annnal Baldernoch
farr - Si1x tioes dud the bare and bronzed
Egyptian bite the dust—nor did Lawrie Logan
alw 135 stand agumnst the blows of one whose
provineral feme was high n England, as the
head of the Rough-and-Ready School Tien
now—as 1n an uely dream— e see the com-
batants alternately prostrate, and returning to
the encounter, cotered with mire 1nd blond.
All the women left the Green, and the ofd men
shooh thewr lieads at <uch unchncnan v ork,
but Lav rie Logzan did not want bachers 1n the
shepherds and the ploughmen, to see fur play
agunst all the 4ttempts of the Shoy men nud
the Newcastle horsc-cov pers, who Tud ther
money thick on the King, tll a nght-hander
1 the pit of the stomach, which h1d nearly
becen the gipay’s everlasung quietus, Jave the
victory to Lawrne, ~mud  aecclamanons that
would have filier rraced 1 trtwmnhan » hetier
cousct But that day was an evsl das 1o adrat
Logan Broce A neermuny sergent oot L ine
ric into the tent o tr v liuch floated the co-
lours of the 424 Repument, nod 1 the mtevien-
ton of vietory, whisky, and the b gpips, the
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starhike eyes, thrilling without seeking to reach
the soul—But phoo' phoo! phoo! she mar-
ried a Joled-headed squire with two thousand
acres, and, n sclf-defenee, has grown fat, vul-
gar, and a scold. Thereis a Head fora pamter!
and what perfect peace and placadity all over
the Blind Man’s countenance' He 1s not a
beggar, although he I es on alms—those s1ght-
less o1bs ask not for chanty, nor yet those
withered hands, as, stafl-supported, he «stops
at the kind voice of the traveller, and tells ns
story m a few words  On the ancient Dervise
moves, with his long silvery hair, journeying
contentedly 1n darkness towards the eternal
ight A gang of gipsies! with thewr numer-
ous assery laden wath horn-spoons, pots, and
pans, and black-cyed children . We should not
be surprised to 1cad some day in the newspa-
pers, that the villun who leads the van had
been excented for bmiglary, arson, and murder.
That 35 the misfortune of having a bad phy -
ognomy, a sidelong look, a searred cheek, and
a cruel grin about the muscles of the mouth,
to say nothing about rvusty hawr protiuding
through the holes of abrown hat, not made for
the wearer—long, smmewy arms, all of one
thickness, terminating i huge, hairy, horny
hands, chiefly knuckles and natls—a sham-
bling gait, notwithstanding that his legs me
finely proportioned, as if the might prowie
were cantious not to be heamd by the sleep-
g house, nol to awaken—so noiseless his
stealthy advances—the unchamed masuff
Tus hennel
But, hark' the spnt-stiring music of fife
and drum!' A whole regiment of soldiers on
their march to replace another whole regiment
of soldiers—and that 15 as much as we can be
expected to hnow about their movements
Tood for the cannon’s mouth, butthe maw of
wair has been gorged and sauated, and the
ghittering soap-bubbles of 1eputation, blown by
windy-cheeked Tame from the bowl of her
pipe, have all burst as they have been clutched
by the hands of tall fellows in red raiment,
and with {eathers on their heads, just before
going to lie down on what 1s ealled the bed
of honour Melancholy ndeed to think, that
all these fine, fierce, ferocious, fire-caters are
doomed, but for some unloohed-for 1evolution
1 the affans of Europe and the world, to die
1 their beds! Yet there is some comfort in
thinking of the composition of a Company
of brave defenders of their country It 1<, we
shall suppose, Seventy strong  Well, jot down
three ploughmen, genwmne clodhoppers, chaw-
Dacons sans peur e sans reproche except that the
overseers of the parish were upon them with
orders of affiliation, and one shepherd, who
made contradictory statements about the num-
ber of the spring lambs, and 1n whose house had
been found during winter certain fieeces, for
which no ngenuity could account, a laird’s
son, long known by the name of the Ne'er-
doweel, a Man of tailors, forced to accept the
bounty-money—durmg a protracted strihe—
not dungs they, but fints all the nine, a bar-
ber, ke many a son of genwus, ruined by
his wit, and who, after being driven from pole
to pole, found icfuge 1n the army-at last, a
bankrupt butcher, once a bully, and now a

.
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poltioon, two of the Seven Young Men—all
that now survive—impatient of the drudgery
of the compting-house, and the njustice ol
the age—~hut they, we behieve, arve 1n the band
—the triangle and the serpent, twehve cotton-
spinners at the least, six weayers of woollens,
a couple of colliurs from the bowels of the
earth, and a score of miscellancous rabhle—
flunkies tong out of place, and unable to lne
on therr hy enes—felons acquitted, or that have
dreed their punishment—picked men from the
sluthng galleries of playlivnses—and the chte
of the refuse and sweepingsof the jails  Look
how all the rogues and reprobates march hihe
one man' Alas’ was 1t of such matenals that
our conquerng army was made l—werc such
the heroes of Talavera, Salamanea, Vittona,
and Waterloo?

Why not, and what then?  Heroes are but
men after alf. Men, s men go, ave the ina-
tentals of which heroes are wmade, and re-
cruts an three years tpen mto yveterans Cow-
ardice m one campmgn 15 diseiphined nto
coutage, fear mto valour  In presence of the
ciemy, piehpockets become patriois—mem-
bers of the swell mob 1olunteer on forlorn
hopes, and step out from the ranhs to head the
storm! TLoid bless 3oul have you not stu-
died symypathy and Cespat de corpe s An army
fifty thousand strong consists, we shall sup-
pose, in cqual portions of saints and <inners,
and samts and sinners are all Inghsh, Insh,
Scottish  What wonder, then, that they drive
all resistance to the devil, and go on from vic-
tory to victory, heepmg all the cathedrals and
churches 1n England hard at work with all therr
organs, from Christmas to Christmas, blowing
Te Derm?  You must not be permitted too
curiously to analyze the composition of the
Briish army or the Briish navy. Look at
them, think of them as Wholes, with Nelson or
Wellington the head, and m one slump pray
God to bless the defenders of the throne, the
hearth, and the altar

The baggage-w agons halt and some refresh-
ments are sent for to the women and children
Ay, creatures not far advanced in their teens
ate theie—a vear ot two ago, at scheol or ser-
vice, happy s the day was long, now mothers,
with babies at thewr breasts—happy still per-
haps, butthat pretty facess wofully wan—that
hair did not usc to be so dishevelled—and bony,
and clammy, and blue-i emned 1s the hand that
lay so white, and wam, and smooth, 1n the
grasp of the seducer Yet she thinks she 1s
his wife, and, m tiuth, there 1s a ring on her
marriage-finger But, should the regiment
embark, so many women, and no more, are
sufiered to go with a company, and, should
one of the lots not fall on her, she may take
of her husbhand an eveilasting farcwell,

The Highfher Coach! canying six m, and
twely e outsides—drn er and guard excluded—
rate of motion cleven miles an hour, wath stop-
pages "Why, n the name of Heaven, are all
people now-a-days in such haste and hurry ?
Is 1t absolutely necessary that one and all of
this dozen and a half Piotestants and Catholics
—alke analous for emancipation—should be
at a particular place, at one parlicular moment
of time out of the twenty-four hours given to
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and once Orderly to Garth himself—brings out
her ain bottle from the spence—ahollow sgnare,
and green as emerald  Bless the gurgle ofits
honest mouth! "With prim lips mune hostess
¥isses the glass, previously letng fall a not
inelegant curtsey—for she had, we now learned,
‘been a lady’s maid 1n her jouth to one who 1s
indeed a lady, all the time her lover was abroad
in the army, in Egypt, Ireland, and the West
Indies, and Malta, and Guernsey, Sicily, Por-
tugal, Holland, and, we think she said, Corfu
One of the children has been sent to the field,
where her husband 1s sowing barley, to tell
him that there is fear lest dinner cool, and the
nustress now draws herself up 1 pride of his
noble appearance, as the stately Highlander
salutes us with the respectful but bold ar of
one who has seen some service at home and
abroad Never knew we a man male other
than a good bow,who had partalen freely mn a
charge of bayonets
Shenstone’s lines about alwazt meeting the
warmest welcome m an 1nn, are very natural
and tender—as most of his compositions are,
when he was at all in earnest. For our own
part, we cannot complain of ever meeting any
other welcome than a v arm one, go where we
may, for we are not obtrusive, and vwhere we
are not either hiked, or loved, or esteemed, or
admired, (that last 1s a strong word, yet we all
have our admirers,) we are exceeding chary
of the hght of our countenance But at an
inn, the only kind of welcome that 1s mdis-
pensable, 1s a civil one  When that 1s not
forthcoming, we shalke the dust, or the dirt,
off our feet, and pursue our journey, well as-
sured that a few milestones will bring us to a
humaner roof Incivility and surhiness have
occasionally given us opportumties of behold-
ing rare celestial phenomena—meteors—fall-
1ng and shooling stars—the Aurora Boreals,
mn her shifting splendonrs—-haloes round the
moon, varously bright as the raimnbow—~—clec-
trical arches forming themselves on the sky n
a manner so wondrously beautiful, that we
should be sorry to hear them accounted for by
philosophers—one half of the horizon blue, and
without a cloud, and the other driving tempes-
tuounsly like the sea-foam, with way esmountain-
gh—and divinest show of all for a solitary
mght-wandering man, who has any thing of a
soul at all, far and wide, and high up 1nto the
gracious heavens, Planets and Stars all burn-
ing as 1f their urns were newly fed with
hght, not twinkhing as they do 1n a dewy ora
vapoury mght, although then, too, are the
sofiened or veiled lumnaries beautifal—hut
large, full, and free over the whole firmament
—a galaxy of shimng and unanswerable argu-
ments 1n proof of the Immortahty of the Soul
The whole world 1s improving, nor can there
be a pleasanter proof of that than this “very
wayside inn—j cleped the SuzoTaTroy  What
a miserable pot-house 1t was long ago, with a
rusty-hinged door, that would nerther open nor
shut—neither let 1ou out nor in—immovable
and intractable to foot or hand—or all at once,
when jou least expected 1t to y1eld, slamming
to with a bang, a constant puddle 1n front
during rainy weather, and heaped up dust in
dry—roof partly thatched, partly slated, partly
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tiled, and partly open to the elements, with its
naked rafters, Broken windows repaired with
an old petticoat, or 2 still older pair of breeches,
and walls that had always been plastered and
better plastered and worse plastered, in frosty
weather—all labour i vaw, as crumbling
patches told, and vanegated streaks, and stains
of dismal ochre, meanest of all colours, and
shil symptomatic of want, mismanagement,
bankruaptcy, and perpetual flitings from a tene-
ment that was never known to have paid any
rent. Then what a pawr of drunkards were
old Saunders and hi> spouse! Yetnever once
were they seen drunk on a Sabbath, or a fast-
day—regular kirk-goers, and aftentive observ-
ers of ordinances They had not very many
children, yet, pass the door when you might,
you were sure to hear a squall or a shriek, or
the ban of the mother, or the smacking of the
palm of the hand on the part of the enemy
easiest of access, or jou saw one of the
ragged fiends pursued by a parent round the
corner, and brought back by the hair of the
head till 1ts eyes were like those of a Chinese
Now, vhat decency —what neatness—what
order—in this household—this private public!
mto which customers step like neighbours on
a visi, and are served with a heartiness and
good-w1ll that deserve the name of hospitality,
for they are gratuitous, and can only be repaid
m hind A himited prospect does that latticed-
window command—and the small panes cut
objects into too many parts—little more than
the breadth of the turnpihe road, and a hun-
dred yards of the same, to the north and to the
south, with a few budding hedgerows, haif a
dozen trees,and some green braes Yetcould
we sit and moralize, and intellectualize, for
hours at this window, nor hear the striking
clock

There trips by a blooming maiden of middle
degree all alone—the more’s the pity—yet per-
fectly happy in her own society, and one we
venture to say v ho never recerved a love-let-
ter, valentines excepted, in all her mnnocent
days A fat man sitting by himeelf in a gig!
somewhat red 1n the face, as 1if he had diped
early, and not so sure of the road as his horse,
who has drunk nothing but a single pailful of
water, and 15 anxious to get to town that he
may be rubbed down, and see oats once more
Scamper away, je joyous schoolboys, and, for
your sake, may that cloud breathe forth rain
and breeze, before you reach the burn, which
you seem to fear may run dry before you can
see the Pool where the two-pounders lie  Me-
thinks we know that old woman, and of the
first novel we write she shall be the herome
Ha! a brilhant hevy of mounted maidens, in
nding-habits, and Spanish hats, with “ swaling
feathers”—sisters, 1t 15 easy to see, and daugh-
ters of one whom we either loved, or thought
we loved, but now they say she 1s fatandyul-
gar, 15 the devil’s own scold, and makes her
servants and her husband lead the lves of
slaves All that we can say 1s, thatonce on a
time 1t was foul uns autre chore, for a smaller
foot, and a shmmer ankle, a more delicate
waist, arms more lovely, reposing in their
gracefulness beneath her bosom, tresses of
brighter and more burnished auburn—such

»
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with voiee, harp, and dulcumer, tll the <ars
themselves rejorced'—One morming, Lomea,
who loved the dewy dawn, was met hewildered
m her mnd, and perfectly astiay—with no
symptom of having been suddenly alarmed or
terrified—but with an unrecogmsing  smle,
and cyes scarcely changed i their expression,
although they knew not—but rarcly ——~on whom
they looked. Tt was but 4 fow months ull she
died—and Adelaide was langhing carelesshy
on her sister’s funeral day—and ashed win
mourning shonld be worn at a mainage, and
a plamed hearse sent to take away the bride
TFawrest of God's cieatures?! can 1t be that thou
art sail alne? Not with cherubs smiling
round thy knees—not walling in the fice
realms of earth and heaven with thy husband
—the noble youth, who loved thec from thn
childhood when lnmselt a cluld, but oh! that
such musery ean be beneath the sun~~shut up
1n some narrow cell perhaps—-no one knows
where—whether 1n thus thy nauve lanedom, o
i some foreign land--with those hands mana-
cled—a demon-light 1n eyes once most angch-
cal—and rnging through undistinguishable
days and nmights amaginary shrickings and
yellings 1n thy poor distiacted brain '—Down
went the ship with all her crew i which
Percy sailed \~——the sabre must have been in
the hand of a skilful swordsman that in one
of the Spamsh battles hewed Sholto down,
and the gentle Richard, whose soul—wlhile he
possessed 1t clearly—was for ever among the
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spered boohs,althouzh tonlonghe wasas a star
vanly sought for m a clondy region, yet dul
for a <hort tune starlihe reappear—and on his
death-bed he hoew us, and the other mortal
creatures weepig beade him, and that theie
was One who diedd to wave sinners,

Let us away—let ns away from this over-
powennz place—and mahe our escape from
such unendurable sadness  Is this fit celebra-
tion of merry May-day? TIs tlus the spmit
which we ought to look o1 cr the bosom of the
cath, all teemng with buds and flowers just
as man's heart should be teemmg-—and why
not onrs—with hopes and joys ! Yet heantifnl
as this May-day 1s—and all the country round
which 1t <o tenderly illumines, we came not
hither, a solitary prlgrim from our distant
home, to imdulge ourself n a joy ful happiness
No, huher came we purpostly to mourn
among the seenes which 1 boyhood we sel-
dom beheld through tears.  And therefore
have we chosen the gayest day ot all the jear,
when aif hife 1= rejorcing, {ronn the grasshopper
ameong our feet to the Inck an the clond  Me-
lancholy, and not mirth, doth he hape to find,
who after a life of wandering—and may be not
without sorrow —comes bach to gaze on the
hanhs and bracs whereon, to s ¢yes, once
arew the flowers of Paradise  Flowers of Pa-
radise are yve still—for, praice be to Heaven!
the sen<e of beauty 15 still <trong within 4s—
and methinks we conld feel the beauy of this
scene though our heart were brohun

SACRED

CHAPTER 1

‘Wr have often exposed the narrow ness and
weakness of that dogma, so pertinaciously ad-
hered to by persons of cold hearts and hmtted
understandings, that Religion 15 not a fit theme
for poetical gentus, and that Sacred Poetiy 15
beyond the powers of unmspned man, We
do not know that the grounds on which that
dogma stands have ese1 been formally stated
by any wnter but Samuel Johnson, and there-
fore with all respect, nay, veneration, for his
memory, we shall now shortly examme his
statement, which, though, as we think, alto-
gether unsatisfactory and sophistieal, 1s jeta
splendid specimen of false reasoning, and
therefore worthy of being exposed and ovel-
thrown Dr Johnson was not often utterl
wrong 1 his mature and considerate judg-
ments respecting any subject of paramount
importance to the vutue and happmess of
mankind He was a good and wise being,
but sometimes he did grevously err, and
never more %o than 1 his van endeavour to
exclude from the province of poetry its noblest,
highest, and holiest doman. Shut the gates
of heaven against Poetry, and her flights along

this earth will be feebler and lower—her wings
clogged and heavy by the attraction of matter

—and her voice—hle that of the caged lank,
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so different from 1ts hymming when lost to
sight 1 the shy—will fal to call forth the
deepest responses {rom the sanctuary of our
spint

“Let no pious car be offended,” says John-
son, “1f I advance 1n opposition to many au-
thorthes, that poetical devotion cannot often
pledse The doctrines of relizion may indeed
be defended in a didactic poem, and he who
has the happy power of arguing in verse, wall
not lose 1t because his subject 1s sacred A
poet may describe the beauty and the grandeur
of nature, the flowers of spring and the har-
vests of autumn, the vicissitudes of the tide
and the revolutions of the sky, and praise s
Malker in hnes which no reader shall lay aside
The subject of the disputation 1s not prety, but
the motives to piety, that of the desciiption 1s
not God, but the works of God Contempla-
tri e piety, or the mtercourse between God and
the human soul, eannot be poetical  Man, ad-
mitted to 1implore the merey of us Creator, and
plead the merits of ns Redeemer,1s already mn
a higher state than poetiy can conter

«The essence of poehy 1s invention, such
mvention  as, by producing something un-
expected, surprises and dehights  The topics
of devotion are few, and bemg few are unn er-
sally hnown, but few as they are, they can be
made no more, they can receive ho grace from
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man for motion and for rest? Confident are
we that that obese elderly gentleman beside
the coachman——whose ample rotundity is en-
cased in that antigue and almost obsolete 1n-
vention, a spenser—needed not to have been
so carried 1 a whirlwind to his comfortable
home. Scarcely 1s there time for pity as we
behold an honest man’s wife, pale as putty
in the face at a tremendous swing, or lounge,
or lurch of the Highflier, holding like grim
death (o the balustrades But umbrellas, pa-
rasols, plaids, shawls, bonnets, and great-coats
with as many necks as Hydra—the Pile of Lafe
has disappeared 1n a cloud of dust, and the
fant bugle tells that already 1t has spun and
reeled onwards a mile on 1ts destination
But here comes a vehicle at more rational
pace Mercy on us—a hearse and six horses
retorning lewsurely from a funeral' Not im-
probable that the person who has just quitted
1t, had never, till he was a corpse, got higher
than a single-horse Chay—ryet no fewer than
half-a-dozen hackneys must be hired for his
dust But clear the way'! “Hurra' hurra!
he rides a race, *tis for a thousand pound "’
Another, and another, and another—all woik-
ing away with legs and knees, arm< and shoul-
ders, on cart horses in the Brooze—the Brooze?
The hearse-horses take no sort of notice of the
cavalry of cart and plough, but each in turn
keeps 1ts snorting nostrils deep plunged n the
pail of meal and water—for well may they be
thirsty—the kurhyard being far among the hills,
and the roads not yet civihized “May I ask,
friend,” addressmg ourself to the hearseman,
“whom you have had inside?” ¢“Only Dr.
Sandilands, sir—if you“are gomng my way,
jou may have a lft for a dram" We had
always thought there was a superstition tn
Scotland against marrying 1 the month of
May, but 1t appears that people are wedded
and bedded in that month too—some in warm
sheets—and some 1 cold—cold—cold—drip-
ping damp as the grave
But we must up, and off Not many gentle-
men’s houses in the pansh—that 1s to say, old
family seats, for of modern villas, or boxes,
inhabited by persons imagiming themselves
gentlemen, and, for any thing we know to the
contrary, not wholly deceived i that belief,
there 1s rather too great an abundance Tour
famly seats, however, there certamnly are, of
sufficient antiquity to please a lover of the
olden time, and of those four, the one which
we wused to love best to look at was—Tne
Marve  No need to describe 1t in many words
A Haill on a river side, embosomed 1n woods
—holms and meadows winding away 1n front,
with their low thick hedgerows and stately
single trees—on—on—on—-as far as the eye
can reach, a crowd of grove-tops—elms chiefly,
or beeches—and a beautiful bonndary of blue
hills ¢ Good-day, Sergeant Stewart! farewell,
Ma’am—farewel"”” And 1n half an hour we
are siting 1n the moss-house at the edge of the
outer garden, and gazing up at the many win-
dowed gray walls of the Marns, and ifs high
steep-ridged roof, discoloured by the weather-
stams of centuries “The taxes on such a
house,” quod Sergeant Stewart, # are of them-
selves enough to ruin a man of moderate for-
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tune—so the Mains, sir, has been uninhabited
for a good many jears” But he had been
speaking to one who knew far more about the
Mains than he could do—and who was not
sorry that the Old Place was allowed to stand,
undisturbed by any rich upstart, in the vene-
rable silence of 1ts own decay And thisis
the moss-house that we helped to buld with
our own hands—at least to hang the lichen
tapestry, and stud the cornice with shells' We
were one of the paviers of that pebbled floor
—and that bright scintillating piece of spar,
the centre of the circle, came all the way from
Derbyshire 1n the knapsack of a geologist,
who died a Professor It 1s strange the roof
has not fallen 1n long ago, but what a shght
higature will often hold together a heap of runs
from tumbhing mnto nothing' The old moss-
house, though somewhat decrepit, 15 alive,
and, 1if these swallows don’t take care, they
will be stunnimg themselves against our face,
jerking out and 1n, through door and window,
twenty times m a minute Yet with all that
twittering of swallons—and with all that fre-
quent crowing of a cock—and all that cawing
of rooks—and coomg of doves—and lowing
of cattle along the holms—and bleating of
lambs along the braes—it 1s nevertheless a
pensive place; and here sit we hke a hermat,
wor'd-sick, and to be revived only by hear-
kening 1n the sohtude to the voices of other
years

What more mournful thought than that of a
Decayed Famly—a high-born race gradually
worn out, and finally ceasing to be' The re-
mote ancestors of this House were famous
men of war—then some no less famous states-
men--then poets and historians—then minds
still of fine, but of less energetic mould—and
last of all, the mystery of madness breaking
suddenly forth from spirits that seemed to have
been especially formed for profoundest peace.
There were three sons and two daughters, un-
degenerate from the ancrent stateliness of the
race—the oldest on hs approach to manhood
erect as the young cedar, that seems conscious
of being destined one day to be the tallest tree
m the woods The twin-<isters were ladies
mdeed ! Lovely as often are the low-born, no
maiden ever stepped from her native cottage-
door, even 1n a poet’s dream, with such an air
as that with which those farr beings v alked
along therr saloons and lawns  Their beauty
no one could at all describe—and no one be-
held 1t who did not say that 1t transcended all
that :magination had been able to picture of
angehc and divine As the sisters were, so
were the brothers—distinguished above all
their mates conspicuously, and beyond all
posssbihity of mistake; so that strangers could
single them out at once as the heirs of beauty,
that, according to ventable pretures and true
traditions, had been an unalienable gift from
nature to that famly ever since 1t bore the
name For the last three generations none
of that house had ever reached even the meri-
dian of life—and those of whom we now speak
had from childhood been orphans Yet how
joyous and free were they one and all, and
how often from this cell did ¢vening hear their
holy harmonies, as the Five umted together
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novelty of sentiment, and very little from no-
velty of expression Poetry pleases by ex-
hibiing an 1dea more grateful m the mind
than things themselves afford  This effect
proceeds from the display of those parts of
nature which attract, and the concealment of
those that repel, the 1magination, but religion
must be shown as 1t 1s, suppression and addi-
tiom equally corrupt at, and such asitis, itis
kunownalreadv  From poetry the reader justly
expects, and from good paelry always obtains,
the enlargement of his comprehension and the
elevauon of s fancy , but this 1s rarely 1o be
hoped by Christians from metrical devotion
Whatever 15 great, desirable, or tremendous,
1s comprised tn the name of the Supreme Be-
mz Ommipotence cannot bhe exalted, Infi-
pity cannot be amphified, Perfection cannot be
improved
“The employments of prous medutation are
Jath, thanl emeing, repentance, and suppleation
Faith, v anably uniform, cannot be invested
by fancy with decorations  ‘Thanksgning,
though the, mos~t joyful of all holy efiuvions,
yet addressed to a Being without passions, is
confined to a few modes, and 15 to be felt
rather than expressed  Repentance, trembling
1 the presence of the Judge, 1s not at leisure
for cadences and emthets Suppheation to
man may diffuse itself through many topies
of persuasion, but supplication to God can
only cry for mercy
“Of sentunents purely rehigious, 1t will be
found that tht most simple expression 1s the
most sublime  Poetry loses its lustre and 1ts
pover, because 1t 15 applied to the decoration
of something more excellent than tself Al
that prous verse ¢an do 1s to help the memory
and dehght the ear, and for these purposes 1t
may be very useful, but 1t supplies nothing to
the mind The ideas of Chnsuan Theolomy
are too simple for eloquence, too sacred for
fiction, and too majestic for orntment, to re-
commend them by tropes and figures, 15 to
magm{y by a concave mirror the sidereal he-
msphere
Here Dr Johnson confesses that sacred sub-
jects are not unfit—that they are fit—for di-
dactic and descriptive poetry  Now, thiggys a
very wide and comprehenstve admission, and
being a right, and natural, and just admission,
1t einnot but strthe the thoughtful reader at
once as destractive of the great dogma by
which Sacred Poetry 15 condemned  The doe-
trines of Religion may be defended, he allows,
i a didactic poem—and, pray, how can they
be defended unless they are also expounded?
And how can they be expounded without being
steeped, as 1t were, in religious feching? Let
such a poem be as didactic as can possibly be
mmagined, still 1t must be pervaded by the very
spinit of relymon—and that spirit, breathing
throughout the whole, must also be frequently
expressed, vivadly, and passionately, and pro-
foundly, 1 particular passages, and if so,
must it not be, 1n the strictest seiise, a Sacred
poem?
“But,” says Dr Johnson, “the subject of
the disputation 1s not piety, but the motives to
plety” Why introduce the word ¢ disputa-

tion,” as 1f it characterized justly and entirely
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all didactic peetry ? And who ever heard of
an essenttal distinciion 'between prety, and
motnes to prety 7 Mr James Montgomersy, in
a very excellent Issay prefixed to that most
nteresting collection, “The Christian Poet,”
well observes, that “motives to piety must be
of the nature of prety, otherwise they could
never cite to it—the precepts and sanctions
of the Gospel might as well be dened to be
any part of the Gospel” And for our own
parts, we scarcely know what piety 1s, sepa-
rated from its motives—or how, so separated,
1t could be expressed 1 words at all

Wih regard, agamn, to descriptive poetry,
the argument, 1f argument 1t ma) be called, x
still more lame and mmpotent  “ A poet,” 1t1s
said  “may describe the beauty and the gran-
deur of nature, the flowers of the spring and
the harvests of autumn, the vicissitudes of the
tide and the revolutions of the sky, and praise
his Maker 1n hines which no reader shall lay
asade”  Most true he may 5 but then we are
told, “the subject of the deseription 15 not God,
but the worhs of God"” Alas! what trifling
—what miserable trfling 1s this* In the works
of God, God 1s felt to be by us his creatures,
whom he has spirtually endowed We can-
not look on them, even 1n our least elevated
moods, without some shadow of love or ane,
1 our most elet ated moods, we gaze on them
with religion By the very constitution of our
intelhgence, the effects <peak of the cause
‘We are led by nature up to nature’s God The
Bible 1s not the only retelaton—there 15 an-
other—dimmer but not less divine—for surely
the works are as the words of God No great
poet, 1n describing the glories and beautses of
the external world, 1s forgeiful of the existence
and attnbutes of the Most High  That thought,
and that feehng, anmmate all us struns, and
though he dare not to describe Him the Ineffa-
ble, he cannot prevent his poetry from being
beantifully coloured by deivotien, tinged by
piety—in 1ts essence 1t 1s rehigions

It appears, then, that the qualifications or
restrictions with which Dr Johnson 1s willing
to allow that there may be didactic and de-
scriptive sacred poetry, are wholly unmean-
mg, and made to depend on distinctions which
have no existence

Of narratinve poetry of a sacred hind, Mr
Montgomery well remarhs, Johnson makes no
mention, except 1t be imphicated w1th the state-
ment, that “the 1deas of Chrisuan Theology
are too sacred for fiction—a sentiment more
just than the admirers of Milton and Klop-
stock are willing to admit, without almost ple-
nary indulgence n fasour of these great, but
not mnfallible authorities”  Ilere Mr Aontgo-
mery expresses humself very cautiously-—per-
haps rather too much so—for he leaves us
the dark about his own belief But this we do
not hesnate to say, that though there 1s great
danger of wrong being done to the ideas of
Christian theology by poetrv—a wrong which
must be most painful to the whole inner being
of a Christian, yet that there seems no neces-
sity of such a wrong, and that a great poet,
guarded by awe, and fear,and love, may move
his wings unblamed, and to the glory of God,
even amongst the most awful sanctities of his
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“Suppheation to man may diffuse steelf
thiough many topies of persuasion, but sup-
pheauon to God can only ery for mercy.”
Aund i that ery we say that there may be
poetry 3 for the God of Mevey suffers tus erea-
tures to apptoach fus threne m supphication,
with words which they have learned wher
suppheating one another, and the feehing of
bemg forgnen, which we are graciousdy per-
mitted to believe may fullow supplicatson,
and spring fiom 1t, may vent el 10 many
vanons and most aflecting forns of <peech
Men wall cupplicate God m many other words
beades those of doubt and of despair, hope
will nungle with prayer, and hopt, as it glow
and bmns, and expands, will speak m poairy
—-else poetry there 1s none procecding from
any of our most sacted poassions

Dr. Johnson «ays, “Of senuments purely
rehaious, 1t vill be found that the most simple
expression 1s the most <ublupe.  Poetry lose,
1ts Iustee and it1s power, becanse 1t 18 apphed
to the decoration of <omething more ¢xcelient
than ttself” Here he had 1 s mund the
most false notions of poetrs, which he had
ciidently imagmed to be an art desprsing sume
pheity—uwhiereas sunphicity s afs very soul
Simple expression, he truly <avs, 15 m rchmoen
most sublime—and why should not poetry be
stumple s expression? Is 1t not alwiys <o
—whien the mood of mind 1t expresses 15 sin-
ple, concise, and stiong, and collected nto o1 ¢
great emotion? But he uses—as we see—tne
terms “lustre™ and “decoration”—as 1f poetry
necessarily, by its very nature, was always
ambittous and ornate, whereas we all know,
that 1t 15 often 1n all 1ts glory direct and simple
as the language of very childhood, and for that
reason subline.

With such false notions of poetry, 1t 1s not
to be wondered at that Dr. Johnson, enlight-
ened man as he was, should have concluded
his argument with this absurdity—* The 1deas
of Christian theology are too simple for elo-
quence, loa sacred for fiction, and too majestic
for omament; to recommend them by tropes
and figures, 1s to magnify by a concave mirror
the sidereal hemisphere” No Simple as
they arc—on them have been bestowed, and by
them awakened, the lghest stramms of c¢lo-

quence—and here we hail the shade of Jeremy
Taylor alone—one of the highest that ever
soared from earth to heaven, sacred as they
are, they have not been desecrated by the fic-
tions—so to call them~—of John Milton, ma-
jestic as are the heavens, their majesty has
not been lowered by the ornaments that the
rich gemus of the old Dnghish divines has so
profusely hung around them, hke dewdrops
ghstening on the fruitage of the Tree of Iafe
Thiopes and figures are nowhere more nu-
merous and 1efulgent than in the Scuptures
themeelves, from Isaiah to St Jolinj and, mag-
nificent as are the “<idercal heavens” when
the eye looks aloft, they are not to our eyes
less so, nor less lovely, when reflected 1n the
bosom of a sull lake or the slumbering ocean
This statement of facts destroys at once all
_Dr Johneon’s splendid sophistry—splendid at

§i \t c1ght~—but on closer inspection a mere

nas¢, mist, or smohe, 1llumimated by an artifi-

‘
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cial lustre. ITow far more truly, and how far
more sublimely, does Milton, * thet mishty oep
of song epeale of s ovn divine @ fieathe
2t of Poetry ! “Thewe olalies are the gne
spired gift of God, rarely bestov o d, and are of
pov 1 to mbreod and chersh inoa great people
the seeds of yirtue and public sy, tosliny
the perturbation of the mind, and et the aflee-
tions to 4 right tune, to celebrte n glorious
and Jofty hymns the throne and equipage of
God's Alimghunc <, aml what he «uflors 1o be
wrought wuh ligh provedencs in his Ghureh,
to sing victorious azonis of Martyrs and
Sants, the derde and timmphs of jtist and
prens natons, downg vahantdy thronsh fasth
aganst the enemues of Chinst, to deplore the
general relapse of Jangdoms and <ates from
virtae and God’s true vorslup  Lastly, what
scrveran rolizion 1s holy and <oblune, and 1n
wrtue mable or grave, vhatsorier hath
passion, or admiration m all the changes of
that which 15 ealled fortune irom wuhoot, or
the wily <nbiletics and reflexions of men's
thought~ from witinn, i theee things, v itha
sohid and treatible <moothness, to point out
and deseribe—Teachung over the whole book
of morality and virtue, throuch all instances
of example, with cuch dehieht to those, expe.
cialfy of soft and dehicious temper, who wiil
not 0 much as look upon Truth hervelf unless
they see her elegantdy dressed, that, whereas
the paths of honesty and good hfe that appear
now rugeed and diffieudt, appear fo all men
sy and pleasant, though they were rugzged
and dificult indeed ™

It 1s not casy to believe that no great broad
hehts have been thrown on the mysteries of
men’s minds smce the days of the great pocts,
moralists, and metaphyvsaicians of the ancient
world  We seum to feel more profoundly than
they—to <ce, as 1t were into a new world
The things of that world are of such surpass-
ing worth, that i certain awe-struct moods
we regard them as almost obove the province
of Poetry  Since the revelation of Chris-
tiamity, all moral thonsht has been sancufied
by Rehgion Rehzion has aiven it a purity, 2
solemunity, a sublimity, wineh, even among the
noblest of the heathen, we shall look for
vamr  ‘The hnowledge that <hene but by fits
and dimly on the eyes of Socrates and Plato,
“that rolled m vain to find the hght,'” has de-
scended over many lands into “ the huts where
poor men he"—and thoughts are famihar there,
heneath the low and smoky roofs, lmgher far
than ever flowed from the hps of Grecan sage
meditaing among the magnificence of his pil-
lared temples  The whole condition and cha-
racter of the Human Bewmng, in Chnsthan
countries, has been raised up to a lofuer ele-
vation, and he may be looked at in the face
without a sense of degradahon, even when he
wears the aspect of poverty and distress
Sice that Rehgien was given us, and not
before, has been felt the meamng of that sub-
lime expression—The Brotherhood of Man

Yet 1t 13 just as true, that there 1s as much
miservy and suffering in Christendom—nay,
far more of them all—than troubled and tore
men’s hearts during the reign of all those su-
perstitions and 1dolatries  But with what dif+
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«Whatever 1s great, desirable, or tremen-
dous, 1s compnsed 1n the name of the Supreme
Bemng Ommipotence cannot be exalted—In-
finity cannot be amphfied-<Perfection cannot
be improved ”  Should not this go to prohibt
all speech—all discourse—-all sermons con-
cerming the divine attnbutes? Immersed as
they are 10 matter, our souls wax dull, and the
attnbutes of the Deity are but a> mere names
Those attrihutes cannot, mdeed, be exalted by
poetry  “The perfection of God cannot be
mproved”—nor was ity orthy of so wise a
man so to speak, but while the Creator alndeth
mn his own incomprehensible Bemng, the crea-
ture, 100 wilhng to erawl blind and hoodw snhed
along the earth, I'he a worm, may be raised by
the voice of the charmer, “some sweet singer
of Israel,” from his shimy trach, and suddenly
be made to soar on wings up nto the ether.,

Would Dr Johnson have declared the use-
lessness of Natural Theology? On the same
ground he must hat e done so, to preseri e con-
sistency 1 his doctnine . Do we, by explonng
wisdom, and power, and goodness, n all am-
mate and mammate cteation, exalt Ommpo-
tence, amphfy mfinity, or improve perfection?
We become ourselves exalted by such divine
contemplations—by hnowing the structure of
a rose-leaf or of an inscet’s wing  We arere-
minded of what, alas! we too often forget, and
exclaim, “Our Tather which art mn Heaiven,
hallowed be thy name!  And while science
explores, may not poetry celebrate the glories
and the mercies of our God?

The argument agamst which ve contend
gets weaher and weaher as it proceeds—the
gross micconception of the nature of poeetry on
which 1t 1s founded becomes more and more
gianing—the paradoxes, dealt out as confidently
as if they were self-evident truths, more and
more repulsive alike to our feelings and our
understandings. “The employments of pious
meditation are faith, thanksgiving, repentance,
and supphication  Faith, invarably uniform,
cannot be invested by faney with decorations
Thanksgiving, though the most joyful of all
holy cffusions, jet addressed to a Being supe-
Ti0T t0 US, 15 confined to a few modes, and 1s
1o be felt rather than expressed  Repentance,

trembling 1 the presence of the Judge, 1s not
at lewsure for cadences and epithets  Supplh-
cation to men may diffuse uself through many
topics of persuaston, but supphcation to God
can only cry for mercy ” What a vain attempt
authortatively to 1mpose upon the common
sense of mankind' Taith 15 not invariably
umform To preserie it unwavenng—une-
quaking—to save.t from Ihngering or from
sudden death—is the most difficult service to
which the frail spirit—frail evenin its greafest
strength—s called every day-—every hour—
of this troubled, perpleung, agitating, and
often ‘most unintelhgible hfe'! “Liberty of
will,” says Jeremy Taylor, ¢1s ke the motion
of a magnetic needle towards the north, full of
trembhing and uncertainty ull 1t be fixed n the
beloved pomt 1t-wavers as long as 1t 1s free,
and 15 at rest when 1t can chooseno more It

15 humibity and truth to allow to man this

liberty , and, therefore, for this we may lay our

faces 1n the dust, andzconfess that our digmity
4
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and excellence suppose musery, and are im-
perfection, but the instrument and capacity of
all duty and all virtue” Happy he whose
futh 1< finally #“fixed in the beloved pomnt'”
But even of that fauth, what hinders the poet
whom 1t has blessed to sing? While, of 1ts
tremblings, and veerings, and vanations, why
may not the poet, whose faith has expericneed,
and stull may expenence them all, breathe
many a melancholy and mournful lay, as-
suaged, ere the close, by the descent of peace?

Thanksgiving, 1t 1s here admitted, 15 the
“most joyful of all holy effusions,” and the
admission 1s sufficient to prove that it cannot
be “confined to a few modes” “Out of the
fulness of the lieart the tongue speaketh,” and
though at times the heart wiil be too full for
specch, yet as often even the coldest hipsprove
eloquent m gratitude—j ea, the very dumb do
speak—nor, 1n excess of joy, hnow the miracle
that has been wrought upon them by the pouwer
of their own mysterious and high enthusiasm.

That “ repentance, trembling 1n the presence
of the Judge, should not be at lersure for ca-
dences and epithets,” 15 m one respect true,
but nobody supposes that during such mo-
ments—or hours—poetry 1s composed, and
surcly when they have passed away, which
they must do, and the mmnd 1s left free to me-
ditate vpon them, and to recall them as sha-
dows of the past, there 1s nothing to prevent
them from being steadily and calmly contem-
plated, and depictured 1 somewhat softened
and altogether endurable hght, so as tobecome
proper subjects evcn of poetry—that 1s, proper
subjects of such eapression as human nature
1s prompled to clathe with all its emotions, as
soon as they have subsided, afier a swellora
storm, 1nto a calm, either placid altogether, or
still bearing traces of the agiation that has
ceased, and have left the whole being seli-
possessed, and both capable and desirous of
indulging stself 1n an after-emotion at once
melanchely and sublime. Then, repentance
will not only be #at leisure for cadences and
epithets,” but cadences and epithets will of
themselves move harmomous numbers, and
gnve barth, 1f genius as well as piety be there,
to rehigious poetry  Cadences and epithets are
mdeed often sought for with care, and pamns,
and wgenwty, but thev often come forth un-
sought, and never more certainly and more
eastly than when the mind recoversitself from
some oppressive mood, and, along with a cer-
tain sublime sadness, 15 restored to the fuil
possession of powers that had for a short
severe season been overwhelmed, but afier-
wards look back, in very mspiration, on the
fechings that during their height were nearly
unendurable, and then unfit for any outward
and palpable form The crunmmnal trembling
at the bar of an earthly tribunal, and with re-
morse and ¢repentance recewving his doom,
maght, 1n hike manner, be wholly unable to set
his emotions to the measures of speech, but
when recovered from the shock by pardon, or
reprieve, or submission, 1s there any reason
why he should not calmly recall the miseries
and the prostation of spint attendant on that
hour, and give them touching and pathetic ex-
pression

Q2
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awful sanctities before shich aueel vl therr
faces with therr wings, bat ynnemp m, with
red shppers and flowerd dressing pov peo—
swouldsbe  fachionablie, wuth etovw-quidls
hands hke those of muhner-, aml nng  on
their fingercmenfterwards extendmy then nofe
mto Siered Poeme for the wee of the publice—
penny phner | repornng the judement . of Pro-
videnee as they would the proccedings g
police court,

sy

CHAPIER U

Tar disunctne character of poctry, it ho
been saud, and ercducd almost amiter allv, 1
to plaaer That thes who s o st d the e
of thourht and pa~vion chonld have suth rod
themselves to be deluded W an unmeaning
word 1s mornfying caough, butit tsnor than
mortfy ing—it perpleser and confound —o
think that poets themselier and poris oo of
the highest order, have deelared the ~ une de-
gradmg belf of what 14 the scope nnd tevden
€3, the end and um of then own divine e
forsooth to ple <ot Pleasure 11 no wore the
end of poetry than it 3 the end of hnnwled,e,
or of wirtue, or of relimon, or of thix world
The end of poetry 10 pleasure, delight, msouc-
nion, expansion, elesaven honour, plory, hop.
pmmess hiere and heteafier, ot s nothing I
the end of Paradine Lot to plevee? s the
end of Dante’s Divine Comerdy to pleace 7 1«
the end of the Psalms of Davad to preneer Or
of the songs of lsmiah T Yet 111y prohable that
poctry has often been wnjured or vitted b
having been written i the sprrat of this ereed
It relieved poets from the burden of thesr duly
—from the responcbility of thar endowments
—from the conscience that v 1 genms, We
suspect that this doctrine has borne erpeeilly
hardon all sacred puetry, disinelincd pocts todes
vonng their gemus toit—nd consrgued,if notto
obhtion, to neglect, much of whatwgreatin thay
magnificent v ath Torif themaster~of the Holy
Harp are to strike 1t but 1o pleose—af their high
mspirations are to be deadendd and diagedd
down by the prevalent pov er of sueh a mean
andunworthy aim—they wiliewtherbe contented
toanaken afew touching tunes of ¢ those <truns
thatonce did swcetan Zion ghde"—uowilhnzto
prolong and deepen them snto the diapason of
praise—or they will deposit their Iy re within the
gloom of the sanctaary, and leav ¢ unawahened
“the soul of music sleeping on 1t strangs”

All arguments, or rather objections to<acted
poetry, dissolve as you mternally look at them,
hiké unabiding mst-shapes, or vather lihe nna-
gmed mirage where no mirage 15, but the mind
itself makes ocular decceptions for ats own
amusement By sacred poetry,1s mostly meant
Scriptural, but there are, and always have
been conceited and callous enties, who would
exclude all religious feelings from poetry, and
mdeed from prose too, compendionsly calling
them all cant Had such criticasters been
Tight, all great nations would not have so
gloned in their great bards ~ Poetry,it 1= clear,
embraces all we can expenience, and eivery
high, 1mpassioned, 1maginative, ntellectual,
and moral state of bemng becomes rehgous
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before gt pasees av s, prsuled 3t Le Jf free
to teel the empyre i, snd net odvtriet To e
thebe by som seoope slatery ol tandian,
vintchdetroy o the desiee of vegrat by the came
wesorable T that paby the paer, ard re.
Penueale the todery to the doom ot the dosy
Pl e atster of by thet pesetey in trives
do thus lend, of thear v ares rd, fos i1y e
bimons deaatnn, adl lorh jaetey e 1 3 pea
toury #nd vt for st v haede Yanpaiar 5
brosthiry of s hft “atace the veonle snastr
uf thiee dun cpot N hich nien eat e th, el
the forlmr , umpraec, et | e pirstons,
abhieatiane, Jates, privdegry, whieh 8 vna-
dowe forth or ambsdie | esurtegan s thom an
olvmn hwle op Steg ive hiahy, one 2, die
et or gntieet) , mamfetdy aroseereth,
allted wath the vennr of 4} Cumraoriiy of the
canl, wnd the bl of o futare stse o pev ord
rud retnbuton Paqeonnd it corse prd
tha Whiel o ayperty s aliosthe oy hare
up I hap

Anotye the prect Ly gr ports Vent novth
tothe one whove pietey gs 1ru the et x.
plieable—arith 2 vor roveronee for fs teense.
ertident g, v o ao nnd feir o then oot
At the most ceppme ehares e the ePr e
of 1 ulnner Droratbe et ne of the Lyeread
Bailad~ to the fot o the ‘Tararaen’ — 119
mvovedhy ppe vt of thouele snd feiline
fmbracirs by expertene s of bumne bife ot
e modaadine on the motel povernerent of
thix v orld The huran heort—the human
rund~—the human soul—=io vee e oy n fine
worde—: ¢ the haunt ad mam regien < as
senge’ Taere are few, perbaps rene of onr
affectiont—nsny thal terman s Jargest sonse
—achich e not been eahor shehdy touehad
avon, or fully treated, by Wordsworth. fnhis
poetny, theretore, wo benold anoamrece of what,
to his eve, appears ta brhuman hfe, Isthere,
or 1~ there not, some grear and Iamentable de.
foet m that image marnng both the trnth and
Peaunty of therepresenttion? W e thinh there
1e—1nd that 1t et 1n s Religion

In none of Wordsworth™ poctey, previons to
his “Lccursion” o~ ke any alluvon mide,
acept of the mosr trnd and rousieant kand,
o Revarled Rebizion He cettiunty einnot be
callud o Chnsuan pect The hopes that he
bevond the grase—and the many holy and
awful feehinzs it which on earth these hopes
are enshrined and fud, are rareh of ever part
of the character of any of the persons—male
or fumale—old or younc—broucht before us
i his beauniful Pastorils  Yet all the most
mteresting ond affecting ongoings of this hie
are exquately debneated—and mnumerble
of course are the oceastons on which, had the
thoughts and feehngs of revealed rehigion been
i Wordsworth™ heart during the hours of -
spiration—and he oflten has wntten hke a
man insprred—they must have found expres-
sion 1n g strams, and the personages, hum-
ble or ngh, that figure 1n s representauons,
would hav e been,in their Joy s or their sorrows,
their temptations and their trials, Chirstians
But most assnredhy this 1s not the case, the
rehigion of this great Poet—in all hus poetn
pubhished pres1ous to the “ Excursion”-1s but

the “Rehgion of the Woods ™
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ferent feelings 15 1t 2il thought of—spoken of—
looked at— alleviated —repented—expiated—
atoned for—now? In the olden time, such
was the prostration of the “million,” that 1t
was only when seen in hgh places that even
Guilt and Sin were felt to be appaliing ,—~Re-
morse was the privilege of Kings and Princes
—and the Furies shook their scourges but be-
fore the eyes of the high-born, whose crimes
had brought eclipse across the ancestral
glories of some ancient line

But we now know that there 1s but one

ongin from which flow all disastrous 1ssues,
alike to the lang and the beggar It 1s sin
that does “with the lofty equahize the Jow,”
and the same deep-felt commumty of gmlt and
groans which renders Rehigion awful, has
given to poetryn a lower degree something
of the same character—has made 1t far more
profoundly tender, more overpowermgly pa-
thetic, more humane and thoughtful far, more
humble as well as more high, like Ehnstian
Charity more comprehensive, nay, we may
say, hke Chnistian Faith, felt by those to whom
1t 1s given to be from on high, and if not
utterly destroyed, darkened and miserably
weakened by a wicked or vicious hife

‘We may affirm, then, that as human nature
has been so greatly purified and elevated by
the Christian Religion, Poetry, which deals with
human nature 1 all 1ts dearest and most inti-
mate concerns, must have partaken of that
punty and that elevation—and that it may
now be a far holier and more sacred wmspira-
tion, than when it was fabled to be the guft of
Apollo and the Muses 'We may not circum-
scribe 1ts sphere. To what cerulean heights
shall not the wing of Poetry soar? Into what
dungeon-gloom shall she not descend? If such
be her powers and privileges, shall she not be
the servant and minister of Rehigion?

If from moral fictions of life Religion be
altogether excluded, then 1t would indeed be a
waste of words 10 show that they must be
worse than worthless  They must be, not
imperfect merely, but false, and not false
merely, but calummous against human nature
The agonies of passion fling men dovn to the
dust on their knees, or smite them motionless
as stone statues, sitting alone n their darken-~
ed chambers of despair  But sooner or later,
all eyes, all hearts look for comfort to God
The coldest metaphysical analyst could not
avoid that,1n s sage enumeration of “each
particular hair” that 1s twisted and untwisted
by him 1nto a sort of moral tie, and surely the
impassioned and philosophical poet will not,
dare not, for the spint that 1s within him, ex-
clude that from his elegies, his hymns, and his
songs, which, whether mournful or exulting,
are inspired by the hife-long, hfe-deep conyic-
tion, that all the greatness of the present 1s but
for the fature—that the praises of this passing
earth are worthy of his lyre, only because 1t 15
avershadowed by the eternal heavens

But though the total excluston of Religion
from Poetry aspinng to be a picture of the Iife
or soul of man, be manifestly destructive of
its very essence—how, 1t may be ashed, shall
we set bounds to this spint—how shall we
limit st—measure t—and accustom 1t to the
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curb of eritical control? If Relizion be indeed
all-m-all, and there are few who openly deny
it, must v e, nevertheless, deal with 1t only 1n
1llusion—hint 1t as 1f we were half afraid of 1ts
spirit, half ashamed-—and cunningly contrive
to save our credit as Christians, without sub-
jecting ourselves lo the condemnation of
critics, whose scorn, even 1n this enlightened
age, has—the more 1s the pity—even by men
conscious of therr gemus and virtue, been
feared as more fatal than death?

No Jet there be no compromise between
falsc taste and true Religion  Better to be
condemned by all the periodical publications
in Great Britain than jour own conscience
Let the dunce, with diseased spleen, who edits
one obscure Review, revile and rail at jou to
his heart’'s discontent, 1n hollow league with
s black-btled brother, who, sickened by your
success, has long laboured in vain to edit an-
aother, sull more unpublishable—but do you
hold the even tenor of your way, assured that
the beauty which nature, and the Lord of na-
ture, have revealed to your eyes and your
heart, when sown abroad will not be suflered
10 perish, but will have everlasting hfe Your
books—humble and unpretending though they
be—jyet here and there a page, not uninspired
by the spirtt of Truth, and Faith, and Hope,
and Charity—that 15, by Religion—w 1l be held
up before the ingle hight, close to the eyes of
the pious patriarch, sitting with his children’s
children round s hnees—nor will any one
sentiment, chastened by that fire that tempers
the sacred Tinks that bind together the brother-
hood of man, escape the solemn search of a
soul, simple and strong 1n 1ts Bible-taught
wisdom, and happy to feel and own commu-
mon of holy thought with one unknown—
even perhaps by name—who although dead
jer speaketh—and, without supersuition, 1s
numbered among the samts of that lowly
household

He who knows that he writes 1n the fear of
God and 1n the love of man, will not arrest
the thoughts that flow from his pen, because
he linows that they may~—will be—insulted
and profaned by the name of cant, and he
himself held up as a hypocrite In some
hands, ridicule 15 indeed a terrible weapon It
1s terrtble 1n the hands of indignant genius,
branding the andacious forehead of falsehood
or pollutton  But ndicule 11 the hands either
of cold-blooded or mnfuriated Malhce, 1s harm-
less as a hirch-rod 1n the palsied fingers of a
superannuited beldam, who in her blear-eyed
dotage has lost her school The Bird of Para-
dise might float 1in the sunshine unharmed all
1ts beautiful hife long, although all the sports-
men of Cockaigne were to keep firing at the
star-ihe plumage during the Christmas holy-
days of a thousand years

We never are disposed not to enjoy a reli-
grous spirit in metrical composition, but when
mduced to suspect that 1t1s not sincere, and
then we turn away from the hypocrite, just as
we do from a pious pretender in the Intercourse
of ife  Shocking 1t 15 indeed, to see “fools
rush 1n where angels fear to fread ,” nor have
we words fo express our disgust and horror at
the sight of fools, not rushing in among those
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Her temper Tad been finmed, ne }f 1o mike

A Hoinguwly by alding friv e tafe e

Mizht five on exeshon e 6f happdns <o,
Merwetled pattoe t 1aekh gt an hle gids

The hunttde waath (hat patinled Ber Le agoe
Peupal, offcoetlopnte, vt g d wjthed

heenlt fnduntncns Mhvmath prid woutd telt
That e was often seald at Hin Inon
Inentuncr, e the tiov fg sk gbr 9

Snne the dovy prvea—in ety 2 g,
Trothelutstarfadanniet™ "Ih s whspon d
Ateverins, fronl irdthe pardond s

M=t Leve e bras enat wlteh b ooty
After hus dstly s st uniitthe 1} it

Had et and evere Jeafsnd fonerwepe 3 41
Inthe dara firdmre Foghelt dtye bote gpant

Io peser andenmf *05 antypreits o

Woaw thicis beet by 10 30 80 W= Lo Ja beasen ™!

mind—that beine wanting without wiich thei
entive reprosentation 15 vk d,and necereaned
Iy talse 10 nature—to virtue—to reagnaton|
w10 Wife—and to donth, These may seom s trong,
words—but we are ready to defend them in e,
face of all who may venture to smpugn thor!
tath

This utter absence of Revedled Rehoon,!
where it onght to have been allagos-all—for
such trials am real hfe 2t s allan all, or soey
1cgard the existenee of s or sorrow with re-,
pugnance—shochs far deeper fechinge valung
us than those of taste, and throws over the
whole poem to which the tule of Margaret be.d
longs, an unhappy suspreton of hollownessand;  Wenre prepared by th tchoracter, ro amply
msineenty mothat poetieal vdiminn, which atjand beantfully deavn, o pity ber 1o the wi-
the best s a sorry substitute indeed for the y mostdemand that may be made on e pity—
hight thatss from heaven  Ahove all, st fhngs, o judae her lememly, even of an bre de<eruon
asndeed we has e mtmated, an e of sbairding s be finally pive way 1o mordinate rnd ncurs.
over the orthodox Chureh of-Laglindism—for, blr eriel © But v ¢ are not prepaeed o see her
once to guote a not nexpressive barbapxm of - “inking from depth ro depth of despur, 10 2yl
Bentham—uwhich every now and then breahe; ful abandonment o her anemch, sathowt oft-
out enther in passiig compliment—amountin,s, fepevrd and lane-continued passicnate prayers
to but 1 bow—or in ¢loquent laudation, durm;:‘g for aupport or deliseranee from ber trontde, to
which the poet apprars to be prosirate on s i the throne of merey St p is frue that
knees  Me speaks vobly of cwhirdraly, and Lour happiarss aur pratitude o Gad as too eften
munsters, and so forth, reverendhy adormngy 11 more »eliich thin we thind, and th=t 1o oor
the land, but in none—io, not one of the, Miver; it funte ardies &a s itesen with tne
houses of the humble, the hosels of the poor; bt of ga—bat sarel, not all Ife long-—unless
anto which he tahes us—is the religion preached s the heart has been utterly erushed—the bram
i those exthedrals and winsters, and chanted j 1self distorted 3n ws funcuons, by vome ca-

1 prayer to the pealing orzan, represcnted as
the power that i peace supports the roofiree,
Dightens the hearth, and 1< the fanrdian, the
tutelary spirit of the lowly dunelhng  Can ths
be nght? Tmposaible  And when we find the
Christian religion thus excluded from Poetry,
otherwise as pood ns ever was produced by
human genus, what are ve w0 thenl of the
Poet, and of the world of thousht and feeling,
fancy and mnagination, in which he breathey,
nor fears to declare to all men that he believes
humsell 10 be one of the order of the High
Priests of nature?

Shall 1t be saud, n yusufication of the poet,
that he presents 1 very nteresung state of
mind, sometimes found actually exwsting, and
does not pretend to present a model of virtug T
that there are miseries w hich shut some hearts
against rehgion, sensibilities which, being too
severely tried, are disinchined, at least at cer-
1ain stages of therr suffering, to look to that
source for comfort7—that this 1s human nature,
and the description only follow s 1t7—that when
“in peace and comfert” her best hopes were
dirccted to “the God tn heaven,” and that her
habit in that respect was only brohen up by the
stroke of her calamity, causing such a derange-
ment of her mental power 1s should deeply -
terest the sy mpathies —an short, that the poet
1s an arust, and that the privauon of all com-
foit from religion completes the picture of her
desolation

Would that such defence were of aval!
But of whom does the poet so patheucally
speak?

*Of one whose stoch
Qf virtues bloom'd henenth this lowly roof
&he wns o woman of a <tendy wind,
Tender aud deep in her excesr of Imve

Not speaking mitich—ple 1sed ratiier with the joy
O1 her own thouphts By some especial cure
- N

3 iy, under whichk natards <olff pives way,
and falls mto rans ble a rent house when the
last prop s withdrann
B0 tedint v yoars

¥ rom thele et repsritionenine Itng vears

Blie linger'd in unquict v itowhood -

Awife and widew  Nepdxmmt it hive fern

A pure hiearg wasting ®

Tt must indeed, and 1t 15 depicted by a mas-
ter's hand  But ¢ten were it granted that snf-
feriogs, such as hers, might, in the course of
nature, hate extingiushed all heavenly com-
fort—nll reliance on God and her Saviour—the
process and progress of such fatal relingmish-
ment should have been shown, with all its
struggles aud all 1ts agonies, 1if the rehigion of
one so good w1y so unayathing, 1s weakness
<hould have been exhibited and explained, that
we might have hnown assuredly why,n the
multitude of the thoughts swithin her, there v as
no solace for her <orrow, and how unpitying
Heaven let her die of griel

This tale, too, 1+ the very first told by the
Pedlar to the Poet under crrcomstances of
much solemmty, and with aflecung note of
picparation It anises naturally trom the sight
of the rmined cottage near whieh they, by ap-
powntment, have met, the narrator puts s
whole heart into 1t, and the hstener 15 over
come by ats pathos  No remark 15 made on
Margaret's grief, except that

<1 turned astde in wethness nor had power

To thank him for the tale s hilch he hnd tald

1 staaid, and feaning o'er the garden wall

Neview 'd thint woman’s sutforings, and it seem’d
1o comfort me, whife, with a brother's fove,

1 Wesetd ler in the impotence of gricf

‘Then tow ards the cottage T return’d, and traced
Tondiv though wath an interest more mild,

T he secret epint of humanity,

Which, "mid the calim oblivious tendencies

Ot nature—"mld hier plants, and w eed«, and flow €73,
And silent oy ergrow inge, still unrevived




SACRED POETRY.

In the “Excursion,” his religion 1s brought
forward—promnently and conspicuously—in
many elaborate dialogues Letween Priest, Ped-
lar, Poct, and Solitary And a very igh re-
Iigion 1t often 1s, but 15 1t Chrishanity . No
—at 15 not. There are ghmpses given of some
of the Chnistian doctrines, just as 1if the va-
rious philosophical disquisitions, n which the
Poem abounds, would be amperfect without
some allusion to the Christian creed  The imn-
terlocutors—eloguent as they all are—say hut
little on that theme, nor do they show—if we
except the Priest—much interest in it—any
solicitude, they may all, for any thing that
appears to the contrary, be deists

Now, perhaps, 1t may be said that Words-
vorth was delerred from entering on such a
theme by the awe of his spint  But there 1s
no appearance of this having been the case n
any one single passage 1n the whole poem Nor
could 1t have been the case with such a man
—a man privileged, by the power God has be-
stowed upon him, to speak unto all the nations
of the carth, on all themes, however high and
holy, which the children of men can feel and
understand  Chrisuamty, daring almost all
their disquisitions, lay in the way of all the
spealers, as they kept journeying among the
hills

¢ 0On man, on n1ture, nnd on human lfe,
Musing 1 Bolitude '

But they, one and all, erther did not percene
it, or, perceiving it, loohed upon 1t with a cold
and indifferent regard, and passed by into the
poetry breathing from the dewy woods, or
lowering from the cloudy skies Their talks
of “ Palmyra central, 1n the desert,” rather than
of Jerusalem  On the mythology of the Hea-
then much beautiful poetry 1s bestowed, but
none on the theology of the Christian

Yet there 1s no subject too high for Words-
worth’s muse. In the preface to the « Exenr-
sion,” he says daringly—we fear too dar-
mngly,—

“Urama, T shall need
Thy gmidance, or a greater muse if such
Dercend to earth, or dwell in highest heaven?
Ior 1 must trend on shadowy ground must sink
Derp—and 2loft nreending, Breuhc in worlds
To which the heaven of hewvens 1s but n vel,
All strength—nll terror—~single ar 1n hands,
That ever w1s put forth in personal form,
Te hovah w {th s thunder, and the choir
Of shouting angels, ind the empvreal thrones,
1 pas3 them undalarm*d *»?

Has the poet, who beheves himself entitled
to speak thus of the power and province given
to him to put forth and to possess, spoken mn
consonance with such a strain, by avoiding,
in part of the very work to which he so tri-
umphantly appeals, the Christiain Revelation?
Nothing could have reconeiled us to a burst
of such—aundacity—w ¢ use the word consider-
ately—but the exlibition of a spirit divinely
embued with the Chrstian faith  For what
else, we ask, but the traths beheld by the
Chiristian Tauth, can be bey ond those “ person-
al forms,” *beyond Jehos ah,” “the choirs of
shontng angels,” and the © empy real thrones 1"

This omission 15 felt the nore deeply—
the morc sadly—from such ntroduction” as
there 1s of Chrisuamty, for one of the books
of the “Ixcursion” begins with a very long,
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and a very noble enlogy on the Church Esta-
blishment 1m Dngland  How bappened 1t that
he who pronounced such eloguent panegync
—that they who so devoutly inclined therr ear
to imbibe 1it—=<hould have been all contented
with

*That hasis 121, these principles of faith
Announced,”’

and yet throughout the whole course of their
discussions, before and after, have forgotten
apparently that there was either Chrstranity
or a Christian Church 1n the world ?

We do not hesitate to say, that the thought-
ful and sincere student of this great poet’s
works, must regard such omission—such -
consistency or contradiction—with more than
the pamn of regret, for there 1s no rehef
afforded to our defrauded hearts from any
quarter to which we can Jook A pledge has
heen given, that all the powers and privileges
of a Christian poet shail be put forth and ex-
ercised for our behoof—for our dehght and
instruction, all other poetry i1s to sink away
before the heavenly splendour, Urama, ora
greater muse, 1s mnvoked, and after all this
solemn, and more than solemn preparation
made for our 1mtbiation mto the mysteries, we
are put off with a well-menited encormum on
the Church of Dngland, from Bishop to Curate
inclustve, and though we have much fine
poetry, and some high philosophy, 1t would
puzzle the most ingenious to detect much, or
any, Christian rehgion

Should the opinion boldly avowed be chal-
lenged, we shall enter into further exposition
and 1llustration of 1t, meanwhile, we confine
ourselves to some remarks on one of the most
elaborate tales of domestic suffering in the
Excursion In the story of Margaret, contain-
g, we behieve, more than four hundred lines
—a tolerably long poem 1n 1tself—though the
whole and entire state of a poor deserted wife
and mother’s heart, for year after year of
“hope deferred, that malketh the heart sick,’
1s described, or rather dissected, with an almost
cruel anatomy—not one gunvering fibre bemng
left uneaposed—all the fluctuating, and finally
all the constant agitations laid bare and naked
that carried her at last lingeringly to the grave
—there 1s not—except one or two weak hnes,
that scem to have been afterwards purposely
dropped m—one single syllable about Re-
higion  "Was Margaret a Chnstian 1—Let the
answer be yes-—as good a Christian as ever
kneeled i the small mountain chapel, n
whose churehyard her body now waits for the
resurrection  I( she was—then the picture
pamnted of her and her agomies,1s a libel not
only on her character, but on the character of
all other poor Christian women m this Chris-
tian land Placed as she was, for so many
years, mn the clutches of so many passions—
she surely must have turned sometimes—ny,
often, and often, and often, else had she sooner
left the clay—towards her Lord and Savionr
But of such “comfort lrt no man speah,”
seems to have been the principle of Mr Words-
worth, and the consequence 15, that this, per-
haps the most elaborate picture he ever pamted
of any conflict mathin anv one human heart, 1s,
with all ats pathos, repulstve to . ery rehgious
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forming its conceptions of divine things, 1<
prouder of 1ts own power than humbled in the
comparison of 1ts personal nfetiority, and in
enunciating them 1n verse, more rejoices 1n
the consciousness of the poner of its own ge-
nus than i the contemplation of Him from
whom cometh every good and perfect gift—t
has not attamned Plety, and 1ts worship 1s not
an aceeptable service  Tor 1t 1 selfaworship
—worship of the creature’s own conceptions,
and an overweening complacency with its
own greatness, 1n being able to form and so to
express them as to win or command the praise
and adorauon of s fellow mortals  Those
lofty speculations, alternately declained among
the mountains, with an accompanmment of
waterfalls, by men full of fancies and eloguent
of speech, elude the hold of the earnest spint
longing for trath; disappomtment and mmpn-
tience grow on the humblest and most reverent
mind, and escaping from the multtude of vam
words, the neophyte finds 1n one chapter of a
Book forgotten 1n that babblement, a hght to
his way and a support to s steps, which, fol-
lowing and trusting, he hnows will lead lum
to everlasting hife.

Throughout the poem there 1s much talk of
the light of nature, hittle of the hght of reve-
lation, and théy all speak of the theological
doctrines of which our human reason gives us
assurance Such eipressions as these may
easily lead to important error, and do, indeed,
seem often to have been misconceived and
msemploved What thase truths are which
human reason, unassisted, would discover to
us on these subjects, 1t 1s 1mpossible for us to
know, for we have never seen 1t left absolutely
to itself Instruction, more or less,1n wander-
ing tradition, or 1 express, full, and recorded
revelation, has always accompantedt, and we
have never had other experience of the human
mind than as exerting its powers under the
hght of imparted knowledge In these circum-
stances, all that can be properly meant by
those expressions which regard the power of
the human mind to gwide, to enhghten, or to
satisfy itself m such great ingquiries, 1S not
that 1t can be the discoverer of truth, but that,
with the doctrines of truth set before i, 1t 15
able to deduce axguments fiom 1ts own imde-
pendent sources which confirm 1t m then
behef, or that, with truth and error pioposed
to its choice, 1t has means, to a certain extent,
n us own power, of distnguishing one from
the other. Fo1 ourselves, we may understand
easily that 1t would be impossible for us so to
shut out from our minds the knowledge which
has been poured mn upon them from our earliest
years, in order to ascertain what self-left rea-
son could find out Yet this much we are able
to do 1n the speculations of our philosophy
We can inquire, 1 this hght, what are the
grounds of evidence which nature and 1eason
themselves offer for behef in the same tiuths
A hke remark must be eatended to the mo-
rality which we seem now to inculcate from
the authonty of human reason  'We no longer
possess any such independent morality The
spirit of a higher, purer, moral law than man
could discover, has been breathed over the
world, and we have grown up in the ay and

~
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the hight of a system <o congemal to the highest
feehngs of owr human nawre, that the wisest
spirtts amongst us have sometimes  been
tempted to fozget that its origin 1s divine,

Had the Excur<ion been writien in the poet’s
later hife, 1t had not been <o hable to such ob-
jections as thesey for much of lus poetry coms.
posed smee that era s imbued wath a refigious
spiryt, ansv ermg the <oul’s desire of the de-
voutest Chuistian This Declecinstical Sonnets
are sacred poetty indecd IHow comprehen-
sne the sympathy of a trulv pious heart!
How religion reconcsles difierent forms, and
modes, and signs, aud symbols of worship,
provided only they are all imbued with the
spirit of faith'  ‘This 1s the woleration Chrs-
tramty sanctions—for it 1~ wsprred by 1ts own
untversnl love  No sectarian feeling here,
that would esclude or debar from the holiest
chamber 1 the poet’s bocom one smcere
worshipper of our Tather which 15 1n heaven
Chitstian brethren' By that my sterious bond
our natures are brought mto more endearng
communion—now nore than ever, brethren,
becawse of the bleod that was shed for us all
from IDs blessed side’ Dven' of that most
awful mjstery n some prayer-hke strams the
Poet tremblingly spealts,1n many a strain, at
once so afiecting and so elevatung—breathing
so dmanely of Christian chanty to all whose
trust 1s 1 the Cross! Who shall say what
form of worship 15 most acceptable to the
Almighty 7 All are holy in which the soul
seels to approach hun—holy

“The chapet lurking nmong trees,

IWhere a fiw svillagers on bended hinces
I wud eolace which 1 buey world dizdains,’”

we feel as the poet felt when he breathed to the
image of <ome old abbey—

“Qnee ye were haly, ye re holy sl ¥
And what heart partalies not the awe of his

“Teneath that branching roof
Self-poised, and scoop’d into ten thousand cells
W here light and <hade repose, w here music dwells
Lmgermg—and wandenng on s loth to die 1”7

Read the first of these sonnets with the last—
and then once more the strains that come be-
tween—and you will be made to feel how va-
rious and how vast beneath the sky are the
regions set apart by the soul for prayer and
worship, and that all places become conse-
crated—the high and the humble—the mean
and the magnificent—in which I'ath and Piety
have sought to hold communton with Heaven
But they who duly worship God 1n temples
made with hands, meet every hour of their
hives “ Devotional Dacitements” as they walk
among s works, and 1n the later poetry of
Wordsworth these abound—age haying solem-
nized the whole frame of lis being, that was
always alive to religious emotions—but more
than ever now, as around his paths i the
evening of life longer fall the mysterious
shadows Mote fervid lines have seldom
flowed from his spint mats devoutest mood,
than some awakened by the sounds and sights
of a happy day m May—to him—though no
church-bell was heard—a Sabbath  His oceca-
sional poems we often felt by us to be lhinked
together by the finest afhnities, which perhaps



S8ACRLD POETRY.

Sach musings receive the Pedlar’s approba-
tion, and he says—
¥y friend" enough te sorrow you have given
The purpoces of wisdom ask no more
e wice and chieerful, and no longer read
The forms of things with an unworthy eve
She slcps in the calm carth, and peace 15 here
As the Poet, then, was entirely satisfied with
the tale, so ought to be all readers No lunt
15 dropped that there was any thing to blame
1n the poor woman’s nine jears’ passion-—no
regret breathed that she had sought not, by
means offered to all, for that peace of mind
which passeth all understanding—no question
ashed, how 1t was that she had not communed
with her own afflicted heart, over the pages of
that Book where 1t 1s written, * Come unto me
all ye that are weary and heavy laden, and I
will give ye rest? The narrator had indeed
said, that on revisiung her during her afilic-
tion—
“ Her humhle ot of hnoks,
Which in fier cottage window, he retofore
Had been piled up against the corner p ines
In scemls order, now, with straggling leaves,
1 ay «catter’d here and there open or shint,
As they Iind chanced to full 7?
But he does not mention the Bible
What follow s has always seemed to us of a
questionable character—

«T well remember that those very plumes,
Those weeds, and the high gperr-grass on that wall,
By mist and silent rain-drops silver'd o’er,
As once 1 pass’d, into my heart convey'’d
&0 «tilt an image of trinqullity,
£0 c1lm and sufl, 1nd look’d so brautiful
Amid the uneasy thoughts which fill'd my mind,
T'hat what 1ce feel of sorrow and desparr
From ruin and from change, and all the griefs
The pasning shows of Being leave behand,
Appenr’d an dle dream, that could not Ine
Where meditition was I turn’d away,
And walk'd along my road in happiness *’

These are fine lines, nor shall we dare, in
face of them, to deny the power of the beauty
and serenity of nature to assuage the sorrow
of us mortal beings, who Iine for awhile on
her breast Assuredly, there 1s sorrow that
may be so assuaged and the sorrow here
spoken of—for poor Margaret, many years
dead—was of that kind Buat does not the
heart of a man beat pamnfully, as 1f violence
were offered to 1ts most sacred memories, to
hear from the lips of wisdom, that “sorrow
and despair from ruin and from change, and
all the griefs” that we can suffer here below,
appear an idle dream among plames, and
weeds, and speargrass, and misis, and rain-
drops?  “Where meditation 15" What me-
ditation ' ‘Tuarn thou, O child of a daj ' to the
New Testament, and therein thou majest find
comfort It matters not whether a spring-
bank be thy seat by Rydal Mere, “while hea-
ven and earth do make one imagery,” or thou
sutest 1n the shadow of death, beside a tomb

We said, that for the present we should con-
fine our remarks on this subject to the ston
of Marzarer, but they are, more or less, appli-
cable to almost all the stortes in the xeur-
<ton In many of the eloquent di~guisitions
and harangues of the Three Friends, they
carry along with them the sympathies of =il
manhwid, and the wisest may be enhightened
Ly thewr visdom  But what we complam of
1%, that neaher 1n joy nor grief, happiness nor |
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misery, 1s religion the dominant principle of
thought and feeling 1n the charactcr of any
one human bewmng with whom we are made
acquamnted, ving or dead Of not a single
one, man or woman, are we made to frel the
beauty of holiness—the power and the glory
of the Chrishan Faith  Bemgs are brought
before us whom we pits, respeet, admire, love.
The great poct 15 Ingh-souled and tender-
hearted—his song 1s pure as the motmng,
bright as day, solemn as might.  But lus mnspr-
ration 15 not drawn from the Book of God, but
from the Book of Nature Therefore 1t fails
to sustain his genius when s enturing 1nto the
depths of tribulation and angmsh  There-
fore mmperfect are s most truthful delinea-
tions of sins and sorrows, and not mn lus
philosophy, lofty though 1t be, can be found
alleviation or cure of the maladies that kill the
soul Therefore never will the Dxicmsion be-
come a bosom-book, endeared to all ranhs and
conditions of a Chrnistian People, hike “The
Task” or the “Night Thoughis” Theirgeh-
gion 1s that of revelation—it acknowledges
no other source but the word of God To that
word, m all difficulty, distress, and dismay,
these poets appeal, and though they may
somelimes, or often, mmsinterpret its judg-
ment, that 1s an evil ncident to fimte intell-
gence, and the very consclousness that it is
$0, 1nspires a perpetual humility that 1s uself
a vrtue found to accompany only a Christian’s
Faith

We have elsewhere vindicated the choice
of a person of low degree as Chief of the
« Excursion,” and exult to think that a great
poet should have delivered s highest doc-
trines through the lips of a Scotush Pedlar

“Tarly had he learn’d

Tn reverence the volume that displays

The myvetery of hfe that cinnot die *7

Throughout the poem he shows that he does
1everence 1t, and that lus whole bemg has
been punified and elevated by 1t~ spirit But
fond as he 1s of preaching, and excellent 1n
the art or gift, a Christian Preacher he 15 not—
at best a philosoplical divine  Fambar by
his parentage and nurture with all most hal-
loned round the poor man’s hearth, and
guarded by his noble nature from all offence
to the sanctities there enshrimed, yet the truth
must be told, he speaks not, he expounds not
the Word as the servant of the Lord, as the
follower of Him Crucified There 1s very
much 1n his announcements to his equals v 1de
of the marh set up in the New Testament We
<eem to hear rather of a divine power and
harmony 1n the unwverse than of the Lising
God The spiat of Christianity as connected
with the Incarntion of the Deity, the Human-
God the hnk between heaven and carth, be-
tween helplessness and ommpotence, ought to
be everywhere visible in the rehigious effu-
sions of a Christian Poet—v oader and ane
for the greatness of God, grautude and Jove
for his goodness, humihity aud self-ebasement
for his own unworthiness  Passazes may per-
haps be found 1n the # Excurston’ expressive
of that spirt, but they arc fiv ~nd famt, and
somewhat professional falhng not from the
Pedlar but from the Pa<ter If the nund,in

—
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0 ye, who puard and prace my Home
A8 bt In Curedistant Tamda we ronn,
Wag such tovikion given to youd
Or, while we look’d with fivour'd eyet,
Did sullun wist hide ke nnd ehica
Aund mountsins from your sicw 1

1 ask In voin—nnd know far icaq,
If sfekuness, gorrow, or dixtress
Have spared my dwaliing to this honr,
Sad Hllndue s hat ordained o prose
Our fiith in Heaven®s unfoiling Jove,
And all contealling paver "

Let us fly from Rydal to Sheflield, James
Montgomery 15 truly a religrons poet  His popn-
Tarity, which 1s great, has, by some scnibes it
ting 10 the armless chawrs of the scorners, been
attributed cineily to the power of sectarianism
He 15, we believe, a sectary , and, of all seets
were ammated by the spint that breathes
throughout s poetry, we should have no fears
Tor the safety and stabihity of the Ilstably hed
Church, for 1n that selfsame spieit was she
bult, and by that selfsame spint were her
foundations dug 1 a roch Many are the
hghts—solemn and awful all——in which the
eyes of us mortal creatures may sce the Chris-
uan dispensation  T'riends, loohing down from
the top of a high mountain on a eny-sprinhled
plain, have each lus own vision of imamnation
—each s own sinhing or swelling of heart
They urge no mquisiion 1nto the pecuhar affec.
uons of each other's seeret breasts—all ascured,
from what each hnows of his brother, thitevers
eye there may sce God—that every tongue that
has the gift of lofty utierance may sing his
praises aloud——that the hips that remain wilent
may be mute mn adoranon—and that ail the
distinctions of habits, customs, profi ssions,
modes of hfe, even natnal consttution and
form of character, sl not lost, may be blended
together 1n mild amalgamation under the com-
mon atmosphere of emotion, even as the toners,
domes, and temples, are all softly or brightly
mterfused w1th the huts, cots, and homesteads—
the whole scene below harmonious, becaunse in-
habited by bemngs created by the same God—
m his own 1mage—and destined for the same

immoriahty

It 1s base therefore, and false, to attribute,
m an mvidions sense, any of Montgomery’s
fame to any such cause No doubt many per-
sons read hus poetry on account of 1ts rehigion,
who, but for that, would not have read 1t, and
no doubt, too, many of them ncither feel nor
understand 1t But so, 100, do many persons
read Wordsworth’s poetry on account of its
1ehgon—the religion of the woods-—who, but
for that, wonld not have read it, and so too,
many of them nerther feel nor understand 1t

S0 15 1t with the common manners-pamting

poetry of Crabbe—the dark passion-painting

poetry of Byron—the high-romance-painting
poetry of Scott—and so on with Moore, Cole-
nidge, Southey, and the 1est.  But 1t 15 to the
mens dwwmor, however displayed, that they
owe all theirr Tame Had Montgomery not
been a true poet, all the Religious Magazines

i the world could not have saved his name

from forgetfulness and obhivion He mght

have flaunted his day like the wmelancholy

Poppy~melancholy 1n all 1ts 1ll-scented gau-

dmess, but as 1t 15, he 15 hke the Rose of

Sharon, whose balm and beauty shall not
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wither, planted on the bl of “that niver
whose streams mahe glad the eity of the Lord ™

Indecd, we see no reason why pnctny, con-
cewved o the spint of a most excluave src.
tanansm, may not be ol avery high order, aml
powerfully ympressive on ninds v ho.e rehi-
gious tenents ate mostarrcconciablec and hos-
tile to those of the reet ¥ cehngs, by bong
unduly concentinlad, are not theeeby pecessa-
rily enfechled—on the contrury, ofien sirenath-
cyed, and there 1 a grand au terny whiehthe
imganation more than admircs—e hich the
consuirnee scarcely condomne The feehng,
the convietion from winch thet s oy prows,
1cm s neht, for 1 a fiding—1 consie-
ton of the perfeet nighteoucne ss of G d—the
utter worthivesness f weltdeft mon—the an ful
saehty of doy—and the dreadfulne:s of the
judement-doom, from which no soul v safe nil
the ~eals have bren brohen, and the Archangel
has blown bie trumpet A rchigion planted m
suth comvetions as these, may Leenme dmik
and dicordezod w it future grovth within the
spiit, and the tree, though of good secd and
mn a strong soil, may come ta be laden with
bitter frnt and the very droppirgsof 188 fear es
mey be pomcions o Al who rest v it s
<hade  dull  aeb chedter as better an the blast
than the trunh of & doad fandh, and such fued,
unu holesome thoush 1 e, 15 not so mscrabie
as fatmue to t huneny soul

Gang, then, that there may be m Mr Mont-
gomery’s poutry certamn sentunents, winch, in
want of a better nord, ne call Sectwnan
They are no! neeessanly false, although not
perfeetly reconalable to onrown ereed, which,
we shall <uppose, 15 true On the contiany,
we may be mode much the better and the
viser men by meditating upon them, for
while they may, perhaps, {and we are merely
mahing a supposition,) be too strongly felt by
him, they may Lo too fecbly felt vy us—they
may, perhaps, be rather blots on the beauty of
s poctry then of his fath—and if; 1 some
degree, offensive 1 the composiion of a poem,
far less so, or not at all, in that of a Iife

All his shotter pdems are stamped with the
character of the man Most of them are breath-
wgs of his own devoul spirt, exther dehghied
or awned by a sense of the Divine goodness
and meaiev tovards nscdf, or tremblingly alve
—not 1n mere sensibility to human vartues and
joy 5, erimes and sorrows, for that often belongs
to the discased and depray ed—but 1n solemn,
moral, and rehzons thought, to all of good or
evil befalling ns brethren of manlund. “.A
sparrow cannot fall to the ground”——a floner
of the ficld cannot wither nnmediately before
his eyes—without awahemmmg m s heart
such thoughts as we may beheve God -
tended should be awahlened even by such
sights as these, for the fall,of a sparrow 1s
a scriptaral illustration of his providence, and
his hand fiamed the hly, whose array 15 more
royal than was that of Solomonn all us glony
Herem he resembles Wordsworth—less pro-
found certanly—less lofty , for in its highest
moods the gemus of Wordsworth walks by
1itsclf—unapproachable—on the earth 1t beau-
tifies  But Montgomery’s poencal prety 1s far
more prevalent over his whole character, 1t
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are but affinities between the feelings they n-
spire  'Thuswe turn from those hines to some
on a subject seemingly very different, from a
feeling of such fine afimties—which haply are
but those subsicting between all things and
thoughts that are pore and good We hearin
them how the Poet, as he gazes on a Family
that holds not the Christian Taith, embraces
them 14 the folds of Chrisuan Love—and how
rehgion as well as nature sanctfies the ten-
derness that 1s yearming at lus heart towards
them~—<“a Jewish Family”—rwheo, though out-
casts by Heaven’s deeree, are not by Heaven,
still mereiful to man, left forlorn on earth

How exquisite the stanzas composed 1n one
of the Cathohe Chapels in Switzerland—

“Noom’d 1= v e are our native dust
To wety ath many a b ter shower,
1 1l befits us to disdain
The Altar, to deride the Tane,
Where patient sufferers bend, in trast
To win a hapmer hour

“1 love, where spreads the villize Inv n,
Upon rome knee-worn Cdll to prze,
Tl to the fiem unmoving Croes,
Aloft, where pine their brinches toes®
And to the Chapel fr withdray n,
‘That lurks by lonely waye*

“Where'er we roam—along the brink
Of Rinne —nr hy the snecping I'o
Throuzh Alpme <1leyor champagn wide,
1 ka c’er v e lonk on, at sur side
Be Chartty—to Wil us tFirlk
Ind feedy 1f vre vovid Jrow ™’

How sweetly are mterspersed among them
some of humbler mood, most touching mn their
simple pathos—such as a Hymn for the boat-
men as they approach the Rapuds—Lines on
hearing the song of the harvest dameels float-
ing homeward on the lake of Brient/—the Ita-
han Itinerant and the Swies Goatherd— ind the
Three Cottage Girls, representats. es of Ttalian,
of Helvetian, and of Scotush biauty, brought
together, as if by magic, into ane picture, cach
breathing in her natural grace the peculinr
spiritand distinctive charicter of her country’s
charms' Such gentle visions disappear, and
we 51t by the side of the Poet as he gazes from
s boat floating on the Lal e of Lugano, on the
Church of San Salvador, which was almost
destroyed by highining a few years ago, while
the altar and the 1mage of the patron saint
were untouched, and devoutly histen while he
exclaims—

“ Cliff, fonnt1ins, rivers, seasons, times,
Let all renind the soul of heavin,
Our rlack devotion needs them all,
And faith, Fo oft of nenee the thrall,

3% hile shie, by 11d of Natnre, climba,
RMay hope to he forgiven ”*

‘We do not hesitate to pronounce “Eehpse
of the Sun, 1820,” one of the finest Iyrical effu-
stons of combined thought, passion, sentiment,
and imagery, within the whole compass of
poetry  If the beautiful be indeed essentially
different from the sublime, we here feel that
they may be made to coalesce so as to be n
their united agencies one divine power  We
called 1t lyrical, chiefly because of 1its transi-
tions  Though not an odc, 1t 1s ode-like 1n 1ts
anvocations, angd 1t might be set and sung to
music if Handel were yet alive, and St Cecilia
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to come down for an hour {rom heaven How
solemn the opening stramn' and from the mo-
mentary vision of Science on her speculative
Tower, how gently ghdes Imagination down, to
take her place by the Poet's side, 1n his bark
afloat beneath Itallan skies—suddenly be-
dimmed, lake, Iand, and all, with a something
between day and might In a moment ve are
conscious of Eclipse  Our shight surprise 1s
lost 1n the sense of a strange beauty—solemn
not sad—settling on the face of nature and the
abodes of men In a single stanza filled with
beautiful names of the beautsful, we have a
vision of the Lake, with all 1ts noblest banks,
and bays, and bowers, and mountains—when
in an 1nstant we are wafied away from a scene
that might well have satisfied our imagination
and our heart——if high emotions were not un-
controliable and omnipotent—wafted away by
Fancy with the speed of I'ire—lakes, groves,
chiffs, mountans, all forgot*en—and alight amid
an acrial host of figures, human and divine, on
a spire that seehs the sky  How sull those
imaged sanctiies and purities, all white as
snows of Apenmine, stand m the heavenly re-
gton, circle above circle, and crowned as with
a zone of stars' They are imbued with hife
In their ammmauon the figures of angels and
saints, mnsensate <toncs no more, scem to feel
the Lclipse that shadows them, and look auful
1 the portentous hght  In his nspiration he
transcends the grandeur even of that moment’s
vision——and beholds 1 the visages of that
aérial host those of the sons of heaven darken-
ing with celestial sorrow at the I'all of Man—
when
‘“Throngs nf celestial visages,

Darkening ke water in the breere,

A holy sadness shared
Never since the day on which the wondrous
edifice, 1n 1ts consummate glory, first saloted
the sun, had 1t inspired 1n the soul of kneeling
saint a thought so sad and so sublime—a
thought beyond the reaches of the soa! of him
whose genius bade 1t bear up all 1ts holy adorn-
ments so far from earth, that the silent com-
pany seem sometimes, as light and shadow
move among them, to be in ascension to
heaven DBut the Sun begins agam to Jook hike
the Sun, and the poet, relieved by the joyful
light from that awful trance, dehghts to behold

“Town and Tow rr,

The Vineyard and the Olnve Bower,

Theyr lustre re-assume
and “breathes there a man with soul so dead,”
that 1t burns not within him as he hears the
heart of the husband and the father breathe
forth 1ts love and 1ts fear, remembering on a
sudden the far distant whom 1t has never for-
gotten—a love and a fear that saddens, but dis-
turbs not, for the vision he saw had inspired
him with a trust 1n the tender mercies of God?
Commut to faithful memory, O T'riend! who
may some time or other be a traveller over the
vide world, the sacred stanzas that brings the
Poem to a close—and 1t will not fail to comfort
thee when sitting all alone by the well in the
wilderness, or walling along the strange streets
of foreign cities, or lying 1n thy cot at midnight
afloat on far-off seas
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SACRED

belongs more essentially and permanently to
the man. Perhaps, although we shail not say
s0, 1t may be more simple, natural, and true.
More accordant 1t certamly 1s, vith the sym-
pathies of ordinary minds  The prety of his
poetry 1s far more Christian than that of Words-
3 orth’s Itisin alt his feelings, all hus thoughts,
all his imagery, and at the close of most of
his beauniful compositions, which are so often
avowals, confessions, prayers, thankszivings,
v e fee], not the moral, but the religion of ns
song. He “mmproves” all the “oceasions” of
this hife because he has an “¢ye that broods
on its ov'n heart,” and that heart 1s impressed
b, all Lights and shadows, hke a river o1 lahe
v hose waters are pure—pure 1n their sources
and 1n their course  He 15, mamifestly, a man
of the kindliest home-affections, and these,
though 1t 15 to be hoped the commonest of all,
preserved to hun 1n unabated glow and fresh-
ness hy mnocence and piety, often g1 e vent to
themselves n little hymns and odehhe stramns,
of which the rich and even novel wmagery
shows how close 1s the connection betneen a
pure heart and a fine fancy,and that the flow ers
of poetry may be brought {from afar, nor yet be
fclt to be exotics—to mtertwine with the very
sunplest domestic feelings and thoughts—so
simple, <o perfectly human, that there 1s a
touch of surpiise on seewng them capable of
such adornment, and more than a touch of
pleasure on feeling how much that adoinment
becomes them~—brightening without changing,
and adding admiration to dehight-—wonder to
fove
Montgomery, too, 15 almost as much of an
egotist as Wordsworth, and thence, frequently,
s power The poet who heeps all the ap-
pearances of external nature, and even all the
passions of humamty, at arm’s length, that he
m1y gaze on, inspeet, study, and draw theiwr
portraits, either 1 the garb they ordinanly
wear, or tn a fancy dress, 1s likely to produce
a strong hihehness indeed, yet shall his pic-
tures be wanting in ease and freedom—they
shall be cold and styf*—and both passion and
mmagmation shall desiderate, something charac-
teristic 1 nature, of the mountain or the man
But the poet vho hugs to his bosom every
thing he loves or admires—themselves, or the
thoughts that are their shadov s—who 15 him-
self still the centre of the enchanted circle—
w ho, in the delusion of astrong creative genius,
absolutely belieyes that were he to dic, all that
be now sces and hears dehghted would die
with him—v ho not only sees
“Poctic visions s varm on every bough,”
but the history of all his own most secret
emotions written on the very roche—who
gathers up the many beautiful things that mn
the prodigality of natute Jie scattered over the
earth, neglected or unheeded, and the more
dearly, the more passionately Joves them, be-
cause they are now appropriated to the uses
of his own imagination, who will by her
alchymy so further brighten them that the
thousands of eycs that formerly passed them
by unseen or scorned, will be dazzled by their
rare and transcendent beauty—he 1s the  pre-
vatling Poet'” Montgomery neither seehs nor
shuns those dark thoughts that will come and
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go, mght and day, unbidden, forbidden across
the minds of all men—fortified although the
man entrances may be, but when they do mn-
vade his secret, solitary hours, he turns even
such visitants to 2 happy account, and ques-
tions them, ghostlthe as they are, concerning
both the future and the past DMelancholy as
often us views are, we should not suppose
him a2 man of other than a cheerful mind, for
wheneser the theme allows or demands it, he
15 not averse to a sober glee, a composed gaj e-
ty that, although we cannot say 1t ever so far
sparhles out as to deserve to be called ab-
solutely brilliant, jet lends a charm to his
highter-toned compositions, which 1t 1s peculiar-
Iy pleasant now ond then to feel in the wnt-
ings of a man whose genius 1s naturally, and
from the course of Iife, not gloomy mdeed, but
pensuve, and less disposed to 1ndulge itself
smiles than m teais

CHAPTELR IIf

Prorvr nov-a-dayvs will write, because they
see so many v rtng; the impulse comes upon
them from without, not from within, loud
voices from streets and squares of cities call
on them to join the throng, but the still small
voice that speaketh 1n the penetrahia of the
spirit 1s mute, and what else can be the re-
sult, but, 1n place of the song of lark, or linnet,
or mightingale, at the best a concert of moch-
mng-birds, at the worst an oratorio of ganders
and bubbleys?

At this parucular juncture or crisis, the dis-
ease would fain assume the svmptoms of re-
hgious mspratton  The poetasters are all
prous—all smitten with sanctity—Christran all
over—and crossing and josthng on the Course
of Time—as they think, on the lugh-road to
Heaven and Immortality Never was seen
before such a shameless set of hypocntes
Down on their knees they fall in booksellers’
shops, and, crowned with foolscap, repeat to
Blue-Stochings prayers addressed 1n doggerel
to the Deity ' They bandy about the Bible as
if 1t were an Album They forget that the
poorest smner has a soul to be saved, as well
as a set of verses to be damneéd, they look
forward to the First of the Month with more
fear and trembling than to the Last Day , and
beseech a critic to be merciful upon them with
far more earnestness than they ever beseeched
their Maker They pray through the press—
vamly striving to give some publicity to what
must be private for evermore, and are seen
wiping away, at tea-parties, the tears of contri-
tion and repentance for capital criumes per-
petrated but on paper, and perpetrated thereon
sp paltrily, that so far from being worthy of
hell-fire, such dehmquents,1t 1s felt, would be
more suttably punished by bemng singed hhe
pluclted fowls with their own unsaleable sheets
They are frequently so singed, yet singeing
has not the effect upon them for which singe-
ing 1s designed, and like chickens in a shower
thathave got the pip, they keep still gasping and
shooting out thewr tongues,and walking on tip-
toe with their tails down, tll finally they go to
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upon grass—we turn to the New Testament,
and read of the “Holy Innocents” #They
wele redeemed from among men, being the
first-finats unto God and to the Lamb"” We
look dow n mto the depths of that text—and we
then tuin agamn to Keble’s hines, winch trom
those depths have flowed ove1 upon the unm-
spired page! Yet not wnspu éd—f that name
may be gnien to strams which, like the ans
that had touched the flowers of Paradise,
“whisper whence they stole those baliny
sweets”  Reivelation has shown us that “we
are greater than we Lknow,” and who may
neglect the Infancy of that Bemg fo whom
Godhead died?’

They who 1ead the lines on “the Ioh In-
nocents” m a mood of mind worthy of them,
will go on, with an equal delight, thiough those
on “The Epiphany ? They are separated
the volume by some hindied and congemal
stramns, but when brought close together, they
occupy the still region of thought as two lmige
clear stais do of themselves seem to occupy
the entne sky.

How farbetter than skilfully —how inspuedly
does this Chiistian poet touch upon cach sne-
cessive holy theme—winging his way thiough
the stainless ether like some dov e ghding from
tree to tree, and leaving one place of 1est only
for another equaliy happy, on the folding and
unfolding of 1its peaceful fight! Of late
many veisifiets have attempted the theme,
and some of them with shameful unsuccess
A bad poem on such a subject1s a s He
who 1s a Chustian mdecd will, when the star
of Bethlehem rises before his closed eyes, be
mute beneath the mmage o1 he wilt hail 1t in
strains simple as were those of the shepherds
watching their flocks by might when 1t appear-
ed of old, lugh as were those of the sages who
came from the Dast bearing incense to the
Child 1n the Manger Such are thus Poet’s
stiains, evolving themselves out of the few
words—¢ Behold, the star,whieh they saw
the east, went befoie them, till 1t came and
stood over where the young Child was  when
they saw the stay, they rejoiced with exceeding
great joy

The transition from those aflecting lines 1s
natural and dehghtful to a stiawm furthel on
the volume, entitled “ Catechism”  How sovon
the mfant spirit 1s touched with love—another
name for rehigzion—none may dare to say who
have watched the ey es of litfle children  Teel-
mg and thought weuld seem to come upen
them like very wmspuation—so strong 1t often
15, and sudden, and cleat , yet, no doubt, all the
worle of natural procusses gomng on within
Immortality The wisdom of age has often
been scen in the sumpheity of childhood—
creatures but five or si\ years old—soon per-
haps about to disappeui—astomshing, and

saddenmmng, and sublmmmg the sounls of their
parents and thewr parents’ friends, by a holv
precoctty of all pitiful and compassionate feel-
mgs, blended 1nto a mysterrous piety that has
made them sing happy hymns on the brink of
death and the grave. Such affecting nstances
of almost infantine unfolding of the spirit be-
neath spiritual influence should not be rare—
nor are they rase—in tinly Christian house-
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holds. Ahnost as soon as the heart 1s moied
by filial aflecthion, that affection g1ow < 1everent
even to eanthly pments—and, erelong, becomes
prety towards the name of God and Saviour,
Yet philosophers have sawd that the child must
not be too soon spohen to about tehigion Wil
they fix the time 7 No—lct rehigion~a mynad-
meantng word—be whispeied and breathed
round about them, as soon as mtelligence
smles an then eyes and quickens thewr ears,
while enjoy g the sights and sounds of thewr
own small yet multitudinous wotld

Let ws turn to another stram of the same
mood, which wiil be 1ead wuth tears by many
a grateful heatt—on the « Churching of Wo-
men” What would become of us wathout the
cesemonies of religion?  How they strengthen
the piety out of which they spring! How, by
concentiating all that1s holy and divine around
their outward forms, do they punify and sanc-
ufy the afiections' What a change on lus
mfant’s face w wrought before a father’s eyes
by Bapusm' How the heart of the husband
and the father yearns, as he sees the wife and
mother kneeling m thanhsgiving after child-
biih?

“ Consider the hhes of the field how they
grow they toil not, naither do they spin, and
yet I say unto you, that even Solomen 1n all
hus glory was not anayved lihe one of these”
What 15 all the poetry that genus evel bieathed
ovei all the flowers of this earth to that one
dnine sentence! It has mspired our Chns-
nan poet—and heie is is heart-felt homuly

FTIFTFINTH SUNDAY AFTFR TRINITY

€« 8w eet murslings of the yernal shieq,
I itked 1 vaftairs, and ted with dew,
What more then magi mn yon Jies
1o fill the heart's fond view 1
In chitdhood’s sports companions gy,
In <orrown onlife’s downward way,
Ilow soothing* 1 our Inst deea)
Atemoriils prampt and true

.
“ Relics ve are of Lden s howers,
As pure, as fracrant, and a= Nir,
A< when ve crow n’d the sunstine hours
Ot Inppy wanderers there
T 11°n all besidr —thé world of life
How 1< it &taiiin’d wath fear and strife !
In Reason's world wht storms are nfe,
What passions rage and glare!

S Rut eheerful and unchanged the wlale

Your tirst 1nd perfect form e show,

The sume that won I've’s matron smule
Tu the world®s opentng glow

The stirs of Hewen r course are taught

Too high aboy ¢ our human thenght ,—

Y e may be found if ve nye sought,
And as we gaze we hnowy

“Ye duell hestde aur paths and homes,
Our paths of sin, our homes of sorrow,
And gutlny man, where’cr he roams,
Y our innotent mirth may borrow
The birds of rir before ue ticet,
Thev cannot brooh our shame to meet—
But wcnr) tiste yvour soltee sweet,
And come 1gam {o-morrow

#Y¢ fonrless tn your nests abide—
Nor mny we scorn, too proudly wise,
Y our silent lessone, undescried
By althut lowly eyes,
Tor ye could draw Wt admirmg gaze
Of Fim w ho worlds and hearts cursevs
1 otr arder wild, your frazrant maze,
Je tnught us how to prize

wye fult vour Maker’s =mile that hour,
As w hen he paused and ow n*d y ou good,
His blessing on earth’s prumal bower,

Yet felt it ol renew’d
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Ieading of his own aroused sp.rit, to the utmost
pitch of lis mspiration e begins, and con-
tinues long, unblamed in mere emotions of
beauty, and he often pauses unblamed, and
brings his stram to a close, without having
forsahken this earth, and the thoughts and feel-
ings which belong alone to this earth Dut
poetry hike that of the “ Chnistian Year” springs
at once, visibly and audibly, from rehigion as
its fount  If 1t, jndeed, 1ssue from one of the
many springs religion opens in the human
heart, no fear of 1ts ever bung dried up
Small 1indeed may seem the silver line, when
first the nil steals forth {rom its sacred source!
But how soon it begins to sing with a clear
loud voice in the sohitude? Bank and brae—
tree, shrub, and flower—grow greener at each
successis ¢ waterfall—the rams no more dis-
turb that limpid element than the dew s—and
never does 1t Jose some reflection of the hea-
vens

In a few modest words, Mr Keble states the
aim and object of us volume He says truly,
that 1t 15 the peculiar happiness of the Chuareh
of Ingland to possess in her authorized formu-
lanes an ample and secure pravision, both for
a sound rule of faith and a sober standard of
feeling 1n matters of pracncal religion  The
object of his publication will be attained, if
any person find assistance from 1t i bringing
his own thoughts and feelings 1into more entire
unison vith those recommended and exemph-
fied 1n the Prajer-Book  We add, that 1ts ob-
ject has been attamned In England, “The
Christian Year” 15 already placed i a thou-
sand homes among rousehold books  People
are neither bhind nor deaf jet 1o lovelv sights
and sounds—and a true poetss as cerfamn of
Tecognition now as at any period of our litera-
ture In Scotlind ye have no prajer-book
printed on paper—perhaps it would be better
if we had, but the prayer-book which has in-
sigred Mr Keble, 15 compiled and composed
f&n another Book, which, we believe, 15 more
read 1 Scotland than 1 any other country
Here the Sabbath reigns in power, that 1s felt
to be a sovereign power oyer all the land We

have, 1t may be said, no prescribed holyday<,;

but all the events recorded m the Bible, and
which 1 England make certain days holy in
outward as vell as inward observances, are
familiar to our hnowledge and our feehing kere,
and therefore the poetry that seeks sull more to
haliow them to the heart, will find every good
heart recipient of ifs inspiration—for the Chris-
tian creed 15 “wide and general as the casing
air,” and felt as profoundly m the Highland
heather-glen, where no sound of psalms 1s
heard but on the Sabbath, as in the cathedral
towns and cities of Dngland, where so often

“Throueh the long driwn aisle and fretted vault,
The pealing antltem sw clls the note of praise **

Poetry 1 our age has been made too much
a thing to talk about—to show off upon—as 1f
the writing and the reading of 1t were to be
reckoned among what are commonly called
accomphshments Thus, poets hav e too often
sacnficed the austere sanctity of the divine art
to most unworthy purposes, of which, perhaps,
the most unworthy—for it implies much vo-
luntary self-degradation—is mere popularity
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Agamnst all such low aimms he 1s preserved,
who, wath Chnistian meekness, approaches the
muse 1n the sanctuaries of rehigion  He seehs
not to force his songs on the public ear, his
heart 1s free from the fever of fame, his poet-
ry 1s praise and prayer It meets our ear like
the sound of psalms from some unseen dwell-
mg among the woods or hlls, at which the
wayfarer ar vanderer stops on his journey,
and feels a2t every pause a holiet solemnity mn
the silence of nature Such poetry 1s 1ndeed
got by heart, and memory 15 then tenacious tn
the death, for her hold on what she loves 15
strengthened as much by grief as by joy, and,
v hen even hope 1self 1s dead—if] indecd, hope
ever dies—the trust 1s committed to despair
Words are often as unforgetable as voceless
thoughts, they become very thoughts them-
selves, and are what they represent.  How are
many of the sunply, rudely, but fervently and
beautfully rhymed Psaims of David, very part
and parcel of the most spiritual treasures of
the Scottish peasant’s being!

“The Lord's my <hepherd, I'li not want,
He mnhes e dovwn to he
In pastures preen he leadeth me

1be quiet s aters by 7
These four lines sanctfy to the thoughtful
shepherd on the bracs every stream that ghdes
through the solitary places—they have often
ainen colours to the greensward beyond the
brightness of all herbage and of all flowers
Thrice hallowed 1s that poetry which malkes
us mortal crertures feel the union that subsists
between the Book of Nature and the Boolt of
Iafe?

Poetry has endearcd cinldhood by a thou-
sand pictures, 1 which fathers and mothers
behold with deeper love the faces of therr own
offspring  Such poetry has almost alway s been
the production of the strongest and wisest
minds  Common 1ntellects derive no power
from earliest memories, the primal morn, to
them never bright, has utterly faded in the
smoky day , the present has swallowed up the
past,1s the future will swallow up the present,
each season of hfe scems to stand by 1tself as
aseparate cxistence, and when old age comes,
how helpless, melancholy, and forlorn' But
he who lnes mn the spirit of another erced,
sees far into the heart of Christiamity 1Ile
hears a divine ivoice saying—« Suffer Intle
children to come unto me, and fortnd them not,
for of such 1s the hingdom of heaven'” Thus
1t 15 that poetry throv's back upon the New
Testament the hght she has borrowed from i,
and that man’s mortal brother speaks mn ac-
cordance with the Saviour of man On a dead,
insensible flower—a hly—a rose—a v iolet—a
daisy, Poetry may pour out all its divinest
powncr—just as the sun 1tself sometimes seems
to look w1th afl 1ts ight on some one especial
blossom, all at once made transparemly lus-
trous  And what if the flower be aliven all
1ts leaves—and have in 1t an immortal spint?
Or what 1f 1ts leaves be dead, and the immor-
tal spinit gone away to heaven? Genius shall
change death 1nto sleep—ull the grave,1n wself
so dark and dismal, shall seem a bed of bright
and celestial repose  T'rom poetry, in words
or marble—both alihe still and serene as water
r2
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CHAPTER IV

Ix hus Poem, entitled “The Ommnipiesence
of the Deity,” Mr, Robert Montgomery writes
thus —

“To' there, in yonder finey -haunted room,

W hiit mutter’d curses trembled throngh the gloom,

‘Wheu pale, and sh *ring, and bedew'd wath fear,

The dving sheptie felt his hour drew near!

From hig pareh’d tongue no s unted murmaurs fell,

No bright hopes kindied at s tamt farewell,

As the 1ist throes of death convalsed s cheek,

IIe gnash’d, and scow I’d, nd riised a hidcous shrick

Rounded bis eyes mto o ghastly glare,

Tock’d e w lnte hips—and all was mute desprir’

Go, cluld of darkness, kee a (hrstnn die ,

No horror piles his p, or relle hizeve,

No dreadful doubts, or dreamy Ui rrors, start

The hope Rehgion pillows on bis heart,

When with a dying hand he wasves adicu

To all who love so well, and weep so true

Meek, as an infant to the mother’s breast

Turns fondly longing for s wonted rest,

He pants for where congenial spirits stray,

Turns to his God, nnd sighs his'soul nway

13
First, as to the execution of this passage

¢ Fancy-haunted” may do, but 1t 15 not & suin-
ciently strong eapiession for the occasion In
every such picture as this, we demand appro-
priate vigour 1n cvery word intended to be
vigorous, and which 15 important to the effect
of the whole
“Trom Ins parch’d tongue no sainted murmurs fill,

No bright hopes hindled at has faint farcwell »

How could they *—The line but one before s,
* \What mutter’d curses trembled through the gloomn ”’

This, then, 18 purely ndiculous, and we cannot
doubt that M1 Montgomery will confess that 1t
1s so, but independently of that, he 1s describ-
g the death-bed of a person who, 1 hypothes,
could have no bright hopes, could breathe no
samnted murmurs. e might as well, 1 a de-
seripion of a negress, have told us that she
had no long, smooth, shimg, yellow locks—
no hght-blue eyes--no ruddy and rosy cheels
—no1 yet a bosom white as snow  The exe-
cution of the picture of the Christian 1s not
much better—1t 1s too much to use, i the
sense here given to them, no fewer than three
velbs—¢ pales” — “rolls” — “staits,” m fow
lmes.
‘“The hope Religion pillow & on the heart,”

15 not a good hne, and 1t 15 a borlowed one.
“\When wath a dying hand he waves adien,”

conveys an unnatural image Dymng men do
not act so  Not thus aie taken eternal fare-
wells  'I'he motion 1n the sea-song was more
natural—

“She wved adiew, and kiss’d her lily hand *?

“TWeeps <o {rne)” means nothing, nor 1s it
Enghvh  The gramma 15 not good of,

* He pants for where congenial spirtg®’—
Neither 1s the word’ pants by any means the
night one, and 1n such an awful ctisis, admire
who may the simile of the infant longing for
1ts mothet’s breast, we never can i s present
shape, while there 1s 1 the hne,

“Turns to his God, and syrhs hs soul away,”’

a pretuness we very much dishie—alter one
word, and 1t would be voluptuous—nor do we
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gether, and such as ought to be expunged ©
from all paper

But that 15 not all we have to say agaist it
—at 15 radically and essentially bad, becanse 1t
either proves nothing of what 1t 15 meant to
prove—ot what no human beinz on earth ever
disputed  Be fair—be just 1n all that concerns
rehigion. Take the best, the most moial, if the
word can be used, the most enhightened Siep-
tic, and the true Chrishan, and compare their
death-beds  That of the Sheptic will be dis-
turbed or disconsolate—~that of the Christian
confiding or blessed DBut to contrast the
death-bed of an absolute maniac, muttering
curses, gnashing and scowling, and “ raising a
hideons shriek,” and “rounding his eyes with
a ghastly glate,” and convulsed, too, with se-
vere bodily throes—wath that of a convinced,
confiding, and consctentions Christian, a calm,
meck, undoubting beliey er, happy 1n the “hope
1elizion pitlows on Ias heart,” and enduring no
fleshly agomes, can serie no purpose under
the sun  Men who have the misery of beuig
unbehevers, are at all ttmes to be pitied—mnost
of all m their last hours, but though theirs be
then dim melancholy, or dark despaur, they ex-
press neither the one state nor the other by
mutterings, curses, and hideous shrieks  Such
a wietch theie wmay sometumes be—hhe Inm
“who died and made no sign,” but there 1s no
moic sense 1n seeling to brighten the charac-
ter of the Christian by ity contrast with that of
such an Atherst, than by contrast with a fiend
to brighten the beauty of an angel

Fnally, are the deathbeds of all good Chris-
tians so calm as this—and do they all thus
meekly

“Pant for where congenial spirits stray,’”

a line, besides 1its other vice, most unscriptu-
ral? Congemal spirit 15 not the language of
the New Testament  Alas' for poor weak
human nature at the dymng howm' Not even
can the Chistian always then 1etamn unquah-
g trust m s Saviour! “This 1s the blood
that was shed for thee,” are words whose mys-
tery quells not always nature’s terror The
Sacrament of the Lord’s Suppel 1s reneved 1n
vam—and he 1emembers, i doubt and dis-
may, words that, if nusunderstood, would ap-
pal all the Chustian woild— My God—my
God—why hast thou forsahen me? TPerhaps,
before the Fauth, that has waxed dim and died
m s bramn distracted by pain, and disease,
and long sleeplessness, and a weight of wo—
for he 1s a father who strove 1 vam to burst
those suleen ties, that winding all round and
about lus very soul and s very body, bound
him to those dear hittle ones, who are of the
same spirit and the same flesh—ue say, be-
forc that Faith could, by the prayers of holv
men, be restored and revivified, and the Chris-
tian, once moie comiorted by thinking on Him,
who for ali human bemgs did take upon him
the rueful burden and agonies of the Cioss—
Death may have come for his piey, and left
the chamber, of late so hushed and silent, at
full hberty to weep! Enough to know, that
though Christtanity be divine, we are hwman,
—that the vessel 1s weak m which that glott-

hesttate to eall the passage a puling one alto-

ous light may be enshrined—weak as the pot-
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What care ye now, 1f *vinfer’s storm

Sweep ruthless o’er e wch sitken forin?

Christ’s blessing at your heart 1s warm,
Ye fear no vexing mood

“ Alas' of thousand bocoms kind,
That dailv court you and caress,
How few the happy sceret find
Of your calin loveliness !
¢ Live for to-day ' to-morrow’s hght
‘To-morrow’s cares shall bring to sicht
Go, slecp hike closing flowers at night,
And Heuven thy morn will bless’ >’

Such poetry as this mast have a fine infiu-
ence on all the best human affections Sacred
are such songs to sorrow-—and soirow 1s either
a frequent visiter, or a domesticated 1nmate, 1n
every honsehold Religion may thus be made
1o steal unawares, even during ordinary hours,
nto the commonest ongoings of hfe  Call not
the mother unhappy who closes the eyes of her
dead child, whether 1t has smiled lonely in the
house, the sole delight of her eyes, or bloomed
among other flowers, now all drooping for 1ts
sake—nor yet call the father unhappy who
lays his sweet son below the earth, and returns
to the home where s voice 15 1o be heard
never more ‘That afflicion brings forth feel-
mgs unknown before 1 his heart, calming all
tarbulent thoughts by the settled peace of the
grave Then every page of the Bible 1s beau-
ttful—and beautiful every verse of poetry that
thence draws 1ts nspiraion  Thus 1n the pale
and almost ghostlike countenance of decay, our
hearts are not touched by the remembrance
alone of beauty which 1s departed, and by the
near extinction of loveliness which we behold
fading before our eyes—but'a beauty, fairer
and deeper far, lies around the hollow eye and
the sunken cheel, breathed from the calm air
of the untroubled spirit that has heard resigned
the voice that calls 1t awas from the dim shades
of mortality 'Well may that beauty be said to
be religious, for i 1t speaks the soul, con-
scious, 1n the undreaded dissolution of 1its
earthly frame, of a being destined to everlast-
ing bliss  With every deep emotion ansing
from our contemplation of such beauty as this
—religious beauty beaming 1n the human coun-
tenance, whether 1n joy or sadness, health or
decay——there 1s profoundly interfused a sense
of the soul's spirituality, which silently sheds
over the emotion something celestial and di-
vine, rendering 1t not only different 1n degree,
but altogether distinct 1n kind, from all the feel-
1ngs that things merely perishable can inspire—
so that the spirat 1s fully sausfied, and the feel-
ing of beauty 1s but a vivid recognition of ats
own deathless being and ethereal essence This
is a feeling of beauty which was but famntly
known to the human heart 1n those ages of the
world when all other feelings of beauty were
most perfeet, and accordingly we find, in the

most pathetic strains of thetr elegiac poetry,
lamentuons over the beauty intensely wor-
~hipped 1n the dust, which was to hie for ever
6Ver its now beamless head But to the Chris-
tian who may have seen the Living lustre leave
the eye of some beloved friend, there must have
shone a beauty 1n his latest smile, which spoke
not alone of a brief scene closed, but of an end-
less scene unfolding, while 1ts cessatton, 1n-
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stead of leaving him 1n utter darkness, seemed
1o be accompanied with a burst of hght

Much of our most fashionable Modern
Poetry 1s at once Iudicrously and lamentabiy
unsuniable and unseasonable to the innocent
and youthful creatures who shed tears “such
as angels weep” over the shameful sins of
shameless sinners, crimes which, when per-
petrated out of Poetry, and by persons with
vulgar surnames, elevate their respective he-
roes to that vulgar alutude—the gallows The
darker—the stronger passions, forsooth' And
what hast thou to do—my dove-eyed Margaret
—with the darker and stronger passions?
Nothung whatever 1 thy sweet, still, serene,
and seemingly almost sinless world Be the
brighter and the weaker passions thine—
brighter indeed—yet say not weaker, for they
are strong as death ,—Love and Pity, Awe and
Reverence,Joy, Grief, and Sorrow, sunny smiles
and showery tears—be these all thy own—and
sometimes, too, on melancholy nights, let the
heaven of thy imagination be spanned 1in 1ts
starriness by the most celestial Evanescence—
a Lunar Raimnbow

There 1s such perfect sincerity in the «Chris-
uan Year,” such perfect smcerity, and conse-
quently such simplicity, that though the pro-
duction of a fine and finished scholar, we cannot
doubt that 1t will some day or other find 1ts way
1ato many of the dwellings of humble Iife
Such descent, 1if descent it be, must be of all
receptions the most delightful to the heart of 2
Christian poet  As intelligence spreads more
widely over the land, why fear that it will
deaden religion? Let us believe that at will
rather vivify and quicken it, and that in time
true poetry, such as this, of a character some-
what higher than probably can be jet felt, un-
derstood, and appreciated by the people, nill
come to be easy and fammliar,and blended with
all the other benign influences breathed over
therr common existence by books Meanwhile
the “Christian Year” will be finding its way
into many houses where the inmates read from
the love of reading—not for mere amusement
only, but for imstruction and a deeper delight,
and we shall be happy if our recommendation
causes 11s pages to be 1llumined by the gleams
of a few more peaceful hearths, and to be re-
hearsed by a few more happy voices in the
*parlour twilight”

We cannot help expressing the pleasure 1t
has given us to see so much true poetry coming
from Oxford It 1s delightful to see that clas-
sical literature, which sometimes, we know not
how, certamnly has a chilling effect on poetical
feeling, there warming 1t as 1t ought to do, and
causing 1t to prodace self in song Oxford
has produced many true poets, Collins, War-
ton, Bowles, Heber, Miiman, and now Keble—
are all her own—her inspired sons Therr
strains are not steeped 1n “port and prejudice,”
but 1n the—Isis Heaven bless$ Ifiley and God-
stow—and many another sweet old rained
place—secluded, but not far apart from her
own nspiring Sanctities  And those who love
her not, nes er may the Muses love!
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sparing—the good. At then death-beds, too,
may the Christian pocet, 1 1magination, take
his stand—and there may he even hear

“The still snd music of humanity,

Not harsh nor erating but of ninplest pow er
To soften and subdue *?

Oftenelr all the sounds and sights there wail
be full of most rueful angwish, and that an-
guish wall groan in the poet’s lays when Ins
human heart, relieved from 1ts load of painful
sympathes, shall long afterwards be nspired
with the pity of poetry, and sing in elegies,
sublime 1n thewr pathos, the sore sufferings and
the dim distress that clouded and tore the dyng
spirit, longing, but all unable—profound though
us longings be—as hife’s dayhght 1s about to
close upon that awful gloaming, and the mght
of death to descend 1 oblivion—to believe mn
the Redeemer.

Why then tarn but to such death-bed, if in-
deed religion, and not supetsution, described
that scene—as that of Voltane? Or even
Rousseau, whose dying eyes sought, 1n the last
passion, the sight of the green earth, and the
blue skies, and the sun shiming so bLrightly,
when all waithin the bramn of lis worshipper
w as fast growing dimmer and more dim—w hen
all the unsatisfied spimt, that searcely hoped a
future life, knew not how 1t could ever take
faiewell of the present with tendeiness enough,
and enough of yearning and ciaving after its
disappearing beauty, and when as if the whole
earth were at that moment beloy ed even as his
small pecuhar bnthplace—

¢ Et dulces moriens remmiscitur Argos

The Christian poet, 1n ns humane wisdom,
will, for instruction’s sake of his fellow-men,
and for the discovery and the revealment of
everssacred tiuth, keep aloof from such death-
beds as these, or take s awful stand beside
them to drop the perplexed and pensive teat
Tor we know not what 1t 1s that we either hear
or see, and holy Conscience, hearing through
a confused sound, and seeing through an ob-
scure light, fears to condemn, when perhaps
she ought only to pity—to judge another, when
perhaps 1t 1s her duty but to use that mward
eye for her own delinquencies  He, then, who
designs to benefit s kind by strains of Ingh
instiuction, will turn from the death-bed of
the famous Wit, whose bnlhiant fancy hath
waxed dun as that of the clown—whose ma-
lignant heart 1s quaking beneath the Power
it had so long derided,with terio1s over which
his hated Christian tnumphs—and whose n-
tellect, once so perspicacious that it could see
but too well the motes that aie 1n the sun, the
specks and stains that are on the flowing robe
of nature herself—prone, 1n miserable contra-
diction to ius better bewg, to turn them as
pioofs agamst the power and gooduess of the
Holy One who mhabiteth eternity—s now pal-
sy-stricken as that of an 1d1ot, and knows not
even the sound of the name of 1its once van
and proud possessor—when crowded theatres
had 11sen up with one rustle to honour, and
then, with deafening acclamations,
¢ Raised a mortal to the skies *”’

-There he 1s—1t matters not now whether on
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down or straw~—stictehed, already a sheleton,
and gnashing—may 1t be 1 senselessness, for
otherwise what paugs are these '—gnashing s
tecth, within lips once so eloquent, now white
with foam and slaver, and the whole mouth,
of yore so musical, grinmng ghastly, like the
fleshless face of fem-pamnted death' Is that
Voltaire? He who, with wit, thought to shear
the Son of God of all his beams~—with wit, 10
loosen the dreadful fastenings of the Cross 1—
with wit, to scoff at IIlm who hung thereon,
while the blood and water came from the wound
1 his blessed side?—with wit to drive away
those Shadows of Angels, that were said to
have rolied off the stone from the mouth of the
sepulchie of the resuriection7—with wat, to
deride the meflable glory of ttansfigured God-
head on the Mount, and the sweet and solemn
semblance of the Man Jesus 1 the gaiden '—
with wit, to darken all the decrees of Provi-
dence —and with wa,

#To shut the gates of Mercy on mankind 2*?

Nor yet wall the Christian poet long dwell 1n
his 1chgious stians, though awhile he may
linger there, “and from Ins eyehds wipe the
tears that sacied pity hath engendered,” beside
the dying couch of Jean Jagues Rousseau—a
couch of tuif beneath trees—for he was ever a
lover of Nature, though he loved all things
hving or dead as madmen love Mis soul,
wlhile most spunual, was sensnal sull, and
with tendrils of flesh and blood emiiaced—
even as 1t did embrace the balm-breathing form
of voluptuous woman~—the very phantoms of
his most ethereahzed imagination Viee stain-
¢d all his virtnes—as 10ses are seen, 1n some
certain soils, and beneath some certam shues,
always to be blighted, and their fairest petals
to bear on them something hle blots of blood
Ovei the surface of the mmior of his mind,
which 1eficcted so much of the imagery of man
and nature, there was suill, here and there, on
the centre or round the edges, 1ust-spots, that
gave back no mmage, and marred the prapoi-
tions of the beaunty and the grandeur that jet
shone over the rest of the cucle set in the nch
carved gold His disturbed, and distracted, and
defeated friendships, that all vanished 1n msane
suspicions, and seemed to leave his soul as
well satisfied 1o ats fierce or gloomy void, as
when 1t was filled with awry and ghttenng vi-
sions, are all gone for ever now. Those many
thoughts and feelings—so melancholy, yet still
fair, and lovely, and veautiful—which, hke
buight birds encaged, with 1uffled and diooping
wings, once So apt to soar, and their music
mute, that used to male the wide woods tornng,
were confined withm the wues of s jealous
Leart—have now all _flown away, aud aie at
rest! Who sits beside the wild and wondrous
genus, whose ravings entranced the world?
who wipes the death-sw eat fiom that capacious
forehead, onee filled with such a multitude of
disordered but aspiring fancies? Who, that
his beloved air of heaven may kiss and coolit
for the last time, lays open the covering that
hides the marble sallowness of Rousseau’s
stn-and-sorrow-haunted breast? One of Na-
ture’s least gifted children—to whose eyes nor
eaith nor heaven ever beamed with beauty—
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ter’s clay—and that though Christ died to save
smners, sinners who beliey e 1n Him, and there-
fore shall not perish, may yet lose hold of the
belief when therr understandings are darkened
by the shadow of death, and, hke Peter losing
faith and sinking 1 the sea, feel themselves
descending into some fearful void, and cease
here to be, ere they find voice to call‘on the
name of the Lord—* Help, or I perish "’
What may be the nature of the thoughts and
feelings of an Atheist, either when in great
Joy or great sorrow, full of Iife and the spint
of life, or in mortal malady and environed
with the toils of death, 1t passes the power of
our 1magination even dimly to concenve, nor
are we convinced that there ever was an utter
Atheist The thought of a God will enter in,
barred though the doors be, both of the under-
standing and the heart, and all the windows
supposed to be bloched up against the hight
The soul, blind and deaf as it may often be,
cannot always resist the mtumations all hife
long, day and night, forced upon 1t from the
outer world, its very necessities, nobler far
than those of the body, even when most de-
graded, 1mportunate when dented thewr manna,
are to 1t oftentimes a silent or a loud revela-
tion Then, not to feel and think as other
bemngs do with “discourse of reason,” 1s most
hard and difficult indeed, even for a short time,
and on occasions of very inferior moment.
Being men, we are carried away, willing or
unwilhng, and often unconsciously, by the
great common 1nstinct, we keep sailing with
the tide of humamty, whether in flow or ebb—
fierce as demons and the sons of perdition, if
that be the temper of the congregating hour—
mild and meek as Puty, or the new-born babe,
when the afflatus of some divine sympathy
has breathed through the multtude, nor one
creature escaped its influence, like a spring-
day that steals through a murmuring forest, till
not a single tree, even 1n the darkest nook, 1s
without some touch of the season’s sunshine
Think, then, of one who vould famn-be an
Atheist, conversing with the “sound, healthy
children of the God of heaven'” To this rea-
son, which 1s his solitary pride, arguments
might 1n vain be addressed, for he exults 1n
being “an Intellectnal All mm Al and 15 a
bold-brow ed sophist to daunt even the eyes of
Trath—ejes which can indeed “outstare the
eagle” when their ken 1s directed to heaven,
but which are turned away in aversion from
the human countenance that would dare to
deny God Appeal not to the intellect of such
a man, but to his heart, and let not even that
appeal be conveyed 1n any fixed form of words
—but let 1t be an appeal of the smiles and tears
of affectionate and loving lips and eyes—of
common jojs and common griefs, whose con-
tagion 1s often felt, beyond prevention or cure,
where two or three are gathered together—
among famihies thinly sprinkled over the wil-
derness, where, on God’s own day, they repair
to God’s own house, a lowly building on the
brae, which the Creator of suns and systems
despiseth not, nor yet the beatings of the few
contrite hearts therein assembled to worship
him—in the cathedral's “long-drawn aisles
and fretted vaults”—n mighty mulltudes ali
26
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crowded 1n silence, as beneath the shadow of
a thunder-cloud, to see some one single human
bemg die—or swajing and swinging back-
wards and forwards, and to and fro, to hai a
victorious armament retorning from the war
of Liberty, with him who hath “taken the
start of this majestic world” conspicuous from
afar i {front, encircled with music, and with
the standard of s unconquered country afloat
above his head Thus, and by many thousand
other potent influences for ever at work, and
from which the human heart can never malke
1ts safe escape—Ilet1t flee to the uttermost parts
of the earth, to the loneliest of the mulutnde
of the 1sles of the sea—are men, who vainly
dream that they are Atheists, forced to feel
God Nor happens this but rarely—nor are
such “angel-visits few and far betveen” As
the most cruel hatv e often, very often, thoughts
tender as dew, so have the most dark often,
very often, thoughts bright as day The sun’s
golden finger writes the name of God on the
clouds, rising or setung, and the Atheist, false-
ly so called, starts in wonder and in delight,
which his soul, because 1t 1s nmmortal, cannot
resist, to behold that Bible suddenly opened
before his eves on the shy Or some old,
decrepit, grayhaired crone, holds out her shri-
velled hand, with dim eyes patiently fixed on
his, silently ashing charity—silently, but in the
holy name of God, and the Atheist, taken un-
aw ares, at the very core of his heart bids “ God
bless her,” as he relieves her uncomplaning
miseries

If then Atheists do exst, and if their death-
beds may be described for the awful or melan-
choly instruction of their fellow-men, let them
be such Atheists as those whom, let us not
hesitate to say i, we may blamelessly love
with a troubled affection, for our Faith may
not have preserved us from sms from which
they are free—and we may gn e even to many
of the qualities of therr most 1mperfect and
unhappy characters almost the name of virtues
No curses on thewr death-beds will they be
heard to uiter No black scowings—no horrid
gnashing of teeth—no hideous shriekigs will
there appal the loving ones who watch and
weep by the side of him who 1s dying discon-
solate  He will hope, and he will fear, now
that there 1s a God indeed everywhere present
—a1sible now 1n the tears that fall, andible now
m the sighs that breathe for his sake—n the
still small voice That Being forgets not those
by whom he has been forgotten, least of all,
the poor “TFool who has said 1n his heart there
1s no God,” and who knows at last that a God
there 1s, not always 1n terror and trembling,
but as often perhaps 1n the assurance of for-
giveness, which undeserved by the best of the
good, may not be withheld even from the worst
of the bad, if the thought of a God and a Sa-
viour pass but for a moment through the dark-
ness of the departing spirit—hke a dove shoot-
g swiftly, with 1ts fair plumage, through the
deep but calm darkness that follows the sub-
sided storm

So, too, with respect to Deists  Of unbe-
hevers i Chnistiamity there are many kinds—
the rechless, the ignorant, the callous, the con-
firmed, the melancholy, the doubting, the de-
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“auld clay bigging” 1n the window-corner, he
cannot mistahe Mistiess Swallow, yet when
flitung 1n fly-search over the streamn, and ever
and anon dipping her wing-uips in the lucid
coolness, ’t1s an equal chance that he misnames
her Miss Maten
‘What constant caution 1s necessary during
the naturahist’s perusal even of the very best
books!' TFrom the veiy best we can only ob-
tam knowledge at second-hand, and this, hike
a story circulated among village gossips, 15
more apt to gamn m falsehood than in tiuth, as
it passes fiom one to another, but mn field
study we go at once to the fountam-head, and
obtamn our facts pure and unalloyed by the
theories and opinions of previous observers
Hence 1t 15 that the ntility of bools hecomes
obvions You witness with your own eyes
some puzzling, perpleaing, sirange, and un-
accountable—fact, twenty difierent statements
of 1t have been given by twenty diflerent orni-
thologists, you consult them all, and gettmg 2
hint fiom one, and a hint fiom another, heie a
.ghmmer of lhight to be followed, and there a
gloom of darkness to be avoided—why, who
knows but that m the end you do yomself
solve the mjystery, and absolutely become not
only happy but illustrious?  Pcople sitting 1n
their own parlour with thear feet on the fender,
or in the sanctum of some muscum, staung at
stuffed speeimens, imagine themselves natural-
1sts, and in their presumptuous and msolent
ignorance, which 1s often total, scorn the wis.
dom of the wanderers of the woods, who have
foi many studious and soliary years been
making themselves famihar with all the beauti-
ful mystentes of mstinetive hfe Tale two
boys, and set them respecuvely to pursue the
two plans of study Iow puzzled and per-
plexed will be the one who poies over the
“intermnable terms” of a system 1 bools,
having meanwhile no access to, or communion
with nature! The poor wretch 1s 10 be pitied
—nor s he any thing else than a slave  DBut
the young naturalist who takes his first lessons
in the fields, observing the unuvalled scene
which creation everywhere displays, 1s per-
petually stadying in the power of dehight and
wonder, and laying vp hnowledge which can
be derived from no other source The rich
boy 1s to be envied, not 1s he any thing clse
than aking 'The one sits bewaldered among
words, the other walks enbightened among
things, the one has not even the shadow,
the other more than the substance~—the very
essence and life of knowledge, and at twelve
years old he may be a better natwahst than
ever the mere bookworm will be, weie he to
outlive old Tommy Balmer
In edocation—late or early—for  heaven’s
sake let us never sepaurate things and words'!
They are marned 1 nature, and what God
hath put together let no man put asunder—'tis
a fatal tivorce Without things, words ac-
cumulated by misery in the memory, had fa
better die than drag ont an useless exisience 1
the darky without words, their stay and.sup-
port, things unaccountably disappear out of
the storehouse, and may be for ever Jost  But
bind a thing with a word, 4 strange lnk,
Stronger than any steel, and softer than any
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silk, and the captive remamns for ever happy
1 its bught puison-house.  On this puneiple,
1t 15 ndeed surprising at how carly an age
children can be mstructed 1n the most interest-
mg parts of natural Instory—ay, even a babe
m arms Remember Colenidge’s beantful hnes
to the Nightingale —
“*That strain again?

Puil fuin it would deiny mey My denr habe,

Wha, capable of no nrticulute gound,

Mars all things with his ymitative lisp,

{Tow he would plnce s hand besude his ear,

Eis dittie hand, the snndl forcninger up,

And bid us listen? and Ideem at wise

To make am Nuture's elald *?

How we come to love the Birds of Bewicle,
and White, and the two Wilsons, and Montagu,
and Mudie, and Knapp, and Selby, and Svam-
son, and Audubon, and many others famihar
with thewr haunts and habuts, their affections
and their passions, tll we feel that they are
imndeed our fellow-creatures, and part of one
wisc and wonderful system! If there be ser-
mons 1 stones, what think ye of the hymns
and psalms, matin and vesper, of the Jark, who
at heaven's gate sings—of the wren, who pipes
her thanksgivings as the slant sunbeam shoots
athwart the mossy porfal of cave, 1t whose
fretted roof she builds her nest aboy e the water-
fall' In cave-roof? VYea—we have seen it so
~—just beneath the cormice But most fiequent-
Iy we have detected her procreant cradle on
old mossy stumyp, moutdensng walls or hving
roch—sometimes 1n cleft of yew-tree o1 haw-
thorn~for hang the globe with its impercepti-
ble orifice in the sunshine or the stoim, and
St Catharme sits within heedless of the outer
world, counting her beads with her sensitinve
breast that Lroods i bliss over the priceless
pearls

Ay, the men we have named, and many
other blameless 1dolaters of Nature, have woi-
shipped her i a uuly religious spirit, and have
taught us their religion  All our great poets
have loved the Munesingers of the woods—
Thomson, and Cowper, and Woidsworth, as
dearly as Spenser, and Shalspeate, and Milton.
From the marticulate language of the groves,
they have inhaled the enthusiasm that msprred
some of the finest of their own nmmortal
strams  “Lonely wanderer of Nature” must
evary poet be—and though often self<wrapt his
wanderings through a spuitual world of s
own, yet as some fair flower silently asks his
eyc to look on1t, some glad bird hus ear sohcits
with a song, how 1mtense is then lus perecep-
tion—his emotion how profound—while bis
spintis thus appealed to, thiongh all 1ts hu-
man sensibilities, by the beauty and the joy
perpetual even i the most soltary places!

Our moral being owes deep obligation to all
who assist us to study natme anght, for be-
heve us, 1t 1s ligh and rare knowledge to know
and to have the truc and full use of our eyes
Mlhons go to the grave inold age without ever
having learned 1t, they were just begmning,
perbaps, to acquire1t, when they sighed to think
that ¢ they who loolk out of the windows weie
darkened,” and that winle they had been in-
structed how to look, sad shadows had fallen
on the whole face of Natuie, and that the tme

for those intuitions was gonge foi ever, Butthe

:
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to whose heart were known but the meanest
charities of nature, yet mean as they were,
how much better 1n such an how, than all his
imagimings most magmficent! I'or had he not
suffered Ins own ofispring to pass avay from
his eyes, even like the wood-shadows, only less
beloved and less regretted? And in the very
midst of the prodigality of love and passion,
whichhehad poured outoverthe creations of his
ever-distempered fancy, let lus living children,
his own flesh and blood, disappear as paupers
i a chance governed world!—A world 1
which neither parental nor filal love were
more than the names of nonentities—Father,
Son, Daughter, Child, but empty syllables,
which philosophy heeded not—or rather Joved
them 1n their emptiness, but despised, hated,
or feared them, when fo1 a moment they
seemed pregnant with 2 meaning from heaven,
zénd each in 1ts holy ultcrance sigmfying
od!'
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No great moral or religious lesson can well
be drawn, or say rather so well, from such
anomalous death-beds, as from those of com-
mon unbelievers To show, 1n all its divine
power, the blessedness of the Christian’s faith,
it must be compared, rather than contrasted,
with the faith of the best and wisest of Deists
The ascendency of the heavenly over the
earthly will then be apparent—as apparent as
the superior lustre of a star to that of a light-
ed-up window mm the mght. For above all
other things 1n which the Christan 1s happier
than the Deist—with the latter, the Iife beyond
the grave 1s but a dark hope—ito the former,
«1mmortality has been brought to light by the
Gospel”  That dsfierence embraces the whole
spirit It may be less felt—less seen when
Life 1s quick and strong for this earth alone
has much and many things to embrace and
enchain our bemg—but 1n death the difference
15 as between mght and day
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FIRST CANTICLE

Tuz present Age, which, after all, 1s a very
pretty and pleasant one, 1s feehngly aline and
widely awake to the mamfold delights and ad-
vantages with which the study of Natural
History swarms, and especially that branch of
1t which unfolds the character and habits, phy-
sicdl, moral, and ntellectual, of those most -
teresting and admirable creatures—DBirds It
1s famigar not only with the shape and colour
of beak, bil}, claw, talon, and plume, but with
the purposes for which they are designed, and
with the instinets which guide their use 1n the
beautiful economy of all-gracious Nature We
1emember the time when the very woid Orm-
thology would have required interpretation in
mixed company , when 2 naturalist was looked
on as a sort of out-of-the-way but amiable
monster Now, one seldom meets with man,
woman, or child, who does not hnow a hawk
from a handsaw, or even, to adopt the more
learned reading, from a heron-shew, a black
swan 15 no longer erroncously considered a
rara avis any more than a black sheep, while
the Glasgow Gander himself, no longer apocry-
phal, has taken his place 1n the national creed,
belief 1n his existence bemng merely blended
with wonder at his magnitude, and some sur-
prise perhaps among the scientifie, that he
should be as yjet the sole specimen of that
enormous Anser

The chief cause of this advancement of
knowledge in one of 1ts most delightful depart-
ments, has been the gradual extension of 1its
study from stale books written by men, to that
boolt ever fresh from the hand of God And
the second—another yet the same—has been
the gradual change wrought by a philosophical
spint 1n the observation, delineation, and ar-
rangement of the facts and laws with which
the science 15 cony grsant, and which 1t exhibits

.n the most perfect harmony and order Neo-
phytes now range for themselves, according to
their capacities and opportunties, the fields,
woods, rivers, lakes, and seas, and proficients,
no longer confining themselves to mere
nomenclature, enrich their worhs with anec-
dotes and traits of character, which, without
departure from truth have imbued bird-bio-
graphy with the double charm of reahty and
romance

Compate the intensity and truth of any na-
tural knowledge insensibly acquired by ob-
servation 1n very early youth, with that cor-
1esponding to 1t picked up m later hfe fiom
books! In fact, the habit of distingmshing
betw een things as different, or of similar forms,
colours, and characters, formed 1n infancy, and
childhood, and boyhood, 1n a free intercourse
and communion with Nature, while we are
merely seeling and finding the divine joy of
novelly and beauty, perpetually occurring be-
fore our eyes 1n all her haunts, may be made
the foundation of an accuracy of yudgment of
mappreciable value as an intellectual endow-
ment. So entirely 1s this true, that we know
many observant persons, that 1s, observant in
all things mtimately related with theiwr own
pursuits, and with the experience of their own
early education, who, with all the pans they
could take 1 after-life, have never been able
to distinguish by name, when they saw them,
above half-a-dozen, if so many, of our British
smgmg-hirds, while as to knowing them by
their song, that 1s wholly beyond the reach of
their umpstructed ear, and a shlfa chants to
them like a yellow yoldnn On seeing a small
bird peeping out of a hole 1n the eaves, and
especially on hearing hum chatier, they shrewdly
suspect him to be a sparrow, though 1t does
not by any means follow that their suspicions
are always verified, and though, when situng
with her white breast so lovely out of the
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science of seemng has now found favourin onr
eyes, and blessings be with them who can dis-
cover, discern, and describe the least as the
greatest of nature’s works—uwho can see as
distinetly the finger of God 1n the lustre of the
humming-bird murmuring round a rose-bush,
as i that of the star of Jove shining solein
heaven '
Talke np now almost any book you may on
any branch of Natural History, and mstead of
the endless, dry details of 1maginary systems
and classifications, m which the ludicrous Jut-
tlenesses of man’s vam ingenuity used to be
set up as a sort of symbolical scheme of reve-
Jation of the sublime varieties of the inferior—
as we choose to call 1—creation of God, you
find high attempts in an humble spirit rather to
ilustrate tendencies and uses, and harmonies,
and order, and design  'With some glorious
exceptions, 1ndeed, the natwalists of the day
gone by showed us a science that was buta
skeleton—nttle but dry bones, with some m-
glorious exceptions, 1ndeed, the naturahsts of
the day thatis now, have been desirous to show
us a hving, breathing, and moving body—to
explain, as far as they might, 1ts mechanism
and uts spurit  Lre another century elapse,
how familiar may men be with all the families
of the flowers of the field, and the birds of the
arr, with all the mnterdependencies of their cha-
racters and their hindreds, perhaps even with
the mystery of that instinct which 1s now seen
working wonders, not only bejond the power
of reason to comprehend, but of 1magination to
concerve '
How deeply enshrouded are felt to be the
mysteries of nature, when, thousands of years
after Anistotle, we hear Audubon confess his
utter 1gonorance of what migrations and non-
migrations mean—that ’t1s hard to understand
why such general laws as these should be—
though their bemgn operation 1s beautifully
seen 1n the happiness provided alike for all—
whether they reside 1 their own comparatively
small localities, nor ever wish to leave them—
or at stated sea<ons mstinctiiely fly away over
thousands of miles, to drop down and setile for
a while on some spot adapted to their necessi-
ties, of which they had prescience afar off;
though seemingly wafted thither like leaves
upon the wind! Verily, as great a mystery 1s
that Natural Religion by the theist studied 1n
woods and on mountains and by sea-shores, as
that Revelation which philosophers will not
believe because they do not understand—the
blinded bigot's scorn” deriding man’s highest
and holiest happinesa—Taith !
‘We must not now go a bird-nesting, but the
first ime we do we shall put Bishop Mant’s
“Months” 1 our pocket The good Bishop—
who must have been an indefatigable bird-
nester in his boyhood—though we answer for
him that he never stole but one egg out of four,
and left undisturbed the callow young—treats
of those beauteous and wondrous structures 1n
a style that might make Professor Rennie jea-
Ious, who has wntten like a Vitruvius on the
architecture of hirds  He eapatiates with un-
controlled delight on the unwearied activity of
the architects, who, without any apprenticeship
to the trade, are journeymen, nay, master-
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builders, the first spring of their full-fledged
lives, with no other tools but a bill, unless we
count their claws, which however seem, and
that only 1 some kmds, to be used but 1n
carrying materials  With thewr breasts and
whole bodies, 1ndeed, most of them round off
the soft insides of therr procreant cradles, il
they fit each brooding bunch of feathers to a
hair’s-breadth, as 1t sits close and low on eggs
or eyeless young, a leetle mgher raised up above
therr gaping babies, as they wax from downy
mfancy inlo plumier childhood, which they do
how swiftly, and how soon have they flown!
You look some sunny morning into the bush,
and the abode 1n which they seemed so cozey
the day befare 1s utterly forsaken by the joy-
ous iwgrates—now feebly fluttering n the nar-
row grove, to themn a wide world filled with
delight and wonder—to be thought of never
more With all the various matenials used by
them 1n building theiwr different domictles, the
Bishop 1s as famihiar as wath the sole matenal
of his own wig—though, by the by, last time
we had the pleasure of seeing and sitting by
him, he wore his own hair—*but that not
much,” for, ike our own, his sconce was
bald, and, like 1t, showed the organ of con-
structiveness as fully developed as Chnistopher
or a Chafiinch He 1s perfectly well acquamnt-
ed, too, with all the diversities of their modes
of building—therr orders of architecture—and
cke with all those of situation chosen by the
kinds—whether seemingly sumple, 1n cunning
that deceives by a show of carelessness and
heedlessness of notice, or with craft of conceal-
ment that baflles the most searching eye—
hanging their beloved secretin gloom not 1m-
pervious to sun and ar—or, trustful in man’s
love of s own home, affixing the nest beneath
the eaves, or 1n the flowers of the latuice, kept
shut for thewr sakes, or half-opened by fair
hands of virgins whose eyes gladden with
heartborn brightness as each morning they
mark the growing beauty of the brood, till they
smile to see one almost as large as 1ts parents
situng on the nim of the nest, when all at once
1t hops over, and, as 1t flutters away like a leaf]
seems surprised that it can fly!

Yet there are still a few wretched quacks
among us whom we may some day perhaps
drive down nto the dirt. There are idiots
who will not even suffer sheep, cows, horses,
and dogs, to escape the disgusting perversions
of their antle anecdotage—who, by all manner
of drivelling les, hibel even the common do-
mestic fowl, and impair the reputation of the
bantam Newspapers are sometimes so 1n-
fested by the trivial trash, that in the nostrls
of a naturalist they smell on the breakfast
table Iike rotten eggs, and there are absolutely
volumes of the slaver bound in linen, and let-
tered with the names of the expectorators on
the outside, resembhing annuals—we almost
fear with prints  In such hands, the ass loses
his natural attributes, and takes the character
of his owner, and as the anecdote-monger is
seen astride on his cuddy, you wonder what
may be the meaning of the appantion, for we
defy you to distingmish the one donk from the
other, the rider from the ridden, except by the
more 1mexpressive cogntenance of the one, and
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bewng into the undistinguishable elements of
their original nothing
What 15 there below the skies like the place
of mighty and departed cities? the vamshing
or vanished capitals of renowned empires?
There 1s no other such desolation The soli-
tudes of nature may be wild and drear, but
they are not hle the solitude from which hu-
man gloryssweptaway The overthiow or de-
cay of mighty human power is, of all thoughts
that can enter the mind, the most overwhelm-
g The whole 1magination 1s at once stirred
by the prostration of that, round which so
many high associations have been collected
for so many ages Beauty seems boin but to
penish, and 1ts fragility 1s seen and felt to be
inherent 1n 1t by a law of its being  But pow-
er gives stability, as 1t were, to human thought,
and we forget our own perishable nature in the
spectacle of some abiding and enduring great-
ness Our own hittle span of years—our own
confined region of space—are lostan the en-
durance and far-spread dominion of some
mighty state, and we feel as if we partook of
its deep-set and triumphant strength  When,
therefore, a great and ancient empire falls into
preces, or when fragments of its power are
heard rent asunder, like column after column
disparting fiom some noble edifice, 1n sad con-
viction, we feel asif all the cities of men were
built on foundations beneath which the earth-
quake sleeps The same doom seems to be
mmminent over all the other langdoms that sull
stand, and in the midst of such changes, and
decays, and overthiows—or as we read of them
of old—we look, under such emotions, on all
power as foundationless, and 1n om wide 1m-
agination embrace empires covered only with
the ruins of theiwr desolation  Yet such 1s the
pride of the human spint, that 1t often uncon-
scrously, under the influence of such imagina-
uon, strives to hide from itself the utter no-
thingness of 1ts mightiest works And when
all 1ts glones are visibly crumbling 1nto dust,
1t creates some imaginary power to overthrow
the fabnies of human greatness—and thus at-
tempts to derive a kind of mournful triumph
even 1 1its very fall Thus, when nations have
faded away in their sins and vices, rotten at
the heart and palsied 1 all then lLimbs, we
strive not to think of that sad internal decay,
but 1magine some mighty power smiting em-
pires and cutung short the records of mortal
magnificence Thus, Faith and Destiny are
said 1n our imagination to lay our glories low
Thus, even the calm and silent aur of Oblivion
has been thought of as an unsparing Power
Time, too, though 1 moral sadness wisely
called a shadow, has been clothed with terrific
attributes, and the sweep of s scythe has
shorn the towery diadem of cities  Thus the
mere sigh 1 which we eapire, has been
changed into active power—and a1l the nations
have with one voice called out “Death ™ And
white mankind have sunk, and fallen, and dis-
appeared 1 the helpleseness of their ovn mor-
tal being, we have sull spoken of powers ar-
rayed agmnst them—powers that are 1n good
fruth only another name for their own weak-
nesses  Thus imagination 1s for ever fighting
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visions ate sublime—conscious even amongst
saddest 1um of her own immortahty

Higher and ligher than ever yose the tower
of Belus, uplified by ecstasy, soars the Linx,
the lyrical poet of the sky  Listen, bsten! and
the moie remote the bird the louder seems s
hymn in heaven He seems, in such altitude,
to have left the eaith for ever, and to have for-
gotten us lowly nest The primoses and the
daisies, and all the sweet hill-flowers, must be
unremembeied m that lofty region of hght.
But just as the Lark 1s lost—he and his song
together—as 1f his onisons had been accepted
—both are seen and heaid fondly wavering
earthwards, and m a little while he 1s walling
with his graceful ciest contented along the
furrows of the brawrded corn, or on the clover
lea that 1n man’s memory has not felt the
ploughshare, or after a pause, in which he
seems dallying with a home-sick passion,
diopping down hike one dead, beside his mate
i her shallow nest -

Of all birds to whom 15 given dominion over
the an, the Lark alone lets loose the power
that 1s 1n his wings only foi the expression of
love and gratitude The eagle sweeps 1 pas-
sion of hunger—poiwsed m the sky his ken 1s
seatching fo1 prey on sea or sward—s flight
15 ever ammated by destruction The dove
seems still to be escaping from something that
pursues—afraid of enemies even 1n the danger-
less sohtudes where the old forests repose mn
primeval peace The heron bhigh over house-
less moots, seems at dusk feaiful m her la-
borious fhight, and weariedly gathers hei long
wings on the tiee-top, as 1f thankful that day
1s done, and night agamn ready with 1ts rest
“«The blackening tramns o’ craws to their re-
pose” 1s an mmage that affects the heat of
“mortal man who hiveth here by toal,” thiough
sympathy with creatures paitahing with him a
common lot. The swallow, for ever on the
wing, and wheehng fitfully before fancy’s eyes
i element adapted for perpetual pastime, 1s
fly 1ng but to feed—Tfor lack of wsects prepares
to forsalke the land of 1ts nativity, and }earns
for the blast to bear 1t across the sea Thou
alone, O Lark' hast wings given thee that
thou mayest be perfectly happy—none other
bird but thoun can at once soar and sing—and
heavenwaird thou seemest to be borne, not
more by those twinkhng pions than by the
ever-varying, ever-deepemng melody eftusing
from thy heart.

Tow 1magination unifies ' then most inten-
sive when worlung with and in the heart
‘Who thinks, when profoundly histening with
his eyes shut to the warbling arr, that there 1s
another lark in cieation?  The Jarh-—sole as
the season—or the rambow We can faney
he sings to charm our own particular car—to
please us descends 1nto silence—for our sakes
ereets his erest as he walks confidingly near
our feet Nat till the dream-circle, of which
ourselves are the centre, dissolves o1 subsides,
do the farest sights and sweetest soundsn
nature lose their relationship tous the beholder
and hearer, and relapse into the common pro-
perty of alt our kand  To self appertans the
whole sensuous as well as the whole sputual

agamnst troth—and even when humbled, her

world Lgoism 1s the creator of all beauty
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bird Where a Thrash is, we defy jou to an-
ticipate his song in the ' morming  He 15 m-
deed an early riser By the way, Chanticleer
1s far from being so  You hear lum crowing
away from shortly after midmght, and, in your
sumplicity, may suppose hum to be up and
struting about the premiscs Far from 1t ,—
he 1s at that very moment perched mm his
polygamy, between tvo of his fattest wrves
The sultan will perhaps not stir a foot for
several hours to come, while all the ume the
Thrush, having long ago rubbed his eyes, 1s
on lis topmast twig, broad awake, and charm-
g the ear of daw n vath lns beautiful voeifera-
tion  Durmmg mid-day he disappears, and 1s
mute , but agamn, at dewy even, as at dewy
morn, he pours s pipe hike a prodigal, nor
ceases sometimes vhen mght has brought the
moon and slars
Best beloved, and most beautiful of _all
Thrushes that ever broke from the blue-spot-
ted shell'—thou who, for five springs, hast
“hung thy procreant cradle” among the roses
and honeysuckles, and 11y, and clematis that
embower m bloom the lattice of our Cottage-
study—how farestthou now in thesnow 7 Con-
sider the whole place as your own, my dear
bird, and remember, that when the gardener’s
children sprinkie food for you and yours all
along your favourte haunts, that 1t 15 done by
our orders And when all the earth 1s gieer
agamn, and all the sky blue, you will velcome
us to our rural domicile, with hght feet run-
ning before us among the winter leaves, and
then shim awaj to your mev nest 1n the old
spot, then about to be somes hat more cheerful
in the undisturbing din of the human life with-
1n the flow ery walls
Nay—how can we forget what 1s for ever
before our eyes' Blesscd be Thou—on thy
shadowy bed, belonging equally to earth and
heaven—O Isle' who art called the Beautiful?
and who of thyself canst make all the Lake
one floating Paradise—even were her shore-
hills silvan no more—gron cless the bases of all
her remoter mountains—effaced that loveliest
splendour, sun-painted on their sky-piercing
chffis  And can 1t be that we have forsaken
Thee' Fairy-land and Love-land of our youth'!
Hath mmagination left our bramn, and passion
our heart, so that we can bear banishment
from Thee and yetendure lifet Such loss not
yet 15 ours—witness these gushing tears. But
Duty, “stern daughter of the voice of God,”
dooms us to breathe our morning and evening
orisons far from hearmg and sight of Thee,
whose music and whose hght conuinue glad-
dening other ears and other eyes—as 1f ours
had there never listened—and never gazed
As 1f thy worshipper—and sun' moon! and
stars' he ashs ye il he loved notyou and your
1mages—as if thy worshipper—O Windermere!
verc—dead' And does duty dispense no re-
ward to them who sacrifice ather bidding what
was once the very soul of ife? Yes! an ex-
cevling great reward—ample as the heart's
desire—{or conicntment 1s born of obedience
—where no repinings are, the wings of thought
are mmped beyond the power of the eagle's
plumes, and happy are v e nov —with the hu-
man smiles and y oces we lot ¢ even more than
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thine, thon farrest region of nature' happier
than when we rippled in our pmnace through
the billowy moonhight—than when we satalone
on the mountain within the thunder-clound

Why do the songs of the Blackbird and
Thrush mahe us think of the songless Star-
11~%61 It matters not We do think of him, and
<ee hum too—a loveable bird, and his abode 1s
majestic. What an object of wonder andaweis
an old Castletoaboyishimagnation ! Ttsheight
how dreadfal! up to whose mouldenng edges
his fear carries him, and hangs him over the
battlements?! Whatbeanty 1n those unapproach-
able wall-flow ers, that cast a brightness on the
old brown stones of the edifice, and make the
ltorror pleasing? That sound so far below,1s
the sound of a stream the eje cannot reach—
of a waterfall echomng for ever among the black
rocks and pools ‘The school-boy hnovs but
hitile of the history of the old Castle—but that
hittle 35 of war, and witcheraft, and imprison-
ment, and bloodshed The ghostly ghmmer
of anuquity appals him—he visits the ruin
only with 2 companion, and at mid-day There
and then 1t was that we first saw a Starhing
‘We heard something wild and wonderful in
their harsh seream, as they sat upon the edge
of the battlements, or flen out of the chinks
and crannies There were Martens too, so
different 1n their looks from the pretty House-
Swallows—Jack-davs clamouring afresh at
every time we waied our caps, or vamly
slung a pebble towards their nests—and one
grote of elms, to whose top, much lower than
the castle, came, ever and anon, some nosseless
Heron from the Murs

Ruins' Among all the external objects of
imagination, surely they are most affecting?!
Some sumptuous edifice of a former age, still
<tanding in 1ts undecayed strength, has un-
doubtedly a great command oier us, from the
ages that have flowed over 1t, but the moul-
dering edifice which Nature has begun to win
to herself, and to dissolve into her own bosom,
1s far more touching to the heart, and more
awakeming to the spint It 1s beautiful n sts
decay~not merely because green leaves, and
wild flowers, and creeping mosses soften 1ts
rugged frovns, but because they have sovn
themselves on the decay of greatness, they are
monitors to our fancy, ke the flowers on 2
grave, of the untroubled rest of the dead Bat-
tlements riven by the hand of time, and clois-
tered arches reft and rent, speak to us of the
warfare and of the picty of our ancestors, of
the pride of their might, and the consolations
of their sorrow they revive dim shadows of
departed life, evohed from the land of forget-
fulness, but they touch us more deeply when
the brightness which the sun flings on the
broken arches, and the warbling of birds that
are nestled 1n the chambers of princes, and the
moamng of winds through the crevices of
towers, round which the surges of war were
shattered and driven back, lay those phantoms
again to rest n their silent bed, and show us,
1n the monuments of human hife and power,
the visible footsteps of Time and Obhivion
coming on 1n their everlasting and irresistible
career, to sweep dovn our perishable race,
and to reduce all the forms of our momentary
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furze brake, or on the briery knoll. You often
find the lintie’s nest 1n the most solitary places
—1n some small self-sown clump of trees by
the brink of a wild hll-stream, or on the tan-
gled edge of a forest, and just as often you
find 1t 1n the hedgerow of the cottage garden
or 1 a bower within, or even in an old goose-
berry bush that has grown 1nto a sort of tree
One wild and beautiful place we well re-
member—ay, the very bush in which we first
found a gray hintie’s nest—fo1 in our pansh,
from some cause or other, i1t was rather a
ransh bird  That far-away day 15 as distinet
as the present xow Imagine, fiiend, first, a
Inttle well surrounded with wild cresses on the
moor, something hke a rivulet flows from 1t,
or rather you see a deep unge of verdure, the
Ine of which, you believe, must be produced
by the oozing moisture—jy ou follow 1t, and by
and by there 1s a descent palpable to your feet
~—then jou find yourself between low broomy
knolls, that, heighteming every step, become
erelong banks, and braes, and hills  You are
surprised now {o see a stream, and look round
for its source—and there seem now to be a
hundred small sources 1n fisswmies and spring on
every side—j ou hear the murmurs of 1ts course
over beds of sand and gravel—and haik, a
waterfall' A tree or two begins to shake 1ts
tresses on the holizon—a birch or a rowan
You get ready your angle~and by the time
you han e panniercd three dozen, you are at a
wooden bridge—3 ou fish the poolaboye 1t with
the delicate dextenity of a Boaz, capture the
monarch of the flood, and on hfung your eyes
from his stany side as he gasps Ius last on the
silvery shore, vou behold a Cottage at ome
gable-end an ash, at the other a sycamore, and
standing perhaps at the lonely door, a maiden
hke a fairy or an angel
This 1s the Age of Confessions, and why,
therefore, may we not make a confession of
first-love? We had finished our sivteenth
year—and we were almost as tall as we are
now, for owm figure was then stiaight as an
arrow, and almost hke an arrow in uts flight
‘We had given over bird-nesting—but we had
not ceased to visit the dell whese first we found
the Gray Lintie’s brood  Tale-writers arve told
> by eiitics tnh remember that the y oung shepherd-
esses of Scotland are not beautiful as the fiction
of a poel’sdieam Butsnrwas beautiful beyond
poetry. She was so then, ihen passion and
1magination nere young—and her image, her
undying, unfading image, 1s so now, when
passion and imagination are old, and when
from eye and soul have disappeared much of
the beauty and glory both of nature and hfe
We loved her from the first moment that our
«eyes met—zand we see thetr hight at this mo-
ment—the same soft, burning light, that set
body and soul on fire She was but a poor
shepherd’s daughtery but what was that to us,
when we heard her voice singing one of her
old plaintive ballads among the braes 2—When
we sat down beside her—when the same plaxd
was drawn over our shoulders in the rain-storm
~—when we asked ber for a kiss$] and was not
refused—for what had she to fea1 1n her beauty,
and her innocence, and her filal piety —and
were we not a mere boy, 1n the bliss of passion,
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1gnorant of deceit or dishonour, and with a
heart open to the eyes of all as to the gates of
heaven? What music was in that stream!'
Could “ Sabean odours from the spicy shores
of Araby the Blest” so penetrate our soul, as
that breath, balmier than the broom on which
we sat, forgetful of all other human life!
Father, mother, brothers, sisters, uncles, and
aunts, and cousins, and all the tribe of friends
that would throw us off—if we should be so
base and mad as to marry a low-born, lon-
bread, 1gnorant, uneducated, crafty, ay, crafty
and desigmug beggar—were all forgotten 1n
our delrum—if mdeed 1t were dehirimn-—and
not an everlastingly-sacred devotion to nature
and to trnth  TFor 1n what were we deluded?
A voice—a faint and dewy volee—deadened
by the earth that fills up her grave, and by the
turf that, at this very hour, 1s evpanding its
primroses to the dew of heayen—answers, “In
nothing

“Ha' ha' ha' exclaims some reader m
derision  “ Here’s an attempt at the pathetic !
~—a miserable attempt indeed, for who cares
about the death of a mean hut girl7—wue are
sick of low life” Why,as to that matter, who
caies for the death of any one mortal being?
Who weeps for the death of the late Tmperor
of all the Russias? Who wept over INapoleon
the Gieat? When Chatham or Burke, Pitt or
Fou dred—don’t pretend to tell hies about a
nation’s tears  And 1f y ourself, who, perhaps,
are not 1n low life, were to die1n half an hour,
(don’t be alarmed,) all who knew jou—except
tw o or three of y our bosom friends, who, partly
fiom being somewhat dull. and partly from
wishing to be decent, might whine—would
walk along George's Street, at the fashionable
hour of three, the very day after your funeral.
Nor would 1t ever enter their heads to abstain
from a dinner at the Club, ordered perhaps by
yourself a fortmght ago, at which time jou
were 1n Tude health, merely because jou had
foolishly allowed a cold to fasten upon your
lungs, and carry jou off in the prune and pro-
mise of your professional ife  In spite of all
vour critical slang, therefore, Mr Editor, or
Master Contributor to some Iaterary Journal,
sue though a poor Srottish Herd, was most
beautiful, and when, but a week afier taking
farewell of her, we went, according to our
1y st, to fold her mtour arms, and was told by
her father that she was dead,—ay, dead—that
she had no existence—that she wasn a coffin,
—u hen we awoke from the dead-fit in which
we had lamn on the floor of that cottage, and
saw her in her grave-clothes within an hour to
be buried—when we stood at her buual—and
knew that never more were we or the day to
behold her presence—n e learned then how 1m-
measurably misers can surpass happmess—
that the soul 1s 1gnorant of its own being, tll
all at once a thundei-stone plunges down 1its
depths, and groans gurgle upwards upbraiding
Heaven

How casily can the heait change its mood
from the awful to the solemn~—from the solemn
to the sweet—and from the sweet to the gay—
while the murth of this careless moment 1s un-
consciously tempered by the influence of that
holy hour that has subsided but not ded, and
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and all bliss, of all hope and of all faith Even
thus doth imagination unify Sabbath worship
All our beloved Scotland 1s to the devout
breast on that day onc House of God Each
congregation—however far apart—hears but
one hymn-—sympathy with all 1s an all-com-
prehensive self—and Christian love of our
brethren 1s evolved from the conviction that
we have ourselves a soul to be saved or lost.
Yet, methinks, 1magmation loveth just as
well to pursne an oppostle process, and to fur-
nish food to the heart i separate picture after
separaie picture, one and all imbued not with
the same but congenial sentiment, and there-
fore succeeding one another at her will, be her
“wiil mtmated by mild bidding or imperial
command In such mood imagination, in still
sertes, visions a thousand parish-kurks, each
with its own characteristic locahties, Sabbath-
sanctified , distnibutes the beauty of that hal-
lowed day mn allotments all over the happy
Jand—so that in one Sabbath there are a thou-
sand Sabbaths
Keep caroling, then, altogether, ye countless
Larks, till heaven 1s one hymn' Imagimnation
thinks she sees ecach particular field that sends
up s own smger to the sky—that the spot of
each particnlar nest  And of the many hearts
all over loveliest Scotland in the sweet vernal
season a-hstening your lays, she 15 with the
quuet beatings of the happy, with the tumult 1n
them that would wish to break! The httle
marden by the well 1n the brae-side above the
cottage, with the Bible on her knees, left 1n
tendance of an infant—the paisied crone
placed safely 1n the sunshine il after service
—the sichly student meditating 1 the shade,
and somew hat sadly thinking that these spring
flowers are the last his eyes may see—lovers
walling together on the Sabbath before their
marriage to the house of God-life-wearied
wanderers without a home—~—remorseful men
touched by the tnnocent happness they cannot
help hcaring 1n heaven—~the skeptic—the un-
believer—the atheistto whom “hope comes not
that comes to all” What different meanings
to such different auditors hath the same music
at the =amne moment filling the same sky!
Does the Lark ever sing m winter? Ay,
sometimes January 1s visited with a May-da;
hour, and 1n the genial glimpse, though the
carth be yet barer than the sky, the Lark, mute
for months, fecls called on by the sun to sing,
not so near to heaven’s gate, and a shorter than
vernal lyric, or during that sweetest season
when neither he nor you can say whether 1t 1s
summer or but spring  Unmated yet, nor of
mate solicitous, 1n pure joy of heart he cannot
refrain from ascent and song, but the snow-
clouds look cold, and ere he has mounted as
high azain as the church-spire, the aimless
impulse dies, and he comes wavering down
silently to the yet unprimrosed brae
In our boyish days, we never felt that the
Spring had really come ull the elear-singing
Lark went careening heforcour gladdencd eyes
away up to heaven Then all the earth wore
a vernal look, and the ringing shy said, “win-
ter 1s over und gone” As we roamed, on a
holiday, over tue wide pastoral moors, to angle
i the lechs and pocg_;, unless the day were
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very cloudy the song of some lark or other
was stll warbling aloft,and made a partof our
happiness The creature could not have been
more joyful in the skies than we were on the
greensward We, too, had our wings, and flew
through our holiday Thou soul of glee! who
stull leddes{ our flight 1n all our pastimes—re-
presentative child of Irn'—wildest of the
wild—brightest of the bright—boldest of the
bold '—the lark-loved vales in their stillness
were no home for thee The green glens of
ocean, created by swelling and subsiding
storms, or by calms around thy ship trans-
formed into i1mmeasurable plams, they filled
thy fancy with 1mages domtnant over the me-
mories of the steadfast earth. The petterel
and the haleyon were the birds the sailor
loved, and he forgot the songs of the inland
woods 1 the moanings that haunt the very
heart of the tumultuocus sea  Of that ship no-
thing was ever known but that she perished.
He, too, the grave and thoughtful Enghsh boy,
whose exquisite scholarship we all so enthusi-
astically admired, without one single particle
of hopeless envy—and who accompanied us
on all our vnldest expeditions, rather from af-
fection to his playmates than any love of their
sporis—he who, tmid and unadventurous as
he seemed to be, yet rescued Little Marian of
the Brae from a drowning death when so many
grown-up men stood aloef in selfish feir—
gone, too, for ever art thou, our beloved Ed-
ward Harringlon! and, after a few brithant
years 1n the oriental clime,

~——=on Hoogzley's banks nfar,
Look9 down on thy lone tomb the Cvemng Star *’

How genius shone o’er thy fine features, yet
how pale thou ever wast! thou who sat'st then
by the Sailor’s side, and Iistened to his sallies
with a mournful smile—friend! dearest to our
soul! loving us far better than we deserved,
for though faultless thou, et tolerant of all our
frailies—and 1n those days of hope from thy
lips how elevating was praise’ Yet how sel-
dom do we think of thee! Tor months—years
—not at all—not once—sometimes not even
when by some chance we hear your name!
It meets our eyes written on hoolks that once
belonged to you and that you gave us—and
yet of yourself it recalls no image Yet we
sank down to the floor on heanng thou wast
dead—ungrateful to thy memory for many
years we were not—but 1t faded away till we
forgot thee uiterly, except when sleep showed
thy grave! -

Methinks ve hear the song of the Gnax
Lintrr, the darhing bird of Scotland  None
othersmore tenderly sung of 1n our old ballads
When the simple and fervent love-poets of our
pastoral times first applied to the maiden the
words, “mjy bonnie burdie,” they must have
been thinlung of the Gray Lintie—its plumage
ungaudy and soberly pure—its shape elegant
yet unobtrusive—and its song various without
any effort—now rich, gay, sprightly, but never
rude nor niotous—now tender, almost mourn-
ful, but never gloomy or desponding  So, too,
are all 1ts habits, endearing and dehightfal It
15 social, jet not averse lo solitude, singing
often 1n groups, and as ofien by usclf m the
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confinement—itle closest, most unaccompanied
confinement—make oneof ourselves unhappy?
Is the shoemaker, sitting with his head on his
Imees, 1n a hole mn the wall from morning to
night, 1 any respect to be pitied? Is the so-
Iitary orphan, that sits all day sewingin agar-
ret, while the old woman for whom she woiks
1s out washing, an object of compassion? or
the widow of fourscore, hurkhing over the em-
bers, with a stump of a pipe 1n her toothless
mouth? Isitsosad athing indeed to be alone?
or to have one’s motions cireumsenbed within
the narrowest 1maginable himits? Nonsense
all? )

Then, gentle reader, were you ever in a
Highland shiehng? Often since you read our
Recreations It 1s bult of turf; and1s hterally
ahve, for the beautiful heather 1s blooming,
wild-flowers and walls and roof are one sound
of bees The industrious hittle creatures must
have come several long miles for their balmy
spoll There 1s but one human creature 1n
that shieling, but he 15 not at all solitary. He
no more wearles of that lonesome place than
do the sunbeams or the shadows T'o himself
alone he chaunts his old Gaelic songs, or
frames wild ditties of his own to the raven or
the red-deer Months thus pass on, and he
descends agam to the lower country Perhaps
he goes to the wars—fights—bleeds—and re-
turns to Badenoch or Lochaber, and once
more, blending in his 1magination the battles
of his own regiment, i Egypt, Spain, or Flan-
ders, with the deeds done of yore by Ossian
sung, sits contented by the door of the same
shieling, restored and beautified, in which He
had dreamt away the summers of lus youth

What has become—ue wonder—of Dart-
meor Prison? During that long war 1is huge
and hideous bulk was filled with Frenchmen—
ay—

“Men of all chimes—attach’d to none—w ere there,””

-—a desperate race—robbers and reavers, and
ruffians and rapers, and pirates and murderers
mingled with the heroes who, fired by freedom,
had fought for the land of lilies, with its vine-
vales and “ hills of sweet myrtie”—doomed to
die 1n capiivity, immured 1n that doleful man-
ston on the sullen moor There thousands
pwed and wore away and wasted—and when
not another groan remaimed within the bones
of therr breasts, they gave up the ghost. Young
heroes prematurely old 1n bafled passions—
Iife’s best and strongest passions, that scorned
10 go to sleep butin the sleep of death These
died 1n their golden prime  With them went
down into unpitied and unhonoured graves—
for pity and honour dwell not n houses so
haunted—veterans i their iron age—some
self-smitten with ghastly wounds that let life
finally bubble out of sinewy neck or shaggy
bosom—or the poison-bowl convulsed therr
mant limbs unto nnquivering rest  Yet there
you saw a wild strange tumault of troubled hap-,
pmess—which, as you looked anto his heart,
was transfigured into misery Their volatile
spirts fluttered 1n their cage, like birds that
seem not to hate nor to be happy mn confine-
nei] but, hanging by beak or claws, to be often
Playiug wath the ghitering wires—to be amus-
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g themselves, sp 1t seems, with drawing up,
by small enginery, their food and drink, which
soon sickens, however, on their stomachs, tll,
with rufled plumage, they are often found mn
the morning lying on their backs, with clench-
ed feet, and neck bent as if twisted, on the
scribbled sand, stone-dead There you saw
pale youths—boy s almost hike girls, so delicate
looked they in that hot infected awr which
ventilate1t as vou will, 1s never felt to breathe
on the face hke the fresh air of hiberty—once
bold and bright midshipmen n frigate or first~
rater, and saved by being picked up by the
boats of the ship that had sunk her by one
double-shotted broadside, or sent her in one
explosion ‘splintering 1nto the sky, and splash-
Ing 1nto the <ea, 1n less than a minute thethun-
der silent, and the fiery shower over and gone
~—there you saw,such lads as these, who used
almost to weep if they got not duly the dear-
desired letter from sister or sweetheart, and
when they did duly get 1t, opened 1t wath trem-
bling fingers, and even then let drop some na-
tural tears—there we saw them leaping and
dancing, with gross gesnculations and hornd
oaths obscene, with grun outcasts from natare,
whose mustached mouths were rank with sin
and pollution—monsters for,whom hell was
yawnming—then mortal mire already possessed
with a demon There, wretched, wo-begone,
and wearied out with recklessness and despe-
ration, many wooed Chance and Fortung, who
they hoped might' yet listen to their prayers—
and kept ratthng the dice—cursing them that
gave the indulgence—even n their cells of

pumshment for disobedience or mutiny There

you saw some, who i the crowded courts

“sat apait retired,”—bringing the practised

skill that once supporied, or the native genius

that once adorned hife, to bear on beautiful

contrivances and fancies elaborately executed

with meanest instruments, till they rivalled or

outdid the work of art assisted by all the mi-

nistries of science And thus won they a poor

pittance wherewithal to purchase some lttle

comfort or luxury, or ornament_to theiwr per-

sons , for vanity had not forsaken some m therr

rusty squalor, and they sought to please her,

their mastress or thewr bride There you saw

accomplished men conjuring befére their eyes,

on the paper or the canvas, to feed the long-

1ngs of their souls, the lights and the shadows of

the dear days that far away were beautifyang

some <acred spot of “la belle Fran.c”~—perhaps

some festal scene, for love 1n sorrow 1s still

true to remembered Joy—where once with

youths and maidens

“They led the dance beside the murmuring Loire ”

There you heard—and hushed then was all the
hubbub—some clear silver voice, sw eet almost
as woman’s, yet full of manhood 1n 1ts depths,
singimg to the gay guitar, touched, though the
musician was of the best and noblest blood of
{France, with a master’s hand, “La bclle Ga-
brielle’ And there might be seen, in the so-
htude of their own abstractions, men with
minds that had sounded the profounds of
seience, and, seemingly undisturbed by all that
clamour, pursming the mysteries of Iines and
‘numbers—conversing with the harmomous
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continurs 10 coloyr the most ordinary emotien
a< the cammon things of Lanh look all s vhier
1 imbabed ight even after the sorene yponn that
had 3icided 31 s no more visible i her place!
Moot gentle are such transiuone n the calm
of nture and of the heart, all true peoetry
full of them, and in mu«e how pleas »nt are
they or haw aflectmg’  Lhoee alternations of
tears and smiles, of fers ent acurations and of
quiet thoughts' The orran and the Tohan
harp®  As the ane has ceasad peating prave,
we can bst the other vrepinng d——nor frels
the <oul any Joss of emotton s the ehanpe—
wull iue to iteddf and s wondrons nature—
et as s «o when from the suncat eloods at
trns ste (yes to adoure the beauty of a dew-
drap or an ecet 3 wing

Now, we hear many of our readers erng
ont agaunst the barbanty of confining the fice
denizens of the airin wire or wicher Cacun
Gentle readers, do, we pray, heep your com-
passion for other objects  Or, 3 you are dis-
postd 10 be argumentatinve with us, et uy just
walk down stairs to the Jarder, and v 1 the
public truly what e there hehold——three brice
of partndtes, tvo ditto of moorfovl, a cock
ypheasant, poor fellow j—a man and his wife ot
the aguatic or duch hind and a vooleoct,
vatnly presenting s long Chnstmas bll—

*home slerphip Bili'd—
Al murder™d *

Why, vou are indecd a maost lomeal reasoner,
and 1 most conaderate Christizn, when yon
launch out mto an mvective agamnst the cru-
t1ty exhibited 1n our Cage  Letus leave this
den of murder, and have a plass of our home-
made froptignac in our own Sanctom,. Come,
come, siv—lodk on this newly-married couple
of Cananryys —The architt cture of their nest
15 eertamly not of the florid order, but my Tady
Yellowlees wits on st a well satisfied bnde
Come back in a dry o1 tup, and you wall see
her nurang tnplets Me nuhile, hear the
car-prereing fife of the brndegroom '—Where
will you find a set of happier people, unless
perhaps 1t ben our parlour, or om hibrary, or
our nursery T Tor, to tell y ou the truth, th e
1A eage or twoan almoest every room of the

howse  Where s in eruelty~hen, arinvenr
blood “ained farder® But you must eat, vou
1eply We apswer—not necessardy birde

‘The guestian 12 gbout irde—cruelty to landss
and were that cagacises old wild-poose, v hom
one wunple momont of heedlrsenesy breurt
gt Wedneoday 10 jour borpitable beard, o
this meoment ahyve, o beqra part in our con.
versptinn, oM you dream thay, wahy all yvoor
meenugy ond eloguence, yau eould prrosade
him—the now defunct and diewretetethial you
bad been nnder the punful nrecsaty of e,
hin south vtefling and apple squee?

T tot an waten taat an ernthelorss
hewd i eruetmlyr 1 100%d bunisne Mere
thrcntafiors sre 1ol omneholng e mand ve
have hnovan Yoore thn o of her trbe wig!
Yokt heve Jiad s o cemnpte nostranghn then
OUN 0 B v G peptef fath ve Y sor

trar aratolops 0 oespnnt cath 5 peoir erag
et shive b ogaue Rl grerd leane 5o, th
ety dendy Theps 1o et i

b4
RO hag T W vemnr it Lo
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and tre of thonsonde are feer s bt the grag
tho'orey hnows the =eaenns when death s
Ieast affirtis c=Ne 1y prereiful i hue wivtor
—for the ¢pvit of hnowjedre g5 prostle—rrd
sthonehis that do oftes hie too dorp fir tear
reconede hum o the fluty it ¢ ar 4 raffied plo
mage bloeltamed b, deatr "Tiv hanl, for
rxamplt, o be obhized t chont »p Zennida
dovet Yete Zenmda gove must die for Ando.
ban’s Hlustratons Ho v many has he foved
 Ule, end tenderly preeerocd! Snd bew
meny more prgeons of all worte, cocked i alt
sl have sou devourcd— iy tventy for his
pne—yon bemne a glatton and epicnys gn the
~ame inhumasn form, and he Teng amteuir a2
all tmes wath the plunet fire—a ralad por-
haps of 3 ater eres<ey plucked from o opringin
the fure t glade, or a bit of pr mmicon, ora wa-
fer of postable soup melted 1n the pat of some
synatier—pud <hired with the adminnge ehsl-
dren before a deop has been promittr d 1o toreh
e ov n abeiemuous Lips

The intelhzent anthor of the ¢ I'reqlier on
Britrh Birds” daes not condoccend to jusufy
the nght we clum to encape them; bt bis
shows s genmne humamiy an nctructing us
how to render hpps and hediful thewr -
pricarunant - Hecavssery pratuly, “ Whnt are
town gardens aad hrubberies mn squaree, bt
an attempt to rurraze the city ' <o ctrong 19
the drsire 1n man 1o parucipate 1 courr;
pleasurcs, that he tries to bring some of ther
even o lus room Plants and tards ore ~oughi
after with avdity, and chenichied * 1th dehiglt
With floners he endr 1vours to mal o hus apars-
ments recemble A zgarden, and thinks of croses
and fields, as br lisiens 1o the wald swent me
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and heart—there she 1s new-lighted on the
ledge of a precipice, and fancy hears her yell
and its echo Beak and talons, all her hife
long, have had a stain of blood, for the mur-
deress observes no Sabbath, and seldom dips
them 1 loch or-sea, except when dashing
down suddenly among the teinfied water-fowl
from her watch-tower 1n the sky The week-
old fawn had left the doe’s side but for a mo-
mentary race along the edge of the coppice; a
rustle and a shadow—and the burden,is borne
off to the chiffs of Benevis In an instant the
small amimal 1s dead-—after a short exultation
torn 1nto pieces, and by eagles and eaglets de-
voured, 1ts unswallowed or undigested bones
mungle with those of many other creatures,
encumbering the eyrie, and strewed around 1t
over the bloody platform on which the young
demons craw} forth to enjoy the sunshine
Oh for the Lafe of an Eagle wnitten by him-
self* It would outsell the Confessions even
of the Enghsh Opium-Eater Proudly would
he, or she, write of birth and parentage On
the rock of ages he first opened his eyes to the
sun, 1n noble mstinct afironting and outstaring
the light. The Great Glen of Scotland—hath
1t not been the inheritance of his ancestors for
many thousand years? No polluiing mixture
of 1ignoble blood, from intermarriages of neces-
sity or convenience with kite, buzzard, hawk,
or falcon. No, the Golden Eagle of Glen-Fal-
loch, surnamed the Sun-starers, have formed
alliances with the Golden Eagles of Crnachan
Benlawers, Shehallion, and Lochnagair—the
Laghtming-Ghints, the Flood-fallers, the Storm-
wheelers, the Cloud-cleavers, ever since the
deluge The education of the autobiographer
had not been intrusted to a puivate tutor  Pa-
rental eyes, beaks, and talons, provided sus-
tenance for his infant frame, and in that capa-
cious eyrie, year after year repaired by diy
branches from the desert, parental advice was
yelled mto him, meet for the expansion of his
mstinct, as wide and wonderful as the reason
of earth-crawling man What a noble natu-
rahst did he, 1n a single session at the College
of the CIff, become' Of the customs, and
habits, and haunts of all inferior creatures, he
speedily made himself master—ours included
Nor was his knowledge confined to theory, but
reduced to daily practice He kept himself n
constant traiming—taking a flight of a couple
of hundred miles before breakfast—paying a
forenoon visit to the farthest of the Hebnide
Isies, and returming to dinner in Glenco In
one day he has flown to Norway on a visit to
his uncle by the mother’s side, and returned
the next to comfort ls paternal uncle, l31ng
sick at the Head of the Cambrian Dee He
soon learned to despise himself for having once
yelled for food, when food was none, and to
s1t or sail, on rock or through ether, athirst and
an hungered, but mute The virtues of pa-
tience, endurance, and fortitude, have become
with him, 1n strict accordance with the Aris-
totehan Moral Philosophy—habits A Pen-
pateuc Philosopher he could hardly be called
—properly speaking, he belongs to the Solar
School—an “airy seet, who take very high
ground, indulge 1in lofty flights, and are often
lost 1n the clouds Now and then‘a hght
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chapter might be mntroduced, setting forth how
he and other youngsters of the Blood Royal
i were wont to take an occasional game at High-
Jinks, or tourney in air lists, the champions on
opposite sides flying from the Perthshire and
from the Argyleshire mountains, and encoun-
tering with a clash 1 the azure common, six
thousand feet high  But the fever of love
burned 1 his blood, and flying to the moun-
tams of ancther continent, 1n obedience to the
yell of an old oral tradition, he wooed and won
his virgin bride—a monstious beauty, wider-
winged than himself, to kill or caress, and
bearing the proof of her noble nativity i the
radiant Ins that belongs n perfection of fierce-
ness but to the Sun-starers, and in them 1s
found, unimpaired by cloudiest clime, over the
uttermost parts of the earth The brnidegroom
and his bride, during the honey-moon, slept on
the naked 10ck——till they had bwlt their eyrie
beneath 1ts chfi~canopy on the mountain-brow
‘When the bride was “as Eagles wish to be
who love therr lords”~—devoted unto her was
the bridegroom, even as the cushat murmuring
to his brooding mate 1 the central pine-grove
of a foiest Tenderly did he drop from his
talons, close beside her beak, the delicate spring
lamb, or the too early leveret, owing to the
hurried and mprudent marriage of its parents
before March, buried mm a living tomb on
April’s closing day Through all thy glens,
Albin' hadst thou reason to mourn, at the
bursting of the shells that Queen-bird had been
cherishing beneath her bosom Aloftin heaven
wheeled the Royal Pair, from nsmg to setling
sun Among the bright-blooming heather they
espied the tartan’d shepherd, or hunter ereep-
mg like a hzard, and fiom behind the vamn
shadow of a rock watching with his nifle the
flight he would fain see shorn of 1ts beams
The flocks were thinned—and the bleating of
desolate dams among the woolly people heard
from many a brae Poison was strewn over
the glens for their destruction, but the Bagle,
like the hon, preys not on carcasses, and the
shepherd dogs howled 1n agony over the car-
rion 1 which they devoured death Ha' was
not that a day of triumph to the Sun-starers of
Cruachan, when sky-hunting in couples, far
down on the greensward before the rumed
gateway of Kilchurn Castle, they saw, left all
to himself 1n the sunshine,'the infant herr of
the Campbell of Breadalbane, the chuld of the
Lord of Glenorchy and all its syyeams*' Four
talons 1n an 1nstant were m s heart Too
late were the outeries from all the turrets, for
ere the castle-gates were flung open, the golden
head of the royal babe was lymg 1 gore, in
the Eyrie on the on ramparts of Ben Slarive
—his blue eyes dug out—his rosy cheeks torn
—and his bramms droppmg from beaks that
revelled yelling within the shull '—Such are a
few hints for “Some Passages 1 the Lafe of
the Golden Eagle, wnitten by Himself,’—mn
one volume crown octavo—Blackwoods, Ddin-
burgh and London

. O heavens and earth'—forests and barn-
yards! what a difference with a distinction
between a GoLnrs Eacrr and a Grers Goosr!
There, all neck and bottom, splay-footed, and
hissing 1n muserable umtation of a serpent,
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and lofty stars of heaven, deaf to all the dis-
cord and despair of earth Or religious sull
even more than they—for those were mental,
these spiritual—jyou beheld there men, whose
heads before therr time were becoming gray,
meditating on therr own souls, and 1n holy
hope and humble trost in their Redeemer, 1f
not yet prepared perpetually prepanng them-
sehves for the world to come!
To return to Birds in Cages,—they are,
when well, umformly as happy as the day 1s
long What else conld oblige them, whether
they will or no, to burst out 1nto song—to hop
about so pleased and pert—to play such fan-
tastic tricks, like so many whirhgigs—to sleep
so soundly, and to awake mto a small, shrill,
compressed twitter of joy at the dawn of Iight?
So utterly mistaken was Sterne, and all the
other sentimentalists, that his Starling, wno he
absurdly opined was wishing to get out, would
not have stirred a peg had the duor of lus cage
been flung wide open, but would have peched
like a very game-cock at the hand nserted to
give him his Iiberty Depend upon 1t that
Starling had not the shghtest idea of what he
was saying, and had he been up to the mean-
ing of s words, would have been shocked at
Ius ungrateful "folly Look at Canartes, and
Chaffinches, and Bullfinches, and “the rest,”
how they amuse themselves for a while fhtuing
about the room, and then, finding how dull a2
thing 1t 1s to be citizens of the world, bounce
up to their cages, and shut the door from the
nside, glad to be once more at home Begin
to whistle or sing yourself, and forthwith you
have a duet or a trio We can 1magine no
more perfectly tranquil and cheerful Infe than
that of a Goldfinch in a cage mn spring, with
hiswife and his children  All his social af-
fections are cuitivated to the utmost.” He
possesses many accomplishments unknown to
his brethren among the trees,—he has never
known what 1t 1s to want a meal mn times of
the greatest scarcity, and he admires the
beautiful frost-work on the windows, when
thousands of his feathered friends are buried
1n the snow, or, what 1s almost as bad, baked
up 1nto pres, and devoured by a large supper-
party of both sexes, who fortify their flummery
and flirtation by such viands, and, remorseless,
suallow dozens npon dozens of the warblers
of the woods
Ay, ay, Mr. Goldy ! you are wondering what
we arc now doing, and speculating upon the
seribbler with arch eyes and elevated crest, as
if you would know the subject of his lucubra-
tions  What the wiser or better wounldst thon
be of human knowledge? Sometimes that
little heart of thine goes pit-a-pat, when a great
ugly, staring contributor thrusts his inquisi-
tive nose within the vires—or when a strange
cat ghdes round and round the room, fascinat-
g thee with the glare of his fierce fixed eyes,
but what 1s all that o the woes of an Editor 1—
Yes, sweet simpleton ! do you not know that
we are the Xditor of Blackwood’s Magazine—
Christopher North!' Yes, indeed, we are that
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SECOND CANTICLE

Tne Gornex Eacre leads the van of our
Birds of Prey—and there she sits 1n her usual
carniage when 1n a state of rest. Her hunger
and her thirst have been appeased—her vings
are folded up m a digmfied tranquiihity—her
talons, grasping a leatless branch, are almost
hidden by the feathers of her breast—her sleep-
less eye has lost something of 1ts ferocity—and
the Royal Bird 1s almost serene 1n her solitary
state on the chiff The gorcock unalarmed
crows among the moors and mosses—the
blachoird whistles 1n the birhen shaw—and
the cony erects his ears at the mouth of his
burrow, and vhisks avay frolicsome among
the whins or heather

There 1s no index to the hour—neither light
nor shadow—no cloud But from the com-
posed aspect of the Bird, we may suppose 1t to
be the hush of evening after a day of success-
ful foray The imps m the eyrie have been
fed, and then hungry cry will not be heard uil
the dawn The mother has there taken up her
watchful rest, till in darhness she may glide up
to her brood-—the sire 15 somewhere sitting
within her view among the rocks—a sentinel
whose eye, and ear, and nostril are true, 1n ex-
qusite fineness of sense, to their trust, and on
v hom rarely, and as if by a miracle, can steal
the adienturous shepherd or huntsman, to
wreak vengeance with his nfle on the spoiler
of sheep-walk and forest-chase

Yet sometimes it chanceth that the yellow
lustre of her kecn, wild, fierce eye 1s veiled,
even m dayhght, by the film of sleep Perhaps
sickness has been at the heart of the dejected
bird, or fever wasted her wing  The sun may
have smutien her, or the storm driven her
agamnst a rock Then hunger and thirst—
which, in pride of plumage she scorncd, 1nd
which only made her fiercer on the edge of her
unfed eyne, ac she whetted her beak on the
flint-stone, and clutched the strong heather-
statks 1n her talons, as if she v ere anticipating
prey—quell her counrage, and in fam.ne she
eyes afar off the fowls she 1s unable to pursue,
and witn one stroke strike to earth  Her fhight
1s heavier and heavier each succeeding day—
<he ventures not to cross the great glens with
or without lochs—but flaps her v ay from rock
to rock, lower and lower down along the same
mountam-side—and finally, drawn by her
weakn¢ss into dangerous descent, she 1s dis-
covered at gray dawn far belov the region of
snow, assailed and isunlted by the meanest®
carrion, ull a bullet whizzing through her
heart, dov. n she topples, and soon 15 despatch-
ed by blows from the rifie-butt, the shepherd
stretching out his foe’s carcass on the svard,
eight feet from wing up to wing up, with leg
thick as s own vrist, and foot broad as his
own hand

But behold the Golden Eagle, as she has
pounced, and 1s exulling over her prey ' With
her head drav n back between the crescent of

very man—that <elfsame much-calumniated | her uplified winzs, which she will not fold ull

man-monster and Ogre

on our shoulder, and let us Jaugh logether at
the whole world. )

There, there'—perch ,{hat prey be devoured, eve glanng cruel joy,

ncck-plamage bristhng, tul-feathers fan-spre ad,

‘and talons driven throngh the vicum s entrails
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1ory, 10 telling us that the said lion, 1n roaring,
“laid his monstrous mouth close to the floor”
-We believe he does so, but did Mr, Atherstone
learn the fact from Cuvier or from Wombwell 1
It 1s always dangerous to a poet to be too
picturesque ; and in this case, you are made,
whether you will or no, to sec an old, red, lean,
mangy monster, called a hion, 10 his unhappy
den 1n a2 menagerie, bathing his beard 1n the
saw-dust, and from his toothless jaws “ breath-
ing hot roarings out,” to the terror of servant-
girls and children, 1n fierce reply to a2 man 1n
a harry cap and full st of velveteen, stirring
him up with a long pole, and denominating
him by the sacred name of the great asserter
of Scottish independence

Sir Humphry Davy—in his own science the
first man of his age-—does not shine in his
“Salmonia”—pleasant volume though 1t be—
as an ormithologist  Let us see

“Porrt —The scenery improves as we ad-
vance nearer the lower parts of the lake The
mountamns become higher, and that small
1sland or pemnsula presents a bold cragey
outline ; and the birch-wood below 1t, and the
pmes above, make a scene ‘somewhat Alpine
n character But what 15 that large bird
soaring above the pomnted rock, towards the
end of the lake? Surely 1t 15 an eagle'

“Haix —You are right, 1t 15 an eagle, and
of a rare and peculiar species—the gray or
silver eagle, a noble hird' From the sive of
the ammal, 1t must be the female, and her
eyrie 15 that high rock I dare say the male
15 not far off ”

Sir Humphry speaks in his introductory
pages of Mr Wordsworth as a lover of fishing
and fishermen, and we cannot help thinking
and feeling that he 1ntends Poretes 25 an 1mage
of that great Poct  What! Wilham Words-
worth, the very high-Priest of nature, repre-
sented to have seen an eagle for the first time
in his hife only then, and 10 have boldly ven-
tured on a conjecturé that such was the name
and nature of the bird' “But what 1s that
large bird soaring above the pomnted rock, to-
wards the end of the lake? "Surely 1t 1s an
eagle™ “Ycs, you are right—it 1s an cagle”
Ha—ha—ha—ha—ha—ha' Sir Humphry—
Sir Humphry—that guffaw was not ours—it
came from the Bard of Rydal—albeit unused
to the laughing mood——1n the haunted twilight
of that beautiful—that solemn Terrace

Poretes having been confirmed, by the au-
thority of Halieus, in s belief that the bird
1s an eagle, evclaims, agrecably to the part he
plays, “ Lok at the bird ! She dashes 1nto the
water, falling like a rock and raising a column
of spray—she has fallen from a great heght
And now she nises again anto the air—what an
extraordinary sicht '’ Nothing 1s so annoying
as to be ordered to look at a sight which, un~
less you shut your eyes, 1t 1s amposstble for
you not to see A person behaving n a boat
like Poietes, deserved being flung overboard
“Look at the lird" Why, every eye was

already upon her, and 1if Poietes had had a
single spark of poetry in his composition, he
would haye been struck mute by such a sight,
mnstead of bawling out, open-mouthed and

goggle-eyed, hihe a Cockney to a rochet at
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Vauxhall Besides, an eagle does not, when
descending on her prey, fall ike aroc) There
1s nothihg like the “wvis wertie” 1n her pre-
cipitation  You stll see the self-willed energy
of the ravenous bird, as the mass of plumes
flashes 1n the spray—of which, by the by, there
never was, nor will be, a column so raised
She 1s as much the queen of birds as she sinks
as vhen she soars—her trast and her power
are “sull seen and felt to be in her pinions,
whether she shoots to or from the zenith—to
a falling star she might be lihened—just as
any other devil—erther by Milion or Words-
worth—for such a star seems to our eye and
our 1magmation ever instinct with spiri, not
to be 1mpelled by exterior foree, but to be self-
shot from heaven

Upon our word, we begin to*beher ¢'that ve
outselves deserve the name of Poietes much
better than the gentleman who at threescore
had never seen an eagle “She has fallen
from a great height,” quoth the gentleman—
“'What an extraordinary sight '’ he continueth
——while we are mute as the oar suspended by
the up-gazing Celt, whose quiet eye brightens
as 1t pursues the Bird to her eyrie in the chiff
over the cove where the red-deer feed

Poictes having given vent to his emotions
m such sublime exclamations— Look at the
bird"” « What an extraordinary sight " mght
have thenceforth held his tongue, and said no
more about eagles But Halieus cries, ¢ There!
you see her rise with a fish in her talons”—
and Poietes, very simply, or rather like a
sumpleton, returns for answer, She gwes an
witerest whick I hardly cxpected to have found
this scene  Pray, are there many of these amimals
m this country 7’ A poet hardly expecting to
find interest 1n such a scene as a great High-
land loch—Loch Maree! ¢ Pray,are there many -
of these hawimals 1 this covntry?”  Loud cries of
Oh! oh! oh! No doubt an eagle 1s an am-
mal, ike Mr Cobbett or Mr, O’Connell “a
very fine ammal,” but we particularly, and
carnestly, and anxiously, request Sir Humphry
Davy not to call her so again—but to use the
term bird, or any other term he chooses, ex-
cept ammal Animal, a hving creature, 15 t0o
general, too vague by far, and somehow or
other 1t offends our ear shockingly when ap-
plied to an eagle 'We majy be wrong, but 1n
a trifing matter. of this kind Sir Humphry
surely will not refuse our supphcation Let
him call a horse an animal, if he chooses—or
an ass—or a cow—but not an ‘eagle—as he
loves us, not an cagle,—let him call 1t a bird
—the Bird of Jove—the Queen or King of the
Sky—or any thing else he chooses—but notan
animal—no—no—no—not an animal, as he
hopes to prosper, to be praised in Maga, em-
balmed and mmmortalized

Neither ought Poletes to have asked if there
were “many of these ammals” 1n this country.
He ought to have known that there are not
many of these ammals 1n any country  Tagles
are proud—apt to hold their heads very high
—and to make themselves scarce A great
many eagles all flymg about together would
look most absurd They are aware of that,
and fly1n “ones and twos”—a couple perhaps
toacounty, Poietes might as well haveasked
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lolhhg from side to side, up and down like an
il-irimmed punt, the downy goshng waddles
through the green mure, and, 1magiming that
King George the Fourth 15 meditating mischief
aganst him, cackles angnly as he plunges
mto the pond. No swan that “on sull St
Mary’s lake floats double, swan and shadow,”
so proud as he! He prides himself on being
a gander, and never forgets the lesson 1nstilled
into him by his parents, Soon as he chipt the
shell 1n the nest among the nettles, that s
ancestors saved the Roman Capitol In pro-
cess of time,1n company with swine, he grazes
on the common, and msults the Egyphans 1n
their roving camp 'Then comes the season
of plucking—and this very pen bears test-
mony to his tortures Out into the houseless
winter 15 he driven—and, if he escapes being
frozen nto a lump of fat 1ce, he 15 erammed
till his hver swells mto a four-pounder—his
cerebellum 1s cut by the cruel knife of a phre-
nological cook, and his remains buried with a
cerement of apple sauce mn the paunches of
apoplectic aldermen, eating agamnst each other
at a civic feast' Such are a few hints for
“Some Passages 1n the Life of a Green
Goose,” written by himself—mn foolscap oc-
tayo—published by Quack and Co, Ludgate
I ane, and sold by all booksellers 1n town and
country
Poor poets must not meddle with eagles
In the Fall of NMincveh, Mr Atherstone describes
a grand,review of Ius army by Sardanapalus
Two million men are put into motion by the
moving of the Assyiian flag-staff in the hand
of the king, who takes his station on a mount
conspicuous to all the army This flag-staff,
though “tall as a mast”—Mr Atherstone does
not venture to go on to say with Miton,
“hewn on Norwegian hnlls,” or “of some tall
ammural,” though the readers’ mnds supply
the deficiency—this mast was, we are told, for
“ two strong men a task,” but 1t must have been
so for twenty To have had the least chance
of being all at once seen by two million of
men, 1t could not have been less than fifty feet
high—and if Sardanapalus waved the royal
standard of Assyna round his head, Samson
or O’Doherty must have been a joke to him
However, we shall,cuppose he did, and what
was the result? Suach shouts arose that the
sohd walls of Nimeveh were shook, “and the
firm ground made tremble” But this was
not all
At his height,
A speck scarce viable, the eacle heard,
And fuit his strong + ing falter terror struch,
Fluttering and wildly screaming, down he sank—
Down through the quivering air another shout,—
g talons droop—his sunny eye grows dirk—
Inis strenethless pennons fail—-plump down he falls,
Fvenlike o stone  Armd the far-off hills
With eve of fire, and shagey mnane uprear’d,
The sleeping lHon in hig den sprang up,
1 istencd 1w hile—then 1aid lus monstrous mouth
Close to the flnor, and breath’d hot roarings out
In fierce reply **

‘What think ye of that, John Audubon,
Charles Bonaparte, I Prideaux Seiby, James
Wiison, Sir Willlam Jardine, and ye other Eu-
ropean and Amencan ornuthologists? Pray,
Mr Atherstone, did you ever see an eagle—a
speck 1n the sky? "Never again suffer your-
self, oh, dear sirt to behieve old women’s tales
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of men on earth shooting eagles with their
mouths, because the thing 15 smpossible, even
had their mouthpieces had percussion-locks—
had they been crammed with ammunition to
the muszle Had a stray sparrow been flut-
tering 1n the air, he would certarly have got
a fright, and probably a fall—nor would there
have been any hope for a tom-tit But an
eagle—an eagle ever so many thousand feet
aloft~—poo, poo '—he would merely have muted
on the roanng multitude, and given Sardana-
palus an additional epaulette Why, had a
string of wild-geese at the time been warping
thewr way on the wind, they would merely have
shot the wedge firmer and sharpernto the amr,
and answered the earth-born shout with an
air-born gabble—clangour to clangour "Where
were Mr Atherstone’s powers of ratiocination,
and all his acoustics? Two shouts slew an
eagle 'What became of all the other denizens
of air—especially crows, ravens, and vultares,
who, seceing tno mllions of men, must have
come flocking against a day of battle? , Every
mother’s son of them.must have gone to pot
Then what scrambling among the allied troops!
And what was one eagle domg by himself “up-
by yonder? Was he the only eagle in Assjy-
nia—the secular bird of ages? Who was
lpoking at him, first a speck—then faltening—
then fluttering and wildly screamimg—then
plump down hke a stone? Mr Atherstone
talhs as if he saw it In the circumstances
he had no business with his “ sunny eye grow-
mmg dark” That 15 entering too much into
the medical, or rather anatomical symptoms
of his apoplexy, and would be better for a me-
dical journal than an epic pnem But to be
done with 1t—two shouts that slew an eagle a
mile up the sky, must have cracked all the
tympana of the two gmllion shouters The
entire army must have become as deaf as a
post  Nay, Sardanapalus himself, on the
mount, must have been blown into the air as
by the explosion of a range of gunpowder-
mills, the campaign taken a new turn, and a
revolution been brought about, of which, at
this distance of place and time, 1t 1s not easy
for us to conjecture what mght have been the
fundamental features on which 1t would have
hinged—and thus an entirely new aspect given
to all the historics of the world

What 1s said about the hon, 1s to our minds
equally picturesque and absurd He was
among the “far-off hills” How far, pray?
Twenty miles? If so then, without a silver
ear-trumpet he could not have heard the huz-
zas If the far-off hills were so near Nineveh
as to allow the hon to hear the huzzas even
m his sleep, the epithet “far-off” should be
altered, and the lion himself brought from the
mterior But we cannot believe that lions
were permitted to hive 1n dens within ear-<hot
of Nimmeveh Nimrod had taught them “ never
to come there no more”—and Semiramis loohed
sharp after the suburbs  But,not to insist un-
duly upon a mere matter of police, 15 it*the
nature of hons, Iymng in their dens among far-
off hils, to start up from their sleep, and
“breathe hot roarings out” 1n fierce reply to
the shouts of armies? All stuff* Mr Ather.
stone shows off his knowledze of natwural us-

“
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venture mto the next parish, why then the old
people would be forced, on the old principle of
self-preservation, to pack off their,progeny to
bed and board beyond Benevis But an eagle
15 a Citizen of the World. Ile 1s friendly to
the views of Mr Huskisson on the Wool Trade,
the Fisheries, and the Colomes—and acts upon
the old adage,

“Lvery bird for hunself, and God for us af} **

T'o conclude, for the present, this branch of
our subject, we beg leave humbly to express
our belief, that Sir Humphry Davy never saw
the Bagle, by him called the Giay or Silver,
hunting for fish in the style described 1in Sal-
moma It does not dishike fish—but 1t 1s not
us nature to keep hunting for them so, not in
the Highlands at least, whatever 1t may do on'
Amenican confinent or 1sles  Sir Humphy
talks of the bird dashing down repeatedly upon
a pool within shot of the anglers We have
angled fifty times in the Haghlands for Sir
Humphry’s once, but never saw notr heard of
such a sight He hasread of such things, and
itroduced them into this dialogue for the sahe
of effect—all quite right to do—had his reading
lam among trustworthy Orntthologists. The
common Eagle—which he ignorantly, as we
have <een, calls so rare—is a shy bnd, as all
shepherds know—and 1s seldom within range
of the nfle  Gorged with blood, they are some-
times run 1n upon and felled with a staff or
club "So perished, i the flower of his age,
that Bagle whose feet now form handles to the
bell-ropes of our Sanctum at Buchanan Lodge
—and are the subject of a clever copy of
verses by Mullion, entitled # All the Talons ”

We said 1n “ The Moors,” that we envied not
the eagle or any other bird his wings, and
showed cause why we preferred our own feet
Had Puck wings? If he had, we retract, and
would sport Puck.

Oberon

¢ Fetch me this herb~—and be thou here agaimn,
Bre the Leviathan can swim a league

Puch

“T1°'Il puta girdle round about the earth
In forty minutes >’

¢

How mfinitely more poetical are wings hke
these than seven-leagne boots? We declare,
on our conscience, that we would not accept
the present of a pair of seven-league boots to-
morrow—or, 1f we did, 1t would be out of mere
politeness to the genie who might press them
on us, and the wisest thing we_could do would
be to lock them up 1n a drawer out of the reach
of the servants Suppose;that we wished to
walk from Clovenford to Innerleithen—why,
with seven-league boots on, one single step
would take us up to Posso, seven miles above
Peebles! That would never do By mincing
one’s steps, mdeed, one might contrive to stop
at Innerleithen, but suppose a gad-fly were to
sting one’s hip at the'Firn—one unintentional.
stride would ‘deposit Christopher at Drummel-
z1er,:and another over the Cruik, and far away
down Annan water' Therefore, there 1s
nothing hike wings On wings you can flutter

—and ghde—and float and soar—now like a-
humming-bird among the flowers—now ke a,
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swan, half rowing, half sailing, and halif fiying
adown a river—now like an eagle afloat 1n the
blue ocean of heaven, or shooting sunwards,
visible 1 excess of hght—and bidding fare-
well to earth and 1ts humble shadows. “Q
that I had the wings of a dove, that I might flee
away and be at rest®  Who hath not, 1n some
heavy hour or other, from the depth of his very
soul, devoutly—passionately—hopelessly-—
breathed that wish to escape beyond the hmuts
of wo and sin—notinto the world of dream-
less death, for weary though the immortal
pigrnm may have been, never desired he the
doom of anmiulation, untroubled although 1t
be, shorn of all the attributes of being—but he
has prayed for the wings of the dove, because
that fair creature, as she wheeled heyself away
from the sight of human dwellings, has seemed
to disappear to lis imagmation among old
ghmmering forests, wherem~ she foldeth her
wing and falleth gladly asleep—and therefore,
in those agitated times when the sprrits of men
acknowledge kindred with the mferion crea-
tuies, and would fain interchange with them
powers and quahties, they are willing even to
lay down their intelligence, their reason, their
conscience 1tself, so that they could but be
blessed with the faculty of escaping from all
the agomes that intelbgence, and reason, and
conscience alone can know, and bejond the
reach of this world’s horizon to flee away and
be at rest!

Puck says he will put a girdle round about
the eaith in foity minutes At what rate 1s
that per second, taking the circumference ot
the earth at 27,000 miles, more or less? There
15 2 question for the mechanics, somewhat
about as difheult of solution as Lord Brough-
am’s celebrated one of the Smuggler and the
Revenue Cutter—for the solution of which he
recommended the a1d of algebra It 15 not so
quick as you would imagine We forget the
usual rate of a eannon-ball 1 good condition,
when he 1s in training—and before he 1s at all
blown So do we forget, we are sorry to con-
fess, the number of centunes that 1t would take
a good, stout, well-made, able-bodied cannon-
baill, to accomplish a journey to our planet
from one of the fixed stars The great diffi-
culty, we confess, would be to get him safely
conveyed thither If that could be done, we
should have no fear of his finding his way
back, 1f not m our time, 1n that of our poster-
ity Howeter red-hot he might have been on
starting, he would be cool enofgh, no doubt,
on his arrival at the goal, yet we should have
no objection to back him against Time for a
trifie—Time, we observe, 1n almost all matches
being beat, often indeed by the most miserable
hacks, that can with difficulty raise a gallop
Time, however, possibly runs booty, for when
he does make play, it must be confessed that
heisa spank%r, and that nothing hds been seen
with such a stnde since Echipse

O beautiful and beloved Highland Pamish f in
whose ddshing glens our beating heart first felt
the awe of solitude, and learned to commune
(alas' to what purpose?) with the tumult of
its own thoughts' The circuit of thy shies
swas indeed a glorious arena spread over the
mountain-tops for the é¢ombats of the great



=

Mungo Park if there were a great many hous
m Africa Mungo, we think, saw but one,
and that was one too much There were pro-
bably a few more between Sego and Timbuc-
too—but there are not a “great many of those
amimals m that country”—though quite suffi-
cient for the purpose How the Romans con-
trzved to get at hundreds for a smgle show,
perplexes our power of conjecture
Haheus says—with a smile on his hip surely
~—1n answer lo the guery of Poretes—* Of this
species I have seen but these two, and, I be-
lieve, the young ones migrate as soon as they
can provide for themselves, for this solitary
bird requires a large space to move and feed
1n, and does not allow 1ts offspring to partake
s reigny or to live nearat”  This s all pretty
true, and known to every child nising or nisen
1%, except poor Poletes He had immagined
that there were “many of these animals in this
country,” that they all went a-fishing together
J amcably as five hundred sail of Manksmen
.mong a shoal of herrings
Throughont these Dialogues we have ob-
served that Ornither rarely opens his mouth
Why so taciturn? On the subject of birds he
ought, from his name, to be well ‘informed,
and how could he let shp an opportunity, snch
as will probably never be afforded him agaimn
in this hife, of being eloguent on the Silver
Eagle? Ornithology 1s surely the department
of Ormither  Yet there 1s evidently something
odd and peculiar in his idiosyncrasy, for we
observe that he never once alludes to “these
ammals,” birds, during the whole excursion
He has not taken his gun with him into the
Highlands, a sad oversight mdeed in a gentle-
man who “1s to be regarded as generally fond
of the sports of the field” Flappers are plen-
tiful over all the moois about the middle of
July, and hoodies, owls, hawls, ravens, mahe
ali first-rate shooting to sporismen not over
anxious about the pot  Tt1s to be presumed,
100, that he can stuff birds  'What noble spe-
cimens might he not have shot for Mr Selby!
On one occasion, “the Sirver Lacri” s
preymg o a pool within slug range, and there
1s some talk of shooting him-—ive suppose with
an oar, or the buttof a fishing-rod, for the party
have no fire-arms—but Poletles 1nsists on spar-
g s life, because “these ammals” are a
picturesque accompaniment to the scenery,
and “give 1t an mnterest which he had not ex-
pected to find” 1n _mere rivers, lochs, moors,
and mountaims Genus Falco must all the
while have been laughing 1o his sleeve at the
whole party—particularly at Ornither—who,
to Judge from his general demeanour, may be
a fair shot with number five at an old news-
paper expanded on a barn-door twenty yards
off, but never could have had the audacity to
think 1n his most ambiious mood of leting
ofl hus gun at an Lagle
But further, Halieus, before he took upon
him to speak so authoritatvelv about eagles,
should have made himself master of their
names and natures  He 15 manfestly no sci-
entific ornthologist  We are The gencral
question concerming Lagles in Scotland may
now be squeesed nto very small compass
Exclusne of the true Osprey, (Faleo Halie-
28
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tus,) which 1s rather a large fishing-havk than
an eagle, there are two kinds, viz—the Gornews
Escie, (I Chrysactos,) and the Wrurre-Tainrp
or Cinenous Tacer, (I Aloieilla) The other
two nominal species are disposed of in the fol-
lowing manner —Turst, the Rixs-TaiLrn Da-
crr (I' Tulvus) 15 the young of the Golden
Eagle, bemng distingmshed i early hife by
having the basal and central portion of the tail
w hite, which colour disappears as the bird at-
tains the adult state  Second, the Sex Dasrs,
(F Ossifragus,) commonly so called, 15 the
young of the White-tailed Dagle aboy e named,
from which 1t differs 1n bavmg a brown tai,
for 1 this species the white of the tail be-
comes every year more apparent as the bird
mcreases in age, whereas, in the Golden La-
gle, the white altogether disappears in the
aduit.

It 15 to the Rine-Tatcrn Dacrt, and, by con-
sequence, to the Gornev Dacrr, that the name
of Brack Eacre 3s applied 1n the Highlands

The White-tailed or Sea Eagle, as 1t be-
comes old, attains, 1n addition to the pure tail,
a pale or bleached appearance, from which 1t
may ment and obtamn the name of Gray or
Siuvrr Bacry, as Sir Humphry Davy chooses
to call it, but it 1s not known among nataral-
ists by that name There 15 no other species,
however, to which the name can apply ; and,
therefore, Sir Humphry has commtted the very
gross mustake of calling the Gray or Silver
Eagle (to use lns own nomenclature) a very
rare Eagle, since 1t 15 the most common of alt
the Scots, and also—a fortiori—of all the En-
ghsh Tagles—being in fact the Sea Lasie of
the Highlands

It preys often on fish dead or alive, but not
exclusively, as it also attachs young lambs,
and drives off the ravens from carron prey,
being less fastidions 1n fis diet than the Gornrw
Euoerr, which probably kills its own meat—
and has been known to carry off children, for
a stnlung account of one of which hay-field
robberies you have but a few minutes to wait

As to its driving off 1ts young, 1ts habits are
probably similarin this respect to other birds
of prey, none of which appear to keep together
m famhes after the young can shift for them-
selves, but we have never met with any one
who has scen theman the act of dnving  Ttis
stated vaguely, 1 all books, of all eagles

As to 1ts requinng a large range to feed 1n
—we have only to remark that, from the pow-
erful fight of these birds, and the wild and
barren nature of the countries which they n-
habut, there can be no doudt that they dy far,
and “prey 1 distant 1sles”—as Thomson has
1t, but Halieus needed not hav e stated this cir-
cumstance as a character of this peculiar eagle
—for an eagle with a small range does not
exist, and therefore 1t 1s to be presumed that
they require a large one

Turther, all this bemng the case, there seems
fo be no necessity for the old eagles gung
themsels es the trouble 1o drive ofl the young
ones, who by natural wnstnet wall fly off of
their own accord, as soon as their wings can
bear them over the sea  If an eagle vere so

parttal to his nauve vale, as never on any
account, hungry or th%[x:sly, drunlk or soler, to
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birds of prey ' One wild cry or another was
in the hit——of the havk, or the glead, or the
raven, or the eagle—or when those fiends slept,
of the peaceful heron, and sea-bird by wander-
ing boys pursued n 1ts easy flight, ull the
snow-v hite child of ocean wayered away far
iniand, as 1f 1 search of a steadfast happiness
unknown on the restless waves. Seldom did
the cagle stoop to the challenge of the inferior
fowl, but when he did, 1t was hke a matled
knight treading down unknown men 1n battle
The hawhs, and the gleads, and the ravens,
and the carrion-crows, and the hooded-crows,
and the roohs, and the magpies, and all the
rest of the rural militia, forgetting their own
feuds, sometimes came sallying from all quar-
ters,wuh even a few facetous jachdaws from
the old castle, to show fizht with the monarch
of theasr Amdst all that multitude of w1ings
winnowing the wind, was heard the sough and
whisz of those mighty vans, as the Royal Bird,
himself an army, performed his majestic evo-
lutions with all the calm confidence of a master
1n the art of aenal war, now shooting up half-
a-thousand feet perpendicular, and now sud-
denly plumb-down nto the rear of the croah-
ing, cawing, and chattering battalions, cutting
off their retreat to the earth Then the rout
became general, the missing, however, far out-
numbering the dead Keeping possession of
the field of battle, hung the eagle for a short
while motionless—ll with one fierce yell of
triumph he seemed to seek the sun, and dis-
appear lthe a speck in the hght, surveying
half of Scotland at a glance, and a thousand
of hersles
Some people have a trick of describing n-
cidents as having happened wuthin their own
observation, when 1n fact they were at the ime
lying asleep 1n bed, and disturbing the whole
house with the snore of their dormitory  Such
1s too often the character of the cye-witnesses
of the present age Now,we would not claim
personal acquamtance with an incident we had
not scen-—no, not for a hundred gumineas per
sheet, and, therefore, we warn thg reader not
to beheve the following little story about an
eagie and chlid (by the way, that 1s the Derby
crest, and a favourite sign of inns n the north
of Lngland) on our authority 1 tell the tale
as 'twas told to me,” by the schoolmaster of
Naemanslaws, in the share of Ayr, and if the
ineident never occurred, then must he have
been one of the greatest hars that ever tanght
the young 1de1 how to shoot. T'or our single
sclves, we are by nature credulons  Many
extraordinary things happen 1n this hife, and
though “seecing 15 believing,” so Iikewnise “ be-
hevingisseemg,” as every one mustallow who
reads these our Recreations
Almost all the people in the parish were
leading m their meadow-hay (there were notn
all 15 ten miles square twenty 1cres of rye-
grass) on the same day of midsummer, so dry-
ing was the sunshine and the wind,—and huge
heaped-up wains, that almost lud from view
the horses that drew them along the sward,
beginning to get green with second growth,
were moving n il directrons tow ards the snng
farmyands  Never had the parssh seemed be-
fore so populous  Jocund v as the balmy ar

with laughter, whistle, and song. But the Tree-
gnomons threw the snadow of “one o'clock’
on the green dial-face of the earth—the horses
were unyvoked, and ook mstantly to grazing—
groups of men, women, lads, lasses, and chil-
dren collected under grove, and bush, and
hedge-row——graces were pronounced, some of
themrather too tedious in presence of the mant-
Iingz rmilk-cans, bullion-bars of butter,and crac k-
ling cahes, and the great Being v ho gave them
that day therr daily bread, looked down from
s Lternal Throne, well-pleased with the prety
of his thankful creatures

The great Golden Dagle, the pride and the
pest of the pansh, stooped down, and away
with something 1n his talons  One single sud-
den female shriek—and then shouts and out-
cries as if a church spire had tumbled dovn
on a congregation ata sacrament ¢ Hannah
Lamond’s bairn! Hannah Lamond’s bairn'
was the loud fast-spreading cry  “T'he Dagle’s
ta’en aff Hannah Lamond’s bairn ™’ and many
hundred feet were 1n another mstant hurrying
towards the mountain  Two miles of it and
dale, and copse and shingle, and manjy inter-
=ecting broohs, lay between, butin an nered-
ibly short tme the foot of the mountamn was
alive vith people The eyrie was well knoun,
and both old birds were visible on the rock-
ledze But who shall scale that diszy ehff,
which Mark Steuart the satlor, who had been
at the stormung of many a fort, once attempted
i vam?® All kept gazing, or weeping, or
wringing of hands, rooted to the ground, or
running back and forwards, ithe so many ants
esstying thewr new wings, 1 discomfiture
“ What's the use—what’s the use o’ ony puir
hnman means? We have nae power but n
praver! And many knelt down~fathers and
mathers thinhing of their own babies—as if
they would force the deaf heavens to hear

Hannah Lamond had all this while been sit-
ting on a stone, with a face perfectly white,
and ey es like those of 2 mad person, fixed on
the eyrie Nobody noticed her; for strang as
all sympathies with her had been at the swoop
of the Dagle, they were now swalloned up 1n
the agony of evesight “Only last Sabbath
was my sweet,wee wean baptized 1n the name
o' the Father, and the Son, and the Holy
Ghost " and on uttering these words, she flew
off through the brakes and over the huge
stones, np—up—up—/faster than ever hunts-
man ran 1n to the death—fearless as a goat
playing among the precipices No one doubt-
ed, no one could doubt, that she would soon be
dashed to pieces  But have not people who
walk 1n their sleep, obedient to the mysterious
gwidance of dreams, clomb the walls of old
ruins, and found footing, even n decrepitude,
along the edze of unguarded battlements, and
down dilapidated staw-cases deep as draw-
wells or coal-pits, and returned with open,
fixed, and nn<ecing eyes, unharmed to therr
beds at mudmght? It 1s all the work of the
soul to whom the body 15 a slave, and shall
not the agony of a mother's passiop~—u ho sets
her bab,, whose warm mouth bad just leQl her
brenst, hurried off by a demon to 1 hideous
detth—bear her hmbs aloft wherever there 35
dusi to dust, i1l she reach that devouring den,
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those creatures nibble the wild-flow ers, became
now more {requent—trodden lines, almost as
plain as sheep-paths, showed that the dam
had not led her young iuto danger, and now
the brushwood dwindled away into straggling
shrubs, and the party stood on alittle eminence
above the stream, and forming part of the
strath

There had been trouble and agitation, much

sobbing and many tears, among the multitude,
while the mother was scaling the chiffe—sub-
lime was the shout that echoed afar the mo-
ment she reached the eyrie—then had sue-
ceeded a_ silence deep as death—in a lhittle
while arose that hymning prayer, succeeded
by mute suppheation—the wildness of thank-
ful and congratulatory joy had next 1ts sway—
and now that her salvation was sure, the great
crowd rustled Iihe a wind-sweptwood And
for whose sake was all this alternation of agony ?
A poor humble creature, unknown to many
even by name—one who had had but few
friends, nor wished for more—contented to
work all day, here—there~—anywhere—that
she might be able to support her aged mother
and her child—and who on Sabbath took her
seat 1n an obscure pew, set apart for paupers,
1n the kark

¢ Fall bacl, and give her fresh air,” said the

old mimster of the parish, and the Ting of
close faces widened round her lymng as in
death “Gie me the bonny bit bairn into my
arms,” cried first one mother and then another,
and 1t was tenderly handed round the circle of
kisses, many of the snooded maidens bathing
us facen tears  “There's no a single scratch
about the puir mnnocent, for the Eagle, y ou see,
maun hae struck ifs talons into the lang claes
and the shawl Bhn’, biin’ maun they be who
see not the finger o’ God 1n this thing 1

Hannah started up from her swoon--and,
looking wildly round cried, “Oh! the Bird—
the Bird '—the Dagle—the Eagle '—The Eagle
has carned off my bonny wee Walter—is there
nane to pursue ? A neighbour put her baby
mto her breast, and shutting her eyes, and
smiting . her forehead, the sorely bewildered
creature said 1n a low voice,“ Am I wanken—
oh! tell me if 'm wauhen—or if a’ this be but
the wark o’ a fever”

Hannah Lamond was not yet twenty years
old, and although she was a mother~——and you
may guess what a mother—yet—frown not,
fair and gentle reader—frown not, pure and
stamless as thwu art—to her belonged not the
sacred name of wife—and that haby was the
child of sin and shame—yes—<the child of
misery, baptized 1n tears '’ She had loved—
trusted—been betrayed—and deserted  In sor-
row and sohtude—uncomforted and despised—
she bore her burden Dismal had been the
hour of travail—and she feared her mother’s
heart would have broken, even when her own
was cleft 1n twain  But how heahing 1s for-
gtveness—alihe to the wounds of the forgiving
and the forgiven! And then Hannah hnew
that, although guilty hefore God, her guilt was
not such as her fellow-creatures decmed 1t—
for there were dreadful secrets which should
never pass her lips against the father of her
child. 8o she bowed down her young head,
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and sotled 1t vith the ashes of repentance—
wallang with her eyes on the ground as she
agoin entered the kurk—yet not fearmg to hft
them up to heaven during the prayer Her
sadness imnspired a general pity—-she was ex-
cluded from no house she had heart to 11s1t—
no coarse comment, no ribald jest accom-
panied the notice people took of her baby—no
licentious rustic presumed on her frailty , for
the pale, melancholy face of the nursing
mother, weepmg as she sung the Jullaby,
forbade all such approach—and an umversal
sentiment of tndignation drove from the parish
the heartless and unprimeipled sedncer—if all
had been known, too weak word for his crime
—~—who left thus to pine in sorrow, and
shame far worse than sorrow, one who till her
unhappy fall had been held up by every
mother as an example to her daughters

Never had she striven to cease to Jove her
betrayer-~but she had striven—and an ap-
peased conscience had enabled her to do so—
to think not of him now that he had deserted
her for ever Sometimes his ymage, as well
in love as 1o wrath, passed before the eye of
her heart—but she closed 1t 1n tears of blood,
and the phantom disappeared Thus all the
love towards him that slept—but was not dead
—arose 1n jearnings of shll more exceeding
love towards her chuld Round 1ts head was
gathered all hope of comfort—of peace—of
reward of her repentance One of 1ts smiles
was enough to brighten up the darkness of a
whole day  In her breast—on her knee—in 1ts
cradle, she 1egarded 1t with a perpetual prajer.
And this feeling 1t was, with all the overwhelm-
mg tenderness of affection, all the invigorat-
g power of passion, that, under the hand of
God, bore her up and down that fearful moun-
tain’s brow, and after the hour of rescue and
dehverance, stretched her on the greensward
Iihe a corpse

The rumour of the miracle cjrcled the
mountain’s base, and a strange story without
names had been told to the Wood-ranger of the
Cawrn-Forest, by a wayfaring man  Anxious
to know what truth there was 1n 1t, he crossed
the hll, and making his way through the sul-
len crowd, went up to the eminence, and be-
held her whom he had so wickedly ruined,
and so basely deserted Hisses, and groans,
and hootings, and fierce eyes, and clenched
hz:lnds assailed and threatened hum on every
sude .

His heart died within him, not 1n fear, but
n remorse  'What a worm he felt hunself to
be' And fain would he have become a worm,
that, to escape all that united human scorn, he
might have wnggled aw4y in shime 1nto some
hole of the earth But the meek eje of Han-
nah met his 1n forgi eness—an un-upbraiding
tear—a faint smile of love  All his better na-
ture rose w1thin him, all his worse nature was
quelled  “Yes, good people, you do night to
cover me with your scorn  But what 1s your
scorn to the wrath of God? The Esvil One
has often bheen with me 1n the woods, the
same voice that once whispered me to murder
her——but here I am—not to offer retrnibution—
for that m13 not—u il not—must not be—gmt
must not mate with mnocence But here
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say—that he 15 aware of the death-beds and
the funerals Ofien does he flap his wings
agamst door and window of Hut, when the
wretch within 1s*1n extremity, or, sitiing on
the heather-roof, croaks horror into the dymg
dream As the funeral winds 1ts way towards
the mountamn cemetery he hovers aloft in the
air—or, swooping down nearer to the buer,
precedes the corpse like a sable sauley.
‘While the party of friends are carousing 1in
the house of death, he, too, scorning funeral-
baked meats, croaks hoarse hymns and dismal
dirges as he 1s devouring the pet-lamb of the
hittle grandchild of the deceased The shep-
herds mawntain that the*Raven 1s sometunes
heard to laugh Why not, as well as’ the
hyena? Then 1t1s that he 1s most diabolical,
for he knows that his Jaughter 1s prophetic of
human death True 1t 1s, and 1t would be 1n-
justice to conceal the fact, much more to deny
1t,that Ray ens of old fed Llyah, but that was the
pumshment of some old sin committed by Tvo
w ho before the Flood bore the human shape,and
who, soon as the ark rested on Mount Ararat,
flew off to the desolation of swamped forests
and the disfigured solitude of the drowned
glens Dying Ravens hide themselves from
dayhight 1n burial-places among the rocks, and
are seen hobbling 1nto their tombs, as if driven
thither by a flock of fears, and crouchiug un-
der a remorse that disturbs instinct, even as
if 1t were conscience So sings and says
the Celtic supershtion—muttered to us 1n a
dream—adding that there are Raven ghosts,
great black bundles of feathers, for ever in the
forest, mght-hunting 1n famine for prey, emit-
ting a last feeble croak at the blush of dawn,
and then all at once mvisible
There can be no doubt that that foolish
Qualker, who some twenty years ago perished
at the foot of a crag near Red Tarn, “far n
the bosom of Helvyllyn,” was devoured by
ravens We call hum foohish, because no ad-
herent of that sect was ever gqualified to find
his way among mountains when the day was
shorush, and the snow, 1f not very deep, yet
wreathed and pit-falled In such season and
weather, no place so fit for a Qualer as the
fireside  Not to 1nsist, however, on that pont,
with what glee the few hungry and thirsty old
Ravens belonging to the Red Tarn Club must
have flocked to the Ordinary ' Without ask-
g cach other to which part this, that, or the
other croaker chose to be helped, the maxim
which regulated theiwr behaviour at fable was
doubtless, “ First come, first served” I'orth-
with each bill was busy, and the scene became
- ammated in the extreme TThere must have
been great difficulty to the most accomplished
of the carrion 1u strippmg the Quaker of his
drab The broad-brim had probably escaped
w1th the first intention, and after gomng before
the wind half across the unfrozen Tarn, cap-
sized, filled, and sunk Picture to jourself so
many devils, all in glossy black feather coats
and darl breeches, with wastcoats nchiming
to blug, pully-hawlying away at the unresisting
figure of the follower of T'ox, and getung first
vexed and then irritated wath the preces of
choking soft armour in which, five or six ply
tinck, kas . ting carcass was so provokingly
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nsheathed! TFurst a drab dufile cloak—thena
drab wraprascal—then a drab broad-cloth coat,
made 1n the oldest fashion—then a drab w aist-
coat of the same—then a drab under-waistcodt
of thinner mould—then a linen-shirt, some-
what drabbish—then a flannel-shirt, entirely
so, and most odorous to the nostrils of the
members of the Red Tarn Club All this
must have taken a couple of days at the least;
So, supposing the majority of members assem-
bled about eight 4 1. on the Sabbath morning,
1t must have heen well on to twelve o’clock on
Monday might before the club counld have com-
fortably sat down to supper During these two
denuding days,we canwell believethat thePresi-
dent must have been hard put to 1t to heep the
secretary, treasurer, chaplam, and other office-
bearers, ordinary and extraordinary members,
from giving a sly dig at Obadial’s face, so
tempting 1n the sallow hue and rank smell of
first corruption Dead bodies keep well in
frost, but the subject had in this case proba-
bly fallen from a great height, had his bones
brol.en to smash, his flesh bruised and mangled.
The President, therefore, we repeat i, even
though a raven of great age and authonty,
must have had inconcervable difficulty in con-
troling the Club The croak of “Order'—
order '~— Chair ! ~—chair "—must have been
frequent, and had the office not been hereditary,
the old gentleman would no doubt have thrown
1t up, and declared the chair vacant All ob-
stacles and obstructions having been by inde-
fatigable activity remos ed, no attempt, we may
well believe, was made by the seneschal to
place the guests according to their rank, above
or below the salt, and the party sat promiscuous-
1y downtoalate supper Notaword was uttered
duning the first half hour, t1ll a queer-looking
mortal, who had spent severalyearsof his pnme
of birdhood at old Calgarth, and picked up a
tolerable command of the Westmoreland dialect
by means of the Hamiltoman sy stem, exclaim-
ed, “ I'se weel nee brussen—there be’s Mister
‘Wudsworth—Ho, ho, ho ' It was indeed the
bard, benighted in the Excursion from Patter-
dale to Jobson’s Cherry-Tree, and the Red
Tarn Club, afrayd of having their orgies put
mto blank verse, sailed away n floating frag-
ments beneath the moon and stars

But over the doom of one true Lover of Na-
ture let us shed a flood of rueful tears, for at
what tale shall mortal man weep, if not at the
tale of jouthful genius and virtue shrouded
suddenly 1n a winding-sheet wreathed of snow
by the pitiless tempest! Ilate i the joy of
solitude, he hurried ike a fast trav elling shadow
mto the silence of the frozen mountains, all
beauufully encrusted with pearls, and jewels,
and diamonds, beneath the resplendent might-
heavens The din of popnlous eities had long
stunned his brain, and his soul had sickened
m the presence of the money-hunting eyes of
selfish men, all madly pursuing theirr multifa-
11ous machinations 1 the great mart of com-
merce The very sheeted masts of ships,
bearing the flags of foreign countries, 1n all
their pomp and beauty sailing homeward or
outward-bound, had become hateful to s
spint—for what were they but the floating en-

ginery of Mammon? Truth, mtegrity, honour,
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with such heartless levity? The man who
wrote that description, sit, of the Ordinary of
the Red Tarn Club, would not scruple to com-
mmt murder ” Why, if killing a scribbler be
murder, the wniter of that—this—article con-
fesses that he has more than once commatted
that capital cime  But no intelligent jury,
taking 1nto consideration the law as well as
the fact—and 1t 1s often their duty to do so, let
high authorities say what they will—would for
a moment hesitale, 1n any of the cases alluded
10, to bring 1n a verdict of “Justifiable homi-
cide” The gentleman or lady who has honour-
ed us so far with perusal, knows enough of
human life, and of their own hearls, to know
also that there 1s no other subject which men
of gentus—and who ever denied that we are
men of genius?—have been accustomed to
view in so many ludicrous Iights as this same
subject of death, and the reason 1s at once ob-
vious—j et recherche—videlicet, Death 15, 10 1t-
s¢if and all that belongs to 1t, such a sad, cold,
wild, dreary, dismuil, distracting, and dreadful
thing, that at tmes men talking about 1t can-
not choose but laugh!

T'00-ho0 — too-hoo — t00-whit-too-hoo '—wre
have got among the Owrs Venerable per-
sonages, 1n truth, they are—perfect Solomons!
The spectator, as 1n most cases of very solemn
characters, feels himscif at first strongly dis-
posed to commit the gross indecorum of burst-
mg out a-laughing 1n therr face One does
not see the absolute necessity esther of man or
bird looking at all times so unaccountably
wise Why will an Owl persist in lus stare”?
Why will a Bishop never lay aside us wvig?

People 1gnorant of Ornmithology will stare
like the Bird of Wisdom himself on being told
that an Owz1s an Lagle  Yet, bating a litle
inaccuiacy, it 1s so  Dagles, kites, hawlks, and
owls, all belong to the genus Faleo Wehear
a great deal too much n poetry of the moping
Owl, the melancholy Owl, the boding Owl
whereas he neither mopes nor bodes, and 1s
no more melancholy than becomes a gentle-
man We also hear of the Ou1 being addicted
to spirituous liquors, and hence the expres-
sion, as drunk as an Owl All this 1s mere
‘Whig personality, the Owl being a Tory of the
old school, and a friend of the ancient estab-
hishments of church and state  Nay, the same
polhiical party, although certamly the most
short-sighied of God’s creatures, taunt the Owl
with being blind As bhind as an Owl 1s a
Iibel 1n frequ@nt use out of ornithological so-
ciety  Shut up Lord Jefirey himself 1n a hay-
barn with a well-built mow, and ask him 1n
the darkness to catch you a few mice, and he

will tell you whether or not the Owl be blind
This would be just as fair as to expect the
Owl to see, ike Lord Jeffrey, throngh a case
m the Parhament House during daylight Nay,
ve once heard a writer 1n Taylor and Hessey
call the Owl stupid, he himself having longer
ears than any species of Owl extant What 1s
the positive character of the Owl may pcrhaps
appear by and by, but we have scen that, de-
scribmg his character by negations, we may
say that, he resembles Napoleon Bonaparte
much more than Joseph Hume or Alderman
Wood He 15 not moping—not boding—not
29

melancholy—not a drunkard—not blind—not
stupid, as much as 1t would be prudent to say
of any man, whether editor or contributor, 1n
her Majesty’s domnions.

‘We really have no patience vuth people who
persist 1n all manner of misconceptions re-
garding the character of birds Birds often
appear to such persons, judging from, of, and
by themselves, to be 1n mind and manners the
reverse of their real character They judge
the inner bird by outward circumstances in-
accurately observed There 1s theowl How
lhittle do the people of England know of him—
even of him the barn-door and domesfic owl—
yea, even at this day—we had almost said the
Poets? Shakspeare, of course, and s freres,
Lhnew him to be a merry fellow-—quite a mad-
cap—and so do now all the Lakers But
Cowper had his doubts about1t, and Gray, as
every schoolboy knows speaks of him hike an
old wife The force of folly can go no further,
than to 1magine an owl complamng to the
moon of being disturbed by people walking in
a country churchyard And among all our
present bardlings, the owl 1s supposed to be
constantly on the eve of smecide If 1t were
really so, he onght in a Christtan country to
be pitied, not pelted, as he 1s sure to be v hen
accidentally seen 1n sunhght—for melancholy
1s a misfortune especially when hereditary and
constitutional, as 1t 1s popularly believed to be
in the Black-billed Bubo, and certamnly was i
Dr Johnson In young masters and misses
we can pardon any childishness, but we can-
not pardon the antipathy to the owl entertained
by the manly minds of grown-up Inghsh clod-
hoppers, ploughmen, and threshers They Leep
terriers to hill rats and mice 1n barns, and they
shoot the owls, any one of whom we would
cheerfully back against the farnous Billy “The
very commonest observation teaches us,” says
the author of the “ Gardens of the Menagerie,”
“that they are 1n reality the best and most effi-
cient protectors of our cornfields and grogia-
r1es from the devastating pillage of the swaMns
of mice and other small rodent<” Nay, by their
constant destruction of these petty but danger-
ous enemies, the owls, he says, “earn an un-
questionable title to be regarded as among the
mos* artwe of the friends of man, a utle which
only one or two among them occasionally for-
feit by their aggressions on the defenceless
poultry”  Roger or Dolly beholds him 1n the
act of murdering a duchling, and, hhke other
hight-headed, giddy, unthinking creatures, they
forget all the service he has done the farm, the
parish, and the state; he 1s shot wn the act, and
nailed, wide-extended 1n cruel spread-eagle, on
the barn-door  Otheis again call him dull and
short-sighted—nay, go the length of asserting
that he 1s stupid—as stuprd as an onl  Why,
our excellent fellow, when you have the tithe
of the talent of the common owl, and knoy-
half as well how to use if, you may claim the
med

The eagles, Fites, and hawks, hunt by day
The Ow!l1s the Nimrod of the Night ‘Then,
like one who shall be nameless, he sails about
scehing those whom he may devour  To do
him justice, he his a truly ghost-like head and
shoulders of s own What horror to the
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inspired with the joyous spirit of the Owls 1n
therr revelry—and answers to their mirth and
merriment through all her clouds The Mop-
g Ownl, indeed '—the Boding Owl, forsooth !
—the Melancholy Owl, jou blockhead '—why,
they are the most cheerful—joy-poitending—
and exulting of God’s creatmies! Their flow
of animal spirts 1s mcessant—crowing-cocks
are a joke to them—blue devils are to them
unknown—not one hypochondnac in a thou-
sand barns—and the Man-in-the-Moon acknow-
ledges that he never heard one of them uttera
complaint !

But what say ye to an Owl, not only Iike an
eagle 1n plumage, but equnal to the largest cagle
n size—and therefore named, from the King
of Birds, the EasLr Owxr Mr Selby!you have
done justice 1o the monarch of the Bubos We
hold ourselves to be persons of tolerable cou-
1age, as the world goes—but we could not
answer for ourselves showmng fight with such
a customer, were he to waylay us by might 1n

a wood In comparison, Jack Thurtell looked
harmless No-——tbat bold, bright-eyed mur-

derer, with Horns on his head hhe those on
Michael Angelo’s statue of Moses, would never
have had the cruel cowardice to cut the wea-
sand, and smash out the brains of such a mis-
erable wretch as Weare! True he 1s fond of
blood—and where’s the harm in that? It 1s
his nature But if there be any truth in the
science of Physiognomy—and be that of Phre-
nology what 1t will, most assuredly there 1s
trath 1n it—the oniginal of that Owl, for whose
portrait the world 1s indebted to Mr Selby, and
Sir Thomas Lawrence never pamted a finer
one of Prince or Potentate of any Holy or Un-
holy Alliance, must have despised Probert from
the very bottom of hs heart No prudent
Tagle but would be exceedingly desirous of
T-eeping on good terms with him—devilish shy,
1’ faith, of giving him any offence by the least
hauteur of manner, or the slightest v1olation of
etiquette An Owl of this character and cali-
bre, 15 not afraid to show his horns at mid-day
on the mountain The Fox 15 not over and
above fond of him—and his claws can kill a
cub at 2 blow The Doe sees the monster sit-
ung on the back of her fawn, and maternal
instinct overcome by horror, bounds 1nto the
brake, and leaves the pretty creature to its
fate Thank Heaven, he 15, in Great Bnitamn,
a rare bud' Tempest-driv en across the North-
ern Ocean from his native forests 1n Russia,
an occastondl vistant he « frightens this Isle
from 1ts propriety,” and causes a hideous
screaming through every wood he haunts
Some years ago, one was killed on the upland
moors 1n the county of Durham—and, of
course, paid a visit to Mr Bullock’s Museam
Eagle-lihe m all 1ts habits, 1t builds 1ts nest on
high rocks—sometimes on the lofuest trees—
and seldom lays more than two eggs  One 1s
one more than enough~-and we who fly by
night trust never to fall in with a live speei-
men of the Strix-Bubo of Linnzxus
But largest and Joveliest of all the silent
night-ghdeis—the Snow r Owin'! Gentlereader
—if you long to sec his picture, we have told
you where 1t may be found ,—and m the Col-
lege Muscum, within a glass vase on the cen-

tral table 1n the Palace of Stuffed Birds, you.
may admire his outward very self—the sem-
blance of the Owl he was when he used to eye
the moon shining over the Northern Sea —
but if you wounld see the noble and beautiful
Creatare himself, 1n all his hving glory, you
must seek him through the long summer twi-
Iight among the Orkney or the Shetland Isles
The Snowy Owl dearly loves the snow—and
there 15, we believe, a tradition among them,
that their first ancestor and ancestress rose up
together from a melung snow-wreath on the
very last day of a Greenland winter, when all
at once the bright fields re-appear The race
stll inhabits that frozen coast—being com-
mon, indeed, throngh all the regions of the
Arctic Circle It 1s numerous on the shores
of Hudson’s Bay, 1n Norway, Sweden, and
Lapland—but in the temperate parts of Durope
and America, “rara avis in terris, nigrogue
sumilhma cygno ”

‘We defy all the tailors on the face of the
habitable globe, and what countless cross-
legzed fractional parts of men—who, likke the
beings of whom they are constituents, are
thought to double their numbers every thirty
years—must not the four quarters of the earth,
1 their present adyanced state of civilization,
contain '—we defy, we say, all the tailors on
the face of the hahitable globe to construct
such a surtout as that of the Snowy Owl, co-
vering him, wath equal luxury and comfort, 1n
summer’s heat and winter’s cold 'T'he ele-
ments, 1n all their freezing fory, cannot reach
the body of the bird through that beautful
down-mail Well guarded are the openings
of those great eyes Neither the driving dust,
nor the searching sleet, nor the sharp frozen
snow-stoure, give him the ophthalmia  Gutta
Serena 15 to him unlknown—no snowy Owl
was ever couched for cataract—no need has
he for an oculist, should he hive an hundred
years, and were they to attempt any operation
on his lens o1 1r1s, how he would hoot at Alex-
ander and Wardrope'

Night, doubtless, 1s the usual season of his
prey , but he does not shun the.day, and 1s
sometimes seen hovering unhurt in the sun-
shine The red or black grouse flies as if
pursued by a ghost, but the Snowy Owl, little
slower than the eagle,in dreadful silence over-
takes his flight, and then death 1s sudden and
sure Hawlking 15, or was, a noble pastime—
and we have now prevented our eyes from
glancing at Jer-falcon, Peregrine, or Goshawk,
but Owling, we do not doubt,would be noways
ferior sport, and were 1t to become prevalent
m_modern times, as Hawking was in fumes of
old, why, each lady, as Venus already fair, with
an Ovwl on her wrist, would look as wise as
Minerya

But our sonl sickens at all those dreams of
blood ! and fam would turn away from fierce
eye, cruel beak, and tearing talon—war-wea-
pons of them that dehight 1n wounds and death
—1to the contemplation of creatmies whose
characteristics are the love of sohitude—shy
gentleness of manner—the tender devotion of
mutoal attachment—and, in field or forest, a
lifelong passion for peace

t
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nov smelt the powder—* Cushats are gajan’
Iattle birds to il ”—but returned, with our
shooting-bag as empty as our stomach, to the
Manse
“Why do the birds sing on Sunday ?” said
once a hittle boy to us—and we ansvered him
in a lyrical ballad, which we have lost  But
although the birds certainly do sing on Sunday
—behaviour that with our smaligentleCal s,
who dearly loved them, caused some doubts of
their being so inuocent as during the week-
days thev appeared to be—we cannot set dovn
their fault to the score of ignorance Is itin
the holy superstihion of the world-wearied heart
that man believes the infertor creatures to be
conscious of the calm of the Sabbath, and that
they know 1t to be the day of ourrest?! Or
15 1t that we transfer the feeling of our ynward
calm to all the goings-on of Nature, and thus
mmbue them with a character of reposing
sanctity,existing only 1n ourown spirits t Both
solutions are true The 1nstincts of those
creatures we know only 1n then symptoms
and their effects, in the wonderful range of
action over which they reign  Of the mnstinets
themselves—as feelings or 1deas—we huow
not any thing, nor ever can know , for an 1m-
passable gulf separates the nature of those that
may be to pertsh, from ours that are to hive for
ever DBut their power of memory, we must
believe 1s not only capable of minutest reten-
tion, but also stretches bach to afar—and some
power or other they do possess, that gathers up
the past experience 1nto rules of conduet that
guide them in their solitary or gregarious hfe
Why, therefore, should not the birds of Scot-
land know the Sabbath day 7 On that day the
Water-Ouzel 15 never disturbed by angler
among the murmurs of his own water-fall,
and as he flits down the banks and braes of the
burn, he sees no motion, he hears no sound
about the cottagé that 15 the boundary of s
furthest flight—for “the dizzymg mll-whee!
rests” The merry-nodding rooks, that m
spring-time  Leep following the yvery heels
of the ploughman—may they not hnow 1t to
be Sabbath, when all the horses 4re standing
udle i the field, or taking a gallop by them-
selvesround the head-ngg? Qumek of hearing
are birds—one and all-—and i c¢very action
of then Iives are obedient to sounds  May they
not, then—do they not connecta feeling of per-
fect safety with the tinkle of the small hirkh-
bell? The 32ry Jay himself 1s not shj of peo-
ple on their way (o worship  The magpie,
that never sits more than a minute at a time
in the <ame place on a Saturday, will on the
Sabbath remamn on the harkyard wall with all
the composure of a dove The whole feath-
ered crettion hnow our hours of sleep  They
awale before us, and ere the carhest labourer
has said Ins prayers, have not the woods and
vallevs been ninging with thewr hymns 7 Why,
therefore, mav not they, who hnow, each week.
dy, the hour of our Iving dow n and our rising
up hnow also the day of our general rest?
The ammals vhose lot 15 labour, shall they
not know 1t? Yeg, the horse on thit day
sleeps m shade or <unshine without fear ol
bomg desturbed—tus nech forget, the grlimg
collar, “aad there are forty feeding hke one,?
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all well hnowing that their fresh meal on the
tender herbage will not be brohen i upon be-
fore the dews of next morning, usheringin a
ne 1 day to them of toil or travel

So much for our belief 1n the lmowledge,
instinctive or from a sortof reason, possessed,
by the creatures of the inferor creation, of the
Lieaven-appoinied Sabbath to man and beast
But 1t 1s also true that we transfer our m-
ward feelings 1o their outward condition, and
w1th our religious sparit imbue all the ongoings
of ammated and even manimated Iife There
15 always a shade of melancholy, a tinge of
penstveness, a touch of pathos, mn all profound
rest Perhaps because 1t1s <o much in contrast
with the turmoil of our ordinary heing  Per-
haps because the sonl, when undisturbed, will,
from the impulse of 1ts own divine nature, have
high, solemn, and awful thoughts In such
state 1t transmutes all things mto a show
of sympathy with uself The church-spire,
rismg high above the smoke and »ur of a
town, v hen strueh by the sun-fire, scems, on
marhet-day, a tall building 1n the air, that may
scrve as a guide to people from a distance
flocking 1nto bazears  The same church-spire,
were its loud-tongued bell to call from aloft on
the gathering multitude below, to celebrate the
anmversary of some great victory, Waterloo
or Trafalzar, would appear to stretch up 1is
stature triamphantly mto the sky—so muceh
the more triamphantly, 1f the standard of Dng-
land were floating from its upper battlements
But to the devout eje of faith doth 1t not seem
to express its own character, when on thc'Sab-
bath 1t performs no other ofiice than to point
1o heaven?

So much for the second solution Butin-
dependently of both, no wonder that all na-
ture scems to rest on the Sabbath, for 1t doth
rest—all of 1t, at Jeast, that apperttins to man
and s conditon If the Tourth Command-
ment be kept—at rest 1s all the housenold—
and all the fields round 1t are at rest  Calm
flow s the current of human life, on that gra-
crous dny, throughout all the glens and valleys
of Scotland, as a stream that wimples 1n the
morning sunshine, freshened but not flooded
with the soft-falling ram of a summer-mght
The spiral smoke-wreath aboie the cottage 1s
not ealmer than the motion 'ﬁthm True, that
the wood-warblers do not ctase thewr songs,
but the louder they sing, the deeper s the stll-
ness  And what perfect blessedness, when it
15 only 0y that 1s astir in rest!

Loud-flapping Cushat® 1t was thou that in-
spircdst these solemn fancies; and we hue
only to wish thee, for thy part contributed to
our Reereations, now that the acorns of n1utumn
must be wellmgh consumed, many 1 plentful
repast, amd the mulutude of tny now conzre-
gted comrades 1n the cleared stnbble Jands—
as seyere weather advances, and the ground
becomes covered with snow, remiles undis-
turbed by fowler, on the tops of turnip, ripe,
and other cruciform plants, which all of thy
race aftect so passiontely—ind oft blow the
sen-breeses on thy unrutied plumage, when
fthou tahest thy winbrs walk with faedred
{1y aads on the <helly <hors, and for a season
sirwnglest wath gull andUscmm“—-apanc.vr)
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the impenetrable gloom of this silvan sanctu-
pry?  Andaf here we chose to perish by sui-
cide or natural de ath—and famine 15 a natm al
death—what ey e would ever look on our boncs?
Raving all, but 501t often 1s with us 1n sever-
est solitnde~—our dreams will be hideous with
s and death
Hideous, said we, with sin and death?
Thoughts that came flying against us ke vul-
tures, ke 1ultures have disappeared, disap-
pomnted of thewr prey, and afraid to fix thur
talons in a thing alive, Hither—by some se-
cret and sacred impulse within the soul, that
often hnoweth not the sovereign virtue of its
own great desires—has e we been led as intoa
pennentiary, where, before the altar of nature,
we may lay down the burden of gumit or re-
morse, and wall out of the Forest a heaven-
pardoned man What gmlt'—O my soul!
canst thou think of IIim who 1nhabiteth eter-
mty, and ask what gwmlt? What remorse 1—
Tor the derehction of duty every day since
thou receryedst from Heaven the understand-
ing of good and of esal  All our past existence
gathers up 1nto one dread conviction, that
every man that 15 born of woman 15 a smnner,
and worthy of everlasting death  Yet with the
same dread conviction 1s imnterfused a know-
ledge, clear as the consciousness of present
bemng, that the soul will live for ever What
was the meaning, O my soul' of all those
transitory joys and griefs—of all those fears,
hopes, loves, that <o shook, each in 1ts own
flecting scason, the very foundations on which
thy being n this ife 1s Taid?  Anger, wrath,
hatred, pride, and ambition—vw hat are they all
but so mauny shapes of <in coeval with thy
birth? That sudden entrance of heaven's hight
mto the Torest, was the the opeming of the
eyve of God' And our spint stands ashimed
of 1ts nakedness, because of the foulness and
pollution of sin  But the aw ful thoughts that
have travelled through ts chambers have ven-
tilated, swept, and cleansed them~—and let us
breal away from beneath the weight of con-
fession
Consetence' Speak not of weak and fantas-
tic fears—of 1hject superstitions—and of all
that wild brood of dreams that haive for ages
been 1nws to whole nations, though we might
speak of them—and, withont volation of the
spirit of true plulosophy, call upon them to
bear testimony te the truth  But think of the
calm, punfied, enhightened, and eles ated con-
science of the highest natures—f{rom which
ab)ectless fear has been excluded—and which
hears, 1 ats stillness, the eternalvoice of God
What calmn celestial joy fills all the being of
a good man when conscience tells him he 1s
obey ing God’s law ! ‘What dismal fear and snd-
den remorse assail hum, whenever he swertes
but ane single step ont of the nght path that s
~hining before tus feet! It1s not 2 mere self-
1sh terrar—it 15 not the dread of punishment
only that appals lum—for, on the contrary, he
can calmly look on the pumishment which he
Fnows his gmilt has ancurred and almost de.
»res that 1t shonld be inflicted that the m.
cented power mav be appersed Tt s the
consclousness of offence that 1z unendurable
—no. the fear of consequent suffering, 1t 18
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the degradation of <in that his soul deploree—
1t 15 the guilt which he would crpiate, if pos-
sible, 1n torments, 1t 1s the united sen<e of
wrong, sin, gwmlt, degradation, shame, and re-
morse, that renders a moments pang of the
conscience more terrible to the good than
jears of any other punishment—and 1t thus 15
the power of the human soul to 1ender 1ts
whole Iife miserable by its very love of that
virtue which it has fatally violated Thisisa
passion which the soul could not suffer—un-
less 1t were immortal Reason, so powerful
1n the highest minds, would escape from the
vain delusion, but 1t 15 1n the highest minds
where reason 1s most subjected to this av-ful
poner—they would <eck reconcilement with
offended Heaven by the loss of all the happ-
ness that earth ever jielded—and would re-
joice to pour out their heart’s blood if 1t could
wipe away from the conscience the stain of
one deep transgression' The<e are not the
high-wrought and delusise states of mimd of
religious enthusiasts, passing avay with the
bodily agitation of the dreamer, but they are
the feelings of the lofniest of men’s <ons—and
when the troubled spirit has escaped from their
burden, or found strength to support 1t, the
conviction of their reasonableness and of their
awful reality remams, nor can 1t be remoted
from the minds of the wise and +rtuous, with-
out the obliteration from the tablets of memory
of all the moral judgments which conscience
has there recorded

Tt 1s melancholy to think that even 1n our
own day, a philosopher and one of high name
too, should have spohen shghtingly of the uni-
versal desire of mmmortality, as no argument
at all 1p proof of 3t because ansing ineyatably
from the regret with which all men must re-
gard the relinquishment of this hfe  DBs thus
spealang of the desire as a delusion necess<a-
nly accompanying the con<titution of mind
which 1t has pleased the Denty to bestow on
us, such reasoners but darhen the msstery
both of man and of Providence  But this de-
sire of immortalify s not of the lund they <ay
1t 15, nor does 1t partake, 1n any degree, of the
character of a blind and weak feeling of regret
at merely leaving thus present ife “T would
not hive alway,” 15 a fechng which all men
understind—but who can endnre the momen-
tary thought of anmhlatien! Thousands, and
ten< of thousands—aw ful a thing 15 1t1s to die
—1re wilhing to do so—* passing through na-
turc to etermaty —nay, when the last hour
comes, death almost alwavs finds his vicum
ready, if not resigned  To lea e carth, and
all the light both of the sun and of the <oul 1<
a <ad thought to us all—transient as are human
smiles, we eannot bear to sce them no more—
and there1s a beanty thit nds us to hie in
the tears of tonderness that the dyinz man <ees
gushing for issahe  But between thatrezret
for departing loves and afft cuons, #nd all the
gorzeous or beantifu) show s of thiw eartt —te.
tween that love and the dread of ~pnth Itien
there 15 no connectinn The soui can bear to
part with all 1t Iover—the <oft voire—the
Lindbing <milr—the starting tear—and the pro-
foondest sighe of alt b, v hom 1t 15 beloeas
but 1t cannot bear to pari ¥ uh its eXxistence
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Kt aner should havs dwd woheutanompt: ¢
toambady i fotms the Mevof et Dincers R
nnght bave been 1 fathere o bl noam-
perfoonon the snaédee Lon wlich he vonlid hne
hadtoworh ' Jow detectiv e the westrgment
Yeun—ver binppu r far was 3t dort] e po wdold
anan that he <honld b tatlon s docpe gt the
undimmed aden of that unatempted Dmser o
heommagianon, than, vamhy contondimg with
the physical vl anherent momatter, hasve de
teeted the Bishop® foot i the first covrre, nud
died of o brohen heart!

lravethup” it s remarhed W om pour
dear dead Doctor m his Foa elleds Oraele, s
frecte thon to he yccommonded, ¢« peemlly 1o
those whose employments mier edentiy—uho
arc engazad i abstract dtadies—whose mnds
have heen sanle i o rtate of morhd mddane-
chols by hy pochondriasis, or, by what 15 worwt
of all, a Inek of domestic fibiemy  Nature,
how ever, will not suifler any sudden ffanahon,
and therefore 1t is amproper for prople aceus.
tomed 10 a4 sedentary hie to andertahe sudden.
Iy a jonrney, durmg winch they will e vx-
Tosed o long and vwlent jolung, The case

that by = ham o e nevan, The trmh e,
b g ettennp o e gl poe <dy L
ooy redantaps D, vhe poonet fonsientt,
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o tovrrine by op e poof ol Hiehheror
n Decnee What ¢on by nore <! iy ?
Only Teor s st oldorhy pontlemnn soth e
v csntonthy nyaroy, pimrecd pn tetteon 4
brace of buvers yngne on their wav dav g fo
Dops weter Tace Could he be midre » cdentary,
durine the peadm, 1 bis coon paipt !

We mu toobpt, too, to e ur tration of
wme aud warer Jat s wan swho ha bren <o
unfortunnte as o be recustonynd 1w demk
v ater, Ioe afiand ol at onee 1o bonn ta domd
wine  Iet lim, without fear or tremblng,
beldly Bl buinpess to the Throprethe Nayy—
and the Aimy These three bdumpers wall
have made lgm a pes man We hve no ob-
gt on whatrwr 0 hes dindang, i annmated
tyeeesson, the dpatheosts of the Whygrsm—the
Anclers delirht—the Canee of Liborty all over
the World—Churtophar NortheMas a the Iin-
mortal, N dtore sall not sufler amy cudden
ttanation'” Wil she not' Yook at our

water dranker now ' Ihis very own mother
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the smling earth, and glorymg 1n hus own cor-
ruption, sought to etcrmze here s very sims
by naming the stars of heaven after heroes,
conquerors, murderers, violators of the man-
dates of the Maher whom they had forgotten,
or whose attributes they had debased by thar
own foul imaginations  They hehieved them.
selves, 1n the dclusion of therr own idolatiies,
to be “Lords of the world and Demigods of
T'ame,” while they were the slaves of thewr
oun sins and their own smful Derties. Should
we have been wiser 1n our gencration than
they, but for the Bible? I in moral specula-
tion we hear but httie—too httle—of the con-
fesston of what 1t owes to the Christian reht-
gion—in all the Philosophy, nevertheless, that
15 pure and of good report, we gee that “the
day-spring from on high has visted 1t” In
all philesophic mquiry there 15, perhaps, a ten-
dency to the soul's exaltation of stselfvhich
the spirait and genius of Chrishanity subdues
It1s not sufficient to say that a natural .ense
of our own nfirmities will do so—for seldom
mndeed have Deists been lowly-mmded  They
have talked proudly of humthty Compare
their moral medutations with those of our great
divines  Their thoughts and feelings are of
the “carth earthy,” but when we listen to those
others, we feel that their lore has bheen God-
gwen

“1t is ns if an angel shook hify s inge

Thus has Christianity glorified Philosophy,
its celestial purity 15 now the airan which in-
tellect breathes In the hberty and equality
of that religion, the soul of the highest Philo-
sopher dare not offend that of the humblest
peasant  Nay, 1t sometimes stands rebuked
before 1t—and the lowly dweller in the hut, or
the shieling on the mountain side, or 1n the
forest, could abash the proudcst son of Heience,
by pomnting to the Scrinon of our Saviour on
the Mount—and saying, “I see mjy dutics to
man and God kere™  The rehigious establish-
ments of Chnstianity, therefore, have done
more not only to support the hife of virtue, but
1o <how all 1ts springs and sources, than all
the works of all the Philosophers who have
ever expounded 1ts principles or its practice

Ha' vhat has brought thee bither, thon
vide antlered hing of the red-deer of Bracmar,
from the spacious de<ert of thy hills of storm 7
Ere now we ha.e behcld thee, or one stately
as thee, gazing abroad, from 2 rock over the
heather, to adl the points of heaven, and soon
as our figure was <een fer below, leading the
van of the flight thou v ent’st haughtly av ay
mto the wilderness  But now thou ghdest
<oftly and slon 1y tnrougn the LJoom~nov ateh-
fulness, no anxiety m thy large beamingrses,

and, 1 nechinz among the hory mostes, layest
thy<elf down 1n uninown fellowship with one
of tho<e human crratares, 2 glince of 3 hose
eye, + murmor of whose voice, 1 ould «end

thee belling through the fore-t, ternficd by tae

flash or sonnd that brcpale 2 hocle
wont to pursue thy race unto o
hunter 15 upen thegemag—a,’
2s 1 shoounz-tar up springs the red
1n tae gloom a< suddandy s 1ov
On—on—on' furtherirto e ¥
”.
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now a notse as of “thunder hirard remote”
Waterfiulls—hundrcds of watesfalls sounding
for  ever—here—there—everywhere—~among
the remoter woods  Northwards one fieree
torient dashes through the cantie—but no vils
lages—only a fow wondmen’s shichings will
appear on 1t banks, foratis a torrent of pres
cipiees, where the shrubs that Inng mdway
from the cleft are out of the reach of the spray
of 1ts cataracts, even when the red Garroch s
i flood,

Many hours have we heen an the waldernews,
and our heart yearns agmn for the heeplul
dwellings of men  Bwerl infant streamlel,
that flows by our feet wathout a1 wmurmaur, ro
*hallow arc yet thy waters—wiit thou—short
as hitherto has been thy jomneying—valtthon
be our gmde out mto the groen valleys and
the blue heaven, and the sizht once more of
the bright sunsinne and the farr fleccy eloud,?
No other cluc to the labyunth do we seck bhut
that small, thin, pure, tranpuent threwl of
silser, which nesther bash nor bricr will break,
and which will wind withont  cptanglomont
round the roots of the old treeas, and the base
of the shaggy rorks, As of glad 10 ¢ cape
from 1ts savage birthplace, the small rivuler
now give s ulterance to a sonpy and shiding
down shelving rochre, 0 Jow in thar mossy
verdure as hardly to deserve that name, ghdes
along the almost leve] lnwns, here and theee
diselosing a hitde hermit flowes. No danger
now of 1its bemg unbibed wholly by the thiraty
earth, for 1t has a channel .md banl, of s
ova—and there 1s a wvaterfull' Theped.
forwards the mivuld never loss ats merry
voice—and 1n an honr it 15 8 torrent What
beantful symptoms now of it approach to the
edur of the Tore 7 Wandinng hebte and
v hispersng aurs ars here visstunts—and there
the blue eye of 4 vild violet loolinye np from
the ground'  The glades arc more frequent——
more frequent open apaces cleared by the
v oodman’s axc—and the antique O JeTree all
alone by meell, ot Al a grove  The torrent
miy be erlled noble now, and that deep olue
atmosphere—or +ay rather, that ghmmer of
purple airr—lirs over the Strath an whieh 2
great ver rolle along to the S

Nothing an all nature more brautiful than
the boundary; of 1 preat flighland T oront
Masses of rock, throvn torethoern mznifi.
cent eonfusion, many of them hichoned and
veather-s{amed vith eolour, gorgenus as the
eyrd plumaze of the pracoel , the dactre of the
rainbov, or the barred and elonded plorsee of
sriting suns— ows g <oy aloft with re
«own ni the ertfaces by tird or Teress, and
cheekening the blur o} y—athrr birg, bhel,
abrupt, grm ar yoleances, a d ehatvred o af
Ly the hghtmngestenle Yot antepmpers d,
p]‘]ceq of e rfeet prors —cipt ey Aone the 1ot
heather, or tallag [ndsfion, < moothed n¥o v el
Vet 1t 1e there ¢ to Yl boFeoar e feo
—=roeks where e unls tuter L Linpet hoge

“ Bet apypue the Lo ran s Yoorr, all e o
. ianae draprre of haresevel’e =l ¢
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’ DR KITCHINER

could not know him-—he has lost ail resem-
blance to his twin-brother, from whom, two
short hours ago, you could not have distin-
guished him but for a shght scar on his brow
——so completely 1s his apparent personal 1den-
fity lost, that 1t would be mmpossible for him
to establish an alib:  He sees a figure n the
murror ahove the chimney-piece, but has not
the slightest suspicion that the rosy-faced Bac-
chanal 1s himself, the water-drinker ; but then
he takes care to imitate the manual exercise
of the phantom—hfung his glass to hus lips at
the very same moment, as 1f they were both
moved by one soul

The Doctor then wisely remarhs, that it 1s
¢ impossibie to lay down any rule by which to
regulate the number of miles a man may jour-
ney 1n a day, or to prescribe the precise num-
ber of ounces he ought to eat, but that nature
has given us a very excellent guide 1n a sense
of lassptude, which 1s as unerring 1n exercise
as the sense of satiety 1s 1n eating”

We say the Doctor wisely remarks, yet not
altogether wisely ¢ for the rule does not seem
to hold always good either 1n exercise or in
eatmg What more common than to feel one’s-
self very much fatigned—quite done up as 1t
were, and unwiiling to stir hand or foot Up
goes a lark 1n heaven—tira-liva—or suddenl)y
the breezes blow among the clouds, who forth-
with all begin campaigmng 1n the sky—or,
quick as hghtning, the sunshine n a moment
resuscitates a drowned day—or tripping along,
all by her happy self, to the sweet accompani-
ment of her joy-varied songs, the woodman’s
daughter passes by on her way, with a basket
in her hand, to her father in the forest, who
has already laid down s axe on the mendran
shadow darkening one side of the straight stem
of an oak, beneath whose grove might be drawn
up five score of plumed chivalry' Where 15
your “sense of lassitude now, nature’s un-
erring guide 1n exercise ¥ You spring up
from the mossy wayside bank, and renewed
both 1n mind and body “rejoicing 1n Nature’s
joy,” you continue to pass over houseless
moors, by small, single, solitary, straw-roofed
huts, through villages gathered round Stone
Cross, Llm Grove, or old Monastic Tower, till,
unwearied in hith and limb, you see sunset
beautifying all the west, and drop 1n, perhaps,
among the hash of the Cottar’s Saturday Night
—for 1t 15 1n sweet Scotland we are wallang m
ourdream—and know not, tifl wehave stretched
ourselves off a bed of rushes or of heather,
that “kind Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy
sleep,” 1s yet among the numbcr of our hosom
friends—alas ' daily dimimishing beneath fate
fortune, the sweeping scythe-strohe of death,
or the whisper of some one poor, puny, idle,
and unmeaning word'

Then, as to “ the sense of satiety n eating”
It 15 produced 1n us by three platefuls of hotch-
potch—and, to the eyes of an ordinary ob-
server, our dinner would seem to be atan end
But no—strictly speaking, 1t 15 just gomng to
bégin - About an hour ago did we, standing on
the very beautiful bridge of Perth, see that
dentical salmon, with hus back-fin just visible
above the translucent tide, arrowing up the
"Tay,bold as a bridegroom, and nothing doubt-
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ing that he should spend his honeymoon among
the gravel beds of Kinnaird or Moulenearn, or
the rochy sofas of the Tommel, or the green
marble couches of the Thlt. What has be-
come now of “the sense of satiety in eating?”
John-—the castors '—mustard— inegar—cay-
enne—catchup—peas and potatoes, with a very
Iittle butter—the biscuit called #rask”—and
the memory of the hotch-potch 1s as that of
Babylon the Great. Thatany gigot of mutton,
exquisite though much of the five-year-old
blackfaced must assuredly be, can, with any
rational hopes of success, contend agamst a
haunch of venison, will be asserted by no de-
vout lover of truth Try the two by alternate
platefuls, and you will uniformly find that yon
leave off after the venison That “sense of
satiety 1 eating,” of which Dr Kitchmer
speaks, was produced by the Tay salmon de-
voured above—but of all the transitory feel-
ings of us transitory creatures on our transit
thmough this transitory world, in which the
Doctor asserts nature will not suffer any sud-
den transitions, the most transitory ever expe-
rienced by us 1s “ the sense of satiety in eat-
mg” Therefore, we have now seen 1t for a
moment existing on the disappearance of the
hotch-potch—dying on the appearance of the
Tay salmon—once more noficeable as the last
plate of the noble fish melted away—extin-
gmished suddenly by the vision of the venison
—again felt for an mnstant, aud but for an -
stant—for a brace and a half of as fine grouse
as ever expanded their voluptuous hosoms to
be devoured by hungry love' Sense of satiety
in ecating, indeed! If you please, my dear
friend, one of the backs—pungent with the
most palate-picrcing, stomach-stirring, heart-
warming, soul-exalting of all tastes—the wild
bitter-sweet

But the Doctor returns to the subject of
tray elhing—and fatigue  *“ When one begins,”
he says, “to be low-spirited and dejected, to
yawn often and be drowsy, when the appetite
15 wmpaired, when the smallest movement oc-
casions a fluttering of the pulse, when the
mouth becomes dry, and 1s sensible of a bitter
taste, seek refreshment and repose, if you wish to
PRLVENT ILL\ESS, already beginning to take
place” Why, our dear Doctor, 1llness in such
a deplorable case as this, 15 just about to end,
and death 1s beginming to take place Thank
Heaven, 1t 1s a condition to which we do not
remember having very nearly approximated'
Who ever saw us yawn? or drowsy? or with
ourappelite impaired, except on the withdrawal
of the table-cloth? or low-spirited, but when
the Glenlivet was at ebb? Who dare declare
that he ever saw our mouth dry ? or sensible
of a bitter faste, since we gave over munch-
g rowans? Put your finger on our wrist, at
any moment you choose, from June to Janu-
ary, from January to June, and by its pulsation
you may rectify Harnson’s or Kendal’s chro-.
nometer

But the Doctor proceeds—* By rasing the
temperature of my room to about 65° a broth
diet, and taking 2 tea spoonful of Lpsom salts
m half a pnt of warm water, and repeating 1t
every half hour ull 1t moves the bowels twice
or thiice, and retiring to rest an hour or two
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Suppoce all people brehaved m this v ay—
and vwhat an absurd v oild we shovld have of
it—erery tman, woman, and child who could
wiite, jotting away at thair note-books ' This
commitung to paper of vhatever you «ec, hear,
or read, has, among many other bad efltct
this one especiaily—n a few years 1t reduccs
you to a state of idocy  "The memory of all
men who commit to paper her omes regularly
extinet, we have observed, about the aze of
thirty Now, althouh the Memory does not
bear a very bnibant reputation among the
faculties, a man findy himself very much at o
stand who s unprovided with one, for the
Imagmation, the Judgment, and the Reacon
walk off mn <earch of the Memoyy—each in
opposite directions, and the Yind, left a1
home by utscify 15 1n @ very awhward predica-
ment—gefs comatose—snores loudly, and 1.
pires  For our own part, we would much
1ather lose our Imagmation and our Jude.
ment—nay, our 1ery Reason nteelf—than our
Memory —provided we were suffered to retan
a httle Fecling and n hitle Paney  Commat-
ters to paper forget that the Memory 35 a tablet,
or they carelessls fling that my <tertous tiblet
away, soft as wax to receiv e unpressions, and
harder than adamant to retan and put thar
trust i a bat of calfsshn, or a bundle of old
Tags

The observer who instanthy jots douwn every
object he sces, never, properly speahing, saw
an object 1 ns hife  There has always been
m the creature’s mnnd a feeling alien to that
which the object would, of its pure self, have
excited The very preservation of a sort of
style in the ereature’s remarks, costs hun an
eflfort which disables lum from understanding
what 1s before hum, by dividing the small at-
tention of which he might have been capable,
between the jotting, the jotter, and the thing
jotted. Then yowr commutter to paper of
whatever he sees, hears, or reads, forgets or
has never known that all real Lnowledge,
etther of men or things, must be gatheted up
by operations which are m their very bemng
spontaneous and free—the mind being even
unconscions of them as they ate going on—
while the edifice has all the time been silently
nsing up under the unintermitting labours of
those silent workers—Thoughts, and s finally
seen, not without wonder, by the Mind or Soul
stself, which, gentle 1eader, was all along
Architect and Foreman~—had not only arg-
nally planned, but had even duly supernntend-
ed the building of the Femple

Were Dr. Xatchiner not dead, we should
just put to um this simple question—Could
you, Doctor, not recollect all the dishes of the
most various dinner at which you ever assist-

ed, down to the obscurest hidney, without
committing every atem {o your note-hook?
Yes, Doctor, you could Well, then, all the
universe 15 but one great dinner Ieaven
and eaith, what a show of dishes' From a
sun to a salad—a moaon to a mutton-chop—a
comet to a curry—a planct to 2 pité! What
gross mgratitude to the Giver of the feast, not
to be able, with the memoty he has given us
to remember his bounties! It 15 true, what
the Doctor says, tha} notes made with pencils
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are casily obliterated by the motion of travel
hne, b, then, Doctor, notes made by the
Alind hereelf, wath the Buby Pen Natre myver
all her cluldren who have also discourso of
Reason, are with the shightest toneh, eaulier
far than glass by the damond, traced cif the
tablets that disease alone serms to defaer,
death alone to break, but which, ineffaceabl,
and not to be bro} en, <hall vath all thewr my -
cellaneous e cniptions endure for ¢y r—, ca,
even to the ercat Day of Indgment

If men wall but ook and livten, and feel and
thinh—they will never forget any thung wortn
being remembered Do we forget “our chy's
dren, that to our eyes are deaver than the
sun ™ Do we forzet onr wives—unreacon-
able and almost downnght diecasreeable as
they somttunes vill be? Do ve forget our
trinmphe—our defeats —our costasics, our aso-
ntes—the foee of a deor fricnd, or “denvre t
fut"—the ghosthhke votce of conccience at
mdmght anaigng ue of enmrs—or her
seraph hymn, at vhich the gates of heaven
sgeat (o eapand for us that we may enter
anrong the white-rebed «prruts, ond

sOsgmimer hizh in Blics upon the utls of God 17

What are a)l thy jotmgs that ever were joited
down on his jo-book, by the most mvetcrate
jotter thot ever reached a raven age, 1n com- '
parison with the Jabrary of Useful Know-
lIedge, that every man—who 1~ 1 men—carnes
within the Ratchffe—the Bodleian of s own
breact !

What are you gnnmng ot o the corner
there you hittle ngly Beelzebub of a Printer’s
Devil? and have you dropped through a seam
m the caling? More copy do you want?
There, you imp— amshed ke a thonght!

'

SECOXD COURSE

Anovr 2l thimgs continues Dr Kutchiner,
« avoud trw ethog through the meht, whieh, by
mterrupting ~leep, and exposmz the body to
the mght awr, 18 alway s prejudicial, even 1n the
mildest weather, 1nd to the strongest constitu-
twons ™ Pray, Doctor, what -ls vou at the
mght air? If the night air be, even the
mildest weather, prejudicial to the strongest
coustitutions, what do jou thinh becomes ot
the cattle on a thousand hilis? VW hy don’tall
the bulls 1n Bashan die of the astma—or look
mteresting by moonlhght 1 a galloping con-
sumption? Nay, if the mght air be sovery
fatal, how do you account for the longevity of
owls?  Have vou never read of the Chaldean
shepherds watching the courses of the stars?
Or to come nearer our own times, do you not
know that every blessed mght throughout
the year, thousands of young lads and lasses
meet, either beneath the milk-white thorn—or
on the lea-ng, although the mght be ne’er sac
wet, and they be ne’er sae weary——or under
rock on the ll—or—no uncommon case—
beneath a fioven stack—not of chimneys, but
of co1n-sheat es—or on a couch of snow—and
that they are all as warm as >0 many pies,
whle, mstead of feehng what you call ¢ the
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“Ie bears no tohens of the sabler streams,
But soars far of;’nmong the sw ans of Thames »’
Pleasant people of this kind of constitution
jou see gomng about of a mormng rather 1n
dishabille—hair uncombed haply—face and
hands even unwashed—and shirt with a some-
what day-before-yesterdayish hue Yet are
they, so far from being dirty, at once felt, seen,
and smelt, to be among the very cleanest of her
Majesty’s subjects The moment you shake
hands with them, you feel 1n the firm flesh of
palm and finger that their heart’s-blood circu-
lates purely and freely from the point of the
highest hair on the apex of the pericramum, to
the edge of the nail on the large toe of the
nght foot Thewr eyes are as clear as un-
clouded shies—the apples on their cheeks are
Iike those on the tree—what need, in either
case, of rubbing off dust or dew with a towel?
What though, from sleeping without a might-
cap, their hair may be a hittle toosey? Itis
not dim—dull—oily—like half-withered sea-
weeds! Tt will soon comb 1tself with the fin-
gers of the west wind-—that tent-hke tree 1ts
toilette—its murror that pool of the clear-flow-
g Tweed
Some stieams, just hke some men, are al-
ways dirty—you cannot possibly tell why—
unproducible to good pic-nic society either i
dry or wet weather Indry, the oozy wretches
are weeping among the shippery weeds, infest-
ed with eels and powheads  In wet, they are
Iike so many common sewers, strewn with
dead cats and broken crockery, and threaten-
g with their fierce fulzie to poliute the sea
The sweet, soft, pure rains, soon as they touch
the flood are changed nto filth  The sun sees
his face 1n one of the pools, and 1s terrified out
of his senses He shines no more that day
The clouds have no notion of bemng carica-
tured, and the trees keep cautiously away from
the brink of such streams-—save, perchance,
now and then, here and there, a weak, well-
meaning willow—a thing of shreds and patches
—its leafless wands covered with bits of old
worsted stockings, erowns of hats, a bauclle,
(see Dr Jamieson,) and the remans of a pawr

_ of corduroy breeches, long hereditary 1n the

family of the Blood-Royal of the Yetholm
Gipsies

Some streams, just like some men, are al-
ways clean—jyou cannot well tell why—produ-
cible to good pic-nmc socicty either in dry or wet
weather In dry, the pearly waters are sing-
ing among the {reshened flowers—so that the
trout, 1f he chooses, may breakfast upon bees
In wet, they grow, 1t1s true, dark and drumly
—and at mdmght, when heaven’s candles are
put out, loud and oft the angry spirit of the wa-
ter shriecks But Aurora beholds her facen
the clarified pools and shallows—far and wide
ghttering with silver or with gold All the
banks and braes re-appear green as emerald
from the subsiding curient—mto which lonk
with the eye of an angler, and you behold a
Fish—a twenty pounder—steadying humself—
hike an uncertain shadow, and oh' for George
Scougal’s_laister to strike him through the
spme'  Yes, these are the 1mages of trees, far
down asi{1n another world, and whether von
ook up or look down, alike in all us blue,
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1
braided, and unbounded beauty, 1s the morning
sky!

Irishmen are generally men of the kind thus
Mastrated—generally sweet—at least mn their
own green Isle, and that was the best argu-
mecnt 1n favour of Catholic Emaneipation —So
are Scotsmen Whereas, blindlolded, take a
London, Edinburgh, or Glasgow Cockney’s
hand, immediately after 1t has been washed
and scented, and put 1t to your nose—and jou
will begin to be apprehensive that some prac-
tical wit ha« substituted 1 heu of the sonnet-
seribbling bunch of hitle fetd fives, the body
of some chicken-butcher of a weasel, that died
of the plaguec  We have seen as much of what
1s most ignorantly and mahgnantly denom-
nated dirt—one week’s earth—washed off the
feet of a pretty young girl on a Saturday night, at
a single siting 1n the little rivulet that runs
almost round about her father’s hut, as would
have served him to raise his mignionette 1n, or
his crop of cresses How beantifully glowed
the crimson snow of the singing creature’s new
washed feet! First as they shone almost mo-
tionless beneath the lucid waters—and then,
fearless of the hard bent and rough roots of
the heather, bore the almost alarming Tawy
dancing away from the eyes of the stranger,
t1ll the courteous spirit that reigns over all the
Highland wilds arrested her steps knee-deepin
bloom, and bade her bow her auburn head, as
blushing, she faltered forth, 1n her sweet Gaelic
accents, a welcome that thrilled hike a blessing
through the heart of the Sassenach, nearly be-
nighted, and wearied sore with the fifty glorious
mountamn-miles that internmt at tumes thewr
{frowning forests {from the correis of Cruachan
to the cliffs of Carrngorm

It will be seen from these hurnied remarks,
that there 1s more truth than, perhaps, Dr
Katchimer was aware of, i his apothegm—
“that a clean skin may be regarded as nextn
efficacy to a clear conscience” But the Doc-
tor had but a very imperfect notion of the
meanmg of the words *“clean skin”—his ob-
servation being not even skin-deep A wash-
hand basin, a bit of soap, and a coarse towel,
he thought would give a Cockney on Ludgate-
il a clean skin—just as many good people
think that a Bibleja prayer-book, and a long
sermon, can give a clear conscience to a cri-
minal 1n Newgate The cause of the evil,n
both cases, lies too deep for tears  Milhons of
men and women pass through nature to eter-
nity clean-skinned and pious—with shght ex-
pense either 1n soap or sermons, while mil-
hons more, with much weehday bodilv scrub-
bing, and much Sabbath spirtual sanctfica-
tion, are held 1n bad odour here, while they
ive, by those who happen to sit near them,
and finally go out hke the stink of a candle

Never stir, quoth the Doctor, “without
paper, pen, and ik, and a note-book 1n your
pocket Notes made by pencils are easily ob-
hterated by the motion of traveling  Commat
to paper whatever you see, hear, or read, that
15 remarkable, with your sensations on ob-
serving i1t—do this upon the spot, if’ possible,
at the moment 1t first strihes you—at all events
do not delay 1t beyond the first convenient op-
portumt,
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lack of vigour attendant on the loss of sleep,
which 1s as enfeebling and as distressing as
the Tanguor that attends the want of food,”
they are, to use a homely Scotch expiession,
“peither to haud wor bind,” the eyes of the
young lads bemg all as brisk, bold, and bright
as the stars in Charles’s Wain, while those of
the young lasses shine with a soft, fant, ob-
scure, but beautiful lustre, like the dewy
Pleiades, over which nature has insensibly
been breathing a mist almost waving and
wavering nto a veil of clouds?

Have you, our dear Doctor, no compassion
for those unfortunate blades, who, solentes-
volentes, must 1emain out perenmally all night
—we mean the blades of grass, and also the
flowers? Thewr constitutions seem often far
from strong, and shut your eyes on a fiosty
night,and you will hear them—ve have done so
many million times—shivering, ay, absolutely
shivering under their coat of hoar-frost! 1If
the night air be indeed what Dr Kitchiner has
declared 1t to be—Lord have mercy on the
vegetable world! What agomes 1n that field
of turnips! Alas, poor Swedes' The imagina-
tion recolls fiom the condition of that club of
winter cabbages—and of what matenials, pray,
must the heart of that man be made, who
could think but for a moment on the case of
those carrots, without bursting into a fiood of
tears!

The Doctor avers that the firm health and
fine spinits of persons who live 1n the country,
aie not moie from breathing a purer air, than
from enjoymng plenty of sound sleep, and the
most distressing misery of “this Elysim.of
bricks and mortar,” 1s the rareness with which
we enjoy “ the sweets of a slumber unbroke ”

Doctor—mn the first place, it 1s somewhat

* doubtful whether or not persons who hive n
the country have firmer health and finer spinits
than persons who hive 1 towns—even 1 Lon-
don What kind of persons do you mean?
You must not be allowed to select some dozen
or two of the hamest among the curates—a
few chosen rectors whose faces have been but
lately elevated to the purple—a team of pre-
bends 1ssuing sleelk from their golden stalls—
a picked bishop—a sacred band the {lite of the
squirearchy—with a coriesponding sprinkling
of superior noblemen from lords to dukes—
and then to compare them, cheek by jowl, with
an equal number of evternal objects taken
from the common run of Cockneys This,
Doctor, 1s menifestly what you are ettling at—
but you must clap your hand, Doctor, without
diserimination, on the great body of the rural
popwmation of England, male and female, and
tahe whatever comes first—be 1t a poor, wrin-
kled, toothless, blear-eyed, palsied hag, totter-
ing horizontally on a staff under the load of a
premature old age, (for she 1s not yet fifty,)
brought on by annunal rheumatism and pe-
renmat poverty,—Be it a y. me ¢ -
martied s, oman, farady anced in nd
sullenly «rooping to the aleh e
overseer of the panish poor,

the unborn bastard, 1s about

bully to marry the parish j

landlord of a rmal inn, w

over hus tuby cheeks, the

his mouth so deranged by tippling that he
simultaneously snorts, stutters, slavers and
snores—pot-helhed—shanked like a spindle-
strae—and bidding fair to be buried on o1 be-
fore Saturday week ,—~Be 1t a half-drunk horse-
cowper, swinging to and fro in a wraprascal
on a bit of broken-down blood that once won
a fifty, every sentence, howeiver shortf, having
but two 1ntelligible words, an oath and a he—
his heart rotten with falsehood, and his bowels
burned up with brandy, so that sudden death
may pull hun from his saddle before he put
spurs to his sporting filly that she may bilk
the turnpike man,and carry him more speedily
home to beat or murder s poor, pale, -
dustrious char-woman of a wife ,~—Be 1t—not
a beggal, for beggars are prohibited from this
pauish—but a pauper n the sulks, dying on
her pittance from the poor-rates, which aito-
gether amount 1n merry England but to about
the paliry sum of, more or less, six millions a
year—her son, all the while, being in a thriv-
mg way as a general merchant in the capital
of the parish, and with clear profits from his
business of £300 per annum, jet suffering the
mother that bore him, and suckled him, and
washed lus childish hands, and combed the
bumpkin’s hatr, and gave mm Epsoms 1 a
cup when her dear Johnny-raw had the belly-
ache, to go down, step by step, as surely and
as obviously as one 1s seen gomng down a
stair with a feeble hold of the banisters, and
stumbling every footfall, down that other
fight of steps that consist of flags that are
mortal damp and mortal cold, and lead to
nothing but a parcel of rotten planks, and
overhead a vault dripping w1th perpetual mois-
ture, green and slobbery, such as toads delight
n crawhng heavily through with now and
then a bloated leap, and hideous things more
worm-like, that go wriggling briskly in and out
among the refuse of the coffins, and are heard,
by 1magination at least, to emt famnt angry
sounds, because the hight of day has hurt thexr
eyes, and the air from the upper world weak-
ened the rank savoury smeil of corruption,
clothing, as with a pall, all the mnside walls of
the tombs ,—Be 1t a man yet in the prime of
life as to years, sin feet and an mch high, and
measurmg round the chest forty-eight inches,
(which 1s more, reader, than thou dost by sy,
we bet a soveleign, member although thou
even be’st of the Edinburgh Sin Feet Club,) to
whom Washington Irving's Jack Tibbuts was
but a Tims—but then ever so manv game-
Leepers met him all alone in my lord’s phea-
sant preserve,and though two of them died
within the month, two within the year, and
two are now in the workhouse—one a mere
wdiot, and the other a madiman—both shadows
—so ternbly were their bodies mauled, and so
sorely were their ’ nl~~fractured,—jet the
poacher was - ‘'ed, and therehe
sits now, sun 1 a bank by the
edge of 1 w he must thread
no more—i ere gnm bone-

brealers —and when they
had zotten one gougad lnm
hke 1 Y t bit off his nose
Iilea B one ' ; hie
ne frontis of a

T
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thunder you meet with 1n cities.  In the coun-
try, few thunder-storms are contented to pass
over without kilhing atleast one horse, some
milch-kine, half-a-dozen sucking pigs or tur-
keys, an old woman or two, perhaps the Mins-
ter of the pansh, a man about forty, name
unknown, and a nursing mother at the mgle,
the child escaping with singed eye-brows, and
a singular black mark on one of its great toes
‘We say nothing of the numbers stupified, who
av.ake the day after, as from a dream, with
strange pains 1n their heads, and not altogether
surc about the names or countenances of the
somewhat unaccountable people whom they
see variously employed about the premises,
and making themselves pretty much at home
In towns, not one thunder-storm 1in fifty that
performs an exploit more magnammous than
Jinocking down an old wife from a chimney-
top—singeing a pair of worsted stockings that,
knit 1n an ill-star’d hour, when the sun had
entered Artes, had been hung ontto dry on a
line 1n the back-yard, or garden as 1t 15 called
—or cutting a few inches off the tail of an old
whig weathercock that for years had been
pecking the eyes out of all the airts the vind
can blaw, greedy of some still higher prefer-
ment -

Our dear deceased author proceeds to tell ms
Traveller how to eat and drink, and remarks,
“that people are apt to 1magine that they may
indulge a hittle more 1 high Iiving when on 2
journey Travelling atself, however,acts as a
stimulus, therefore less nourishment 1s re-
quired than 1n a state of rest "What you might
not consider intemperate at home, may occa-
sion violent irrtation, fatal inflammations, &c ,
1n situations where you are least able to obtan

Jnedical assistance ”

All this 1s very loosely stated, and must be
set to mights If you shut yourself up for
some fifty hours or so in a mail-coach, that
keeps wheeling along at the rate of ten mles
an hour, and changes horses in half a minute,
certainly for obvious reasons the less you eat
and drink the better, and perhaps an hourly
hundred drops of laudamum, or equivalent
grain of opium, would be advisable, so that the
transit from London to Ddinburgh might be
performed 1n a phantasma  But the free agent
ought to Iiv ¢ well on his travels—some degrees
better, without doubt, than when at home
People seldom hive very well at home There
1s always something requiring to be eaten up,
that 1t may ot be lost, which destroys the
soothing and satisfactory symmetry of an un-
cxceptionable dinner We have detected the
same duck through many unpnneipled dis-
guises, playing a different part 1n the farce of
domestic economy, with 2 versatity hardly to
have been evpeeted 1 one of the most gene-
rally despised of the web-footed tribe When
travelling at one’s own sweet will, one feeds
at a diffierent innp every meal, and, except
when the coincidence "of circumstances 1s
aganst you, there 1s an agreeable vanety both
1 the natural and artificial disposition of the
dishes  True that travelling may act as a
stmulus—but false that therefore less nourish-
ment 15 required  Would Dr Kitchiner, 1f
now alive, presume toasla) that it was night for
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him, who had sat all day with hus feet on the
fender, to gobble up, at six oclock of the
afternoon, as enormous a dinner as we who
had walked since sunnse forty or fifty miles?
Because our stimulus had been greater, was
our nourishment to be less? Wedon't care a
curse about stimulus What we want, tn such
a case, 15 lots of fresh food, and we hold that,
under such circumstances, a man with a sound
Tory Church-and-King stomach and constitu-
tion cannot over-eat himself—no, not for his
immortal soul

‘We had almost forgot to take the deceased
Doctor to task for one of the most free-and-
easy suggestions ever made to the 1ll-disposed,
how to disturb and destroy the domestic happi-
ness of eminent literary characters <“An
wtroduction to eminent authors may be ob-
taned,” quoth he slyly, “from the booksellers
who publish their works”

The booksellers who publish the works of
eminent authors have rather more common
sense and feeling, 1t 1s to be hoped, than this
comes to—and know better what 1s the pro-
vince of their profession  Any one man may,
if he chooses, give any other man an 1ntro-
duction to any third man 1n thisworld Thus
the tailor of any emnent author—or his book-
seller—or his parish mmmister—or his butcher
—or his baker—or his “man of business”—
or his house-butlder—may, one and all, gnne
such trayellers as Dr Kitchmer and others,
letters of introduction to the said eminent
authorin prose or verse  This, we have heard,
1s sometimes done—but fortunately we cannot
speak from experience, not being ourselves an
eminent author The more general the inter-
course between men of taste, feeling, cultiva-
tion, learning, gemus, the better, but that
intercourse should be brought about freely and
of 1ts own accord, as fortunate circumstances ®
permit, and there should be no impertinent
interference of sclfish or benevolent go-be-
tneens It would seem that Dr Kitchiner
thought the commonest tras eller, one who was
almost, as it were, bordening on a Bagman, had
nothmg to do but call on the publisher of any
great writer, and get a {ree admission into his
house Had the Doctor not been dead, we
should have given him a severe roving and
blowing-up for this vulgar folly , but as he 1s
dead, we have only to hope that the readers of
the Oracle whointend to trav el will not degrade
themselves, and disgust “authors of emi-
nence,” by thrusting their ugly or comely faces
—both are equally odious—into the privacy of
gentlemen who have done nothing to exclude
themselves from the protection of thelaws of
civilized society—or subject ther firesides to
be mnfested by one-half of the curious men of
the country, two-thirds of the clever, and all
the blochheads,

THIRD COURSE

Havive thusbriefly instructed trov ellershow
to get a look at Laons, the Doctor suddenly ex-
clatms—Ixpntwes, nrwanrorvons ' “There

have,” he says, “been many arguments, pro
X
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fright I hayve never tned 1t with a thorough-
bred bull-dog, nor do I advise it with them,
though I have practised u, and successfully,
with most of the other kinds, 1t might fail with
these, still I'cannot say 1t will.”

Thus aimed agamst the canmne species, the
Traveller, according 1o our Oracle, must also
provide humself with a portable case of -
struments for drawing——a shetch and note
book—paper—inlk-—and rIxs—NLFDLFS—aAXD
Tineap ' A ruby oo Rhodium pen, made by
Doughty, No 10, Great Ormond Street—pen-
cils fiom Langdon’s of Great Russell Street—a
folding onc-foot 1ule, divided 1into eighths,
tenths, and tw elfths of inches—a hunting watch
with seconds, with a detached lever or Du-
plenn’s escapement, 1 good strong silver cases
—Dollond’s achromatic opera-glass—a night-
lamp~a tinder-box—two pair of spectacles,
with stiong silver fiames—an eye-glass mn a
suver ring slung round the neck—a traveller’s
knife, contammg a large and small blade, a
saw, hook for taking a stone out of a horse’s
shoe, turnscrew, gunpicker, tw cezers, and long
corhscrew—galoches or paraloses—jour own
Lkmife and fork, and spoon—a Welsh wig—a
spare hat—umbrella—two great-coats, one for
cool and fair weather, (1 ¢ between 45° and
and 55° of Fahrenhent,) and another for cold
and foul weather, of broadeloth, ined with fm,
and denominated a “dreadnought”

Such are a few of the articles with which
every sensible traxeller will provide himself
before leaving Dulce Domum to brave the pe-
r1ls of a Tour through the Hop-districts

“If circumstances compel you,” continues
the Doctor, “to ride on the outside of a coach,
put on two shirts and two parwr of stockings,
turn up the collar of your great-coat, and tie a
handkerchief round 1t, and have plenty of dry
straw to setyour feet on”

In our jounger days we used to ride a pretty
considerable deal on the outside of coaches, and
much haidship did we endure before we mton
the discoveiry above promulgated We once
rode outside from Edmburgh to Londen, mn
winter without a great-coat, 1n nankeen trou-
sers sans drawers, and all other articles of our
dress thin and light i proportion  That we
are ahwve at this day, 15 no less smgular than
true--~no more true than smgular. We have
known ourselves so firmly frozen to the lea-
thern ceiling of the mail-coach, that it required
the united strength of coachman, guard, and
the other three outsides, to separate us fiom
the vehicle, to which we adhered as part and
parcel All at once the device of the double

shirt flashed upon us—and itunderwent signal
improvemenis before we reduced the theory to
practice  For, first, we endued ourselves with
a leather shirt—then with a flannel one—and
then, 1n regular succession, with three linen
shirts This concluded the Series of Shirts
Then commenced the waistcoats A plain
woollen w aistcoat without buttons—with hooks
and eyes—took the lead, and lept 1t, 1t was
closely pressed by what 1s, in common pala-
ver, called an underwaistcoat—the body being
flannel, the breast-edges beanng a pretty pat-
tern of stripes o1 bais—then came a natty red
waistcoat, of which we were particularly

N
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proud, and of which the effect on landlady,
bar-maid, and chamber-maid, we remember
was irresistible—and, fourthly and finally, to
compliete that department of our investitare,
shone with soft yet sprightly lustre—the dou-
ble-breasted bright-buttoned Buff Five and
four are nine—so that between our carcass and
our coat,it might have been classically said of
our dress—* Novies interfusa coercet” Atthis
juncture of affawrs began the coats, which, as
it 1s a great mistake to wear 100 many coals—
never exceeded six.  The first used generally
to be a pretty old coat that had Iived to moral-
1ze over the mutability of human affairs—
threadbare-—~napless—and what ignorant peo-
ple might have called shabby-genteel. It was
folloned by a plain, sensible, honest, unpre-
tending, common-place, every day sort of a
coat—and not, perhaps, of the very best meri-
no Orver 1t was drawn, with some httle difh-
culty, what had, 1 1ts prime of Ife, attracted
universal admiration m Prince’s Street, asa
blue surtout Then came jour regular olive-
coloured great-coat—not braxded and embroi-
dered ¢ la mlttane—for we scorned to sham
travelling-captain—but simpler mundutus, plain
m s neatness, not wanung then was your
shag-hued wraprascal, betokeming that its
wearer was up to snufl—and to close this
strange eventful history, the seien-caped
Dread-nought, thatloved to dally w1th the sleets
and snows—held 1 calm contempt Boreas,
Notus, Auster, Lurus, and “the rest”—and
drove baflled Winter howling behind the Pole.
The same principle of accumulation was
made apphcable to the neck Nostock Neck-
cloth above necheloth—beginning with singles
—and then gething 1ato the full uncut squares
—the amount of the whole being somewhere
about a dozen The concluding neckeloth
worn cravat-fashion, and flowing down the
breast m a cascade, ke that of an attorney-
general Round our che# and ear, Jeaving
the lips at Iiberty to breathe and imbibe, was
wreathed, 1n undving remembrance of the
bravest of the Lrave, a Jem Belcher fogle—
and beneath the cravat-cascade a comforter
netted by the fair hands of her who had kissed
us at our departure, and was sighing for our
return  One hat we always found sufficient—
and that a black beaver—for a lily castor swuts
not the knowledge-box of a friend to “a hi-
mated constitulional and hereditary monarchy ”
As to owr lower extremties—One pair only
of roomy shoes——one pair of stoclings of the
finest Jamb’s-w ool—another of common close
worsted, kmt by the hand of a Lancashire
witch—thndly, Shetland hose  All three pair
reaching well up towards the fork—each about
an mch-and-a-half longer than its predecessor
Tiannel drawers—one pair only—within the
lamb’s<wool, and touching the instep—then one
pawr of elderly cassimeres, of yore worn at
balls—one pair of Manchester white cords—
ditto of strong black quilt trousers, “capacious
and serene”—and at or beneath the freezing
pont, overalls of the same stufl’ as « Johnny’s
gray breelts”—neat but not gaudy—mud-repel-
Jers—themselves a host—never 1 all their
lives “thoroughly wet through”—frost-proof—
and often mistaken by the shepherd on the
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infinite generation of mongrels and crosses -
cluded, in Great Britain and Ireland-—to say no-
thing of the sledge-drawers 1n Kamschatka, and
1n the realms slow-moving near the Pole? To
clench the argument at once—What are all the
old women 1n Europe, one-half of the men, and
one-third of the children, when compared,1n4 a-
Iue, with any one of Christopher North’s New-
foundland dogs—Fro—Bronte—or O’Bronte
Tinally, does he mclude 1n his sweeping con-
demnation the whole brute creation, lions, t1-
gers, panthers, ounces, elephants, rhinoceroses,
hippopotam, camelopardales, zebras, quaggas,
cattle, horses, asses, mules, cats, the 1ichneu-
mon, cranes, storks, cocks-of-the-wood, geese,
and how-towdies?

“Semi-drowning 1n the sea”—he continues
~—*and all the pretended specifics, are mere
delusions—there 1s no real remedy but cutting
the part out immediately If the bite be near
a bloodvessel, that canoot always be done, nor
when done, hov ever well done, will 1t always
prevent the mserable vicum from dying the
most dreadful of deaths Well might St Paul
tell us to ‘benare of dogs’ TFurst Epistle to
Philippians, chap m1 v 27

Semi-drowning 1n the sea 1s, we grant, a bad
specific, and difficult to be admimistered Itis
not possible to tell, a prior, how much drown-
ing any particular patient can bear What 1s
mere sem-drowmng to James, 1s total drown-
ing to John,—Tom 15 easy of resuscitation—
Bob will not stir a2 musele for all the Humane
Societies 1n the United Kingdoms To cut a
pound of flesh from the rump of a fat dow ager,
who turns sixteen stone, 1s within the pract-
cal slnll of the veriest bungler in the anatomy
of the human frame—to scanfy the fleshless
spindle-shank of an antiquated spimnstress, who
lives on a small annmty, might be beyond the
scalpel of an Abernethy or a Laston A large
bloodvessel, as the R&ctor well remarks, 1s an
awkward neighbourto the wound made by the
bite of a mad dog, “ when a new excision has
to be attempted”—but will any Doctor living
mform us how, in a thousand other cases be-
sides hydrophobia, “the miserable victim may
alway s be prevented from dying?” There are,
probably, more dogs in Britain than horses,
yet a hundred men, women, and children are
hilled by kicks of sane horses, for one by bites

of insane dogs  Is the British army, therefore,
to be deprived of 1ts left arm, the cavalry? Is
there to be no flying artillery? What 15 to be-
come of the’horse-marines ?

Sull the Docjor, though too dogmatical, and
rather puppyish above, 1s, at times, sensible
on dogs

“Therefore,” quoth he, “never travel with-
out a good tough Black Thorn n your Fist,
not less than three feet in length, on which
may be marked the Inches, and so 1t may serve
for a measure

“Pampered Dogs, that are permitted to
praunce about as they please, when they hear a
knock, scamper to the door, and not seldom
snap at unwary visiters Whenever Counsel-
lor Cautwus went to a house, &c , where he was
not quite certain that there was no Dog, after
he had rapped at the door, he retired three or
four yards from 1t, and prepared aganst the
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Inemy when the door was opened, he de-
sired, 1if there was any Dog, that it might be
shut up ull he was gone, and would not enter
the House till 1t was -

« Sword and Tucl Sticks, as commonly made,
are hardly so good a weapon as a stout Stick
—the Blades are often mserted mto the Han-
dles 1n such a shight manner, that one smart
blow wall break them out,—if you wish for a
Sword-Cane, you must hate one made with a
good Regnlation Blade, which alone will cost
more than 1s usuaily charged for the entire
Stick —1I have seen a Cane made by Mr Price,
of the Stick and Umbrella Warchouse, 221, 1n the
Strand, near Temple Bar, which was excel-
lently put together

« 4 powerful weapon, and a very smart and
light-looking thing, 1s an Iron Stirl of about
four-tenths of an mnch 1n diameter, with 2 Hook
next the Hand, and terminating at the other
end i a Spike about five inches 1n length,
which 15 covered by a Ferrule, the whole
panted the colour of a common walking-stick;
it has a hght natty appearance, while 1t 1s in
fact a most formidable Instrument.”

We cannot charge our memory with this in-
strument, yet had we seen one once, we hardly
think we conld have forgotit. But Colonel de
Berenger 1 his Helps and Hwnls prefers the
umbrella Umbrellas are usually carried, we
believe, 1n wet weather, and dogs run mad, if
ever,mn dry So the safe plan 1s to carry one
all the jear through, ke the Duke

“Ifound 1t a valuable weapon, although by
mere chance, for walking alone in the rain,
a Jarge mad dog, pursued by men, suddenly
turned upon me, out of a street which I had
just approached, bv instinct more than by
yudgment, I gave point at him severely,opened
as the umbrella was, which, screening me at
the same tme, was an arlicle from which he did
not expect thrusts, but which, although made at
guess, for I could not see him, turned him over
and over, and before he could recover mmself,
his pursuers had come vp immediately to des-
patch him, the whole being the work of even
few seconds, but for the umbrella the horrors
of hydrophobia might have fallen to my lot”

There 1s another mode, which, with the
omission or alteration of a word or two, looks
feasible, supposing we had to deal not with a
bull-dog, but a young lady of our ovn species
“If,” says the Colonel, #you can seize a dog’s
front paw neatly, and 1mmediately squeeze 1t
sharply, he cannot bite you tll you cease to
squeeze it, therefore, by keeping him thus well
pwnched, you may lead him w herever you like,
or you may, with the other hand, seize him by
the skin of the necl, to hold him thus without
danger, provided your strength 1s equal to his
efforts at extrication” But here comes the
Colonel’s ifallible vade-mecum

# Look at them with your face from between
your open legs, holding the skirls away, and
runmng at them thus backwards, of course
head below, stern exposed and above, and
growling angrily, most dogs, sceing so strange
an ammal, the head at the heels, the eyes be-
Tow the mouth, &c, are so dismayed, that, with
therr tails between their legs, they are glad to
scamper away, some even howhng with af-
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tery touches) Thewr feverish and restless
anxiety about sheets, and their agitated dis-
course on damps and deaths, hold them up to
vulgar eyes n the hght of lunatics  They be-
come the groundwork of practical jokes—per-
haps are bitten to death by fleas, for a cham-
bermaid, of a disposition naturally witty and
cruel, has a dangerous power put into her
haunds, i the charge of blankets  TheDoctor's
whole soul and body are wrapt up in well-aired
sheets, but the insihions Abigail, tormented by
s flustering, becomes 1n turn the tormentor—
and selecting the yellowest, dingiest, and dir-
tiest pair of blankets to be found throughout the
whole gallery of garrets, (those for years past
used by long-bearded old-clothesmen Jews,)
with a wicked leer that would lull all susm-
cion asleep 1n a man of a far less inflammable
temperament, she literally envelopes him 1n
veimin, and after a night of one of the plagues
of Bgypt, the Doctor rises in the morning, from
top to bottom absolntely tattooed!
The Doctor, of course, 1s one of those tra-
vellers who believe, that unless they use the
most ingenious precautions, they will be unt-
formiy robbed and murdered mn 1mmns The
villains steal upon you during the midmght
hour, when all the world 1s asleep They
leave their shoes down stairs, and leopard-hike,
ascend with velvet,or—what1s almost as noise-
less—worsted steps, the wooden stairs, True,
that your breeches are beneath your bolster—
but that trick-of travellers has long been “as
notorious as the sun atnoonday,” and although
you are aware of your breeches, with all the
ready money perhaps that you are worthn this
world, eloping from beneath j our parental ey e,
you in vain try to cry out—for a long, broad,
iron hand, with ever so many non fingers, 1s
on your mouth, another, with still more nume-
rous digits, compresses your windpipe, while a
low hoarse voice, 1 a whisper to which Sarah
Siddons’s was empty arwr, on pan of instant
death enforces silence from a man unable for
his ife 10 utter a single word, and afier pull-
mg off all the bed-clothes, and then clotmng
you with curses, the rufiians, whose accent
betray s them to be Irishmen, inflict upon you
divers wanton wounds with a blunt instrument,
probably a crow-bar—swearing by Satan and
all his saints, that 1f you stir an mch of your
body before daybreak, they will wnstantly 1e-
turn, cut your throat, knock out jour brams,
sack you, and carry you off for sale to a sur-
geon. Therefore you must usc pocket dooi-
bolts, which are applicable to almost all sorts
of doors, and on many occasions save the pro-
perty and hfe of the traveller  The corhscrew
door-fastening the Doctor recommends as the
simplest  This 15 serewed 1n between the
door and the door-post, and unites them so
firmly, that great power 1s required to foice a
door so fastened They are as portable as
common corkscrews, and their weight-does
not exceed an ounce and a half The safety
of your bed-room . should always be carefully
examined, and in case of bolts not being at
hand, 1t will be useful to hinder entrance into
the room by putting a table and a chair upon
1t agamnst the door Take a peep below the
bed, and mto the closets, and every place
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where concealment 15 possible—of course, al-
though the Doctor forgets to suggest 1t, intp the
chimney A friend of the Doctor’s used to
place a bureau aganst the door, and “thereon
he set a basin and ewer 1n such a position as
casily to rattle, so that, on being shook, they
mstantly became molte agitate” Upon one-
alarming occasion this device fnightened away
one oftthe chambermaids, or some other Pau-
Iina Pry, who attempted to steal on the virgin
sleep of the traveliing Joseph, who all the ime
was hiding his head beneath the bolster. Jo-
seph, however, believed 1t was a horrible mid-
night assassin, with mustaches and a dagger.
#The chattering of the crockery gave the
alarm, and the attempt, after many attempts,
was abandoned ”

With all these fearful apprehensions mn his
mind, Dr Kiteluner must have been a man of
great natural personal courage and intrepiduty,
o have slept even once 1n his whole hfetime
from home What dangers must we have
passed, who used to plump in, without a thought
of damp 1n the bed, or scamp below 1t—closet
and chimney unmspected, door unbolted and
unscrew ed, exposed to rape, robbery, and mur-
der? Itis mortifying to think that we should be
alive at this day Nobody, male or female,
thought 1t worth their while to rob,'ravish, or
murder us! There we lay, forgotten by the
whole world—till the crowing of cocks, or the
ringing of bells, or blundermg Boots nsist
g on it that we were a Manchester Bagman,
who had taken an inside 1n the Heavy at five,
brolke our repose, and Sol laughing 1n at the
unshuttered and uncurtamed window showed
us the floor of our dormitory, not streaming
with a gore of blood We really know not
whether to be most proud of having been the
favounte child of Fortune, or the neglected
bratof Fate One only precaution did we ever
use to take against assassination, and all the
other 1lls that flesh 1s heir to, sleep where one
may, and that was to say mwardly a short fer-
vent prayer, humbly thanking our Maker for
all the happiness—Ilet us trust 1t was mnnocent
—of the day, and humbly imploning his bless-
g on all the hopes of to-morrow  For, at the
ume we speak of we were young—and every
morning, whatever the atmosphere might be,
10se bright and beautiful with hopes that, far
as the eyes of the soul could reach, ghttered
on earth’s, and heasen’s, and hife’s horizon'

But suppose that after all this trouble to get
himself bolted and screwed 1nto & paradisaical
tabernacle of a dormitory, there had suddenly
1ung through the house theery of Fing—TInz—
Tin1 ' howwas Dr Kitchinertogetout? Tables,
bureaus, benches, chairs, blocked up the only
door—all faden with wash-hand basins and
other utensils, the whole crockery shepherd-
esses of the chamney-piece, double-barrelled
pistols with spring bayonets ready to shoot and
stab, without distinction of persons, as therr
propuietar was madly seeking to escape the
roaring flames' Both windows are1ron-bound,
with all their shutters, and over and above
tightly fastened with “the corkscrew-fasten-
mg, the sumplest that we have seen” The
wind-board 1s 1n hike manner, and by the same
unhappy contrivance, firmly jammed 1nto the
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wold, as the Telegraph hung for a moment on
the misty upland, for the phihbeg of Phaebus
1n hus dawn-dress, hastily slipt on as he bade
farewell to some star-paramour, and, hike a
gant about to run a race, devoured the ceru-
lean course of day, as if mmpatient to reach
the goal set 1n the Western Sea

FOURTH COURSE

Prax, reader, do you know what line of
conduct you ought to pursue 1f jou are to
sleep on the road? *The eather you airive,”
says the Doctor, “and the earher after your
arnval you apply, the better the chance of
getting a good bed—this done, order your lug-
gage toyourroom A travellng-bag, ora ‘sac
de nmit, 1n addition to your trunk, 1s very ne-
cessary , 1t should be large enough to contamn
one or two changes of linen—a might-shirt—
shaving apparatus—comb, clothes, tooth and
hair brushes, &c  Take care, too, to see your
sheets well aired, and that you can fasten your
room at mght. Carry fire-arms also, and take
the first unostentatious opportunity of showing
your pistols to the landlord. However well-
made your pistols, howey er carefully you have
chosen your flint, and however dry your pow-
der, look to the priming and touch-hole every
might Let your pistols be double-barrelled,
and with spring bayonets”

Now, really, 1t appears to us, that 1n lieu of
double-barrelled pistols with spring bayonets,
1t would be advisable to substitute a brace of
black-puddings for daylight, and a brace of
Oxford or Bologna sausages for the dark hours
They will be equally formidable to the robber,
and far safer to yourself Indeed we should
like to see duelling black-puddings orsausages,
introduced at Chalk-Larm ,—and, that etiquette
might not he violated, each party might take
Iis antagomist’s weapon, and the seconds, as
usual, see them loaded Sargeons will have
to attend as usual Far more blood, indeed,
would be thus spilt, than according to the pre-
sent fashion

The Doctor, as might be expected, males a
mighty rout—a prodigious fuss—all through
the Oracle, about damp sheets ,—~he must 1m-
mediately see the chamber-maid, and overlook
the aring with his own hands and eyes He
1s also an adyocate of the warming-pan—and
for the adoption, indeed, of every imaginable
scheme for excluding death from his chamber
He goes on the basis of every thing bemg as
1t should not be 1n inns—and often reminds us
of our old friend Deathan-the-Pot. Nay, as
Travellers never can be sure that those who

have slept 1n the beds before them were not
afflicted with some contagious disease, when-
ever they can they should carry their own
sheets with them—namely, a “ light exder-down
qult, and two dressed hart slkins, to be put on
the mattrasses, to hinder the disagreeable con-
tact These are to be covered with the travel-
ler’s own sheets—and 1f an eider-down quilt
be not sufficient to keep him warm, his coat
put upon 1t will inerease the heat sufficiently
If the traveller 15 not provided with these
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accommodations, 1t will sometimes be prudent
not to undress entirely, however, the neck-
cloth, gauters, shirt, and every thing which
checks the circnlation, must be loosened ”’

Clean sheets, the Doctor thinks, are rare m
inns, and he beheyes that 1t 1s the practice to
“take them from the bed, sprinkle them wath
water, fold them down, and put them into a
press When they are wanted again, they are,
literally speaking, shown to the fire, and, in a
reehing state, laid on the bed The traveller
15 tired and sleepy, dreams of that pleasure or
business which brought himefrom home, and
the remotest thing from his mind 1s, that from
the very repose which he fancies has refreshed
him, he has received the rheumatism The
receipt, therefore, to sleep comfortably at inns,
1s to tahe your own sheets, to have plenty of
flannel gow ns, and to promise, and take care to
pay, a handsome consideration for.the hberty
of choosing your bed ”

Now, Doctor, suppose all travellers behaved
at mns upon such principles, what a perpefunal
commoton there would be 1n the house’ The
hitchens, back-kitchens, laundries, drymg-
rooms, would at all imes be crammed choke-
full of a miscellaneous rabble of Lditors, Au-
thors, Lords, Baronets, Squires, Doctors of
Diviity, Fellows of Colleges, Half-pay Of-
ficers, and Bagmen, oppressing the chamber-
maids to death, and in the headlong gratifica-
tion of therr passion for well-aired sheets, sct-
ting fire so mcessantly to public premises as
to raise the rate of insurance to a ruinous
height, and thus bring bankruptcy on all the
principal establishments in Gieat Bntamn
But shutting our eyes, for a moment, to such
general conflagration and bankruptey, and 1n-
dulgmmg ourselves 1 the violent supposition
that some mmns might stull continue to exist,
think, O think, worthy Docter, to what other
fatal results this system, if universally acted
upon, would, 11 a very few years of the transi-’
tory Iife of man, mevitably lead' In the first
place, in a country wheie all trayellers carred
with them their own sheets; none would be
kept 1n mnns except for the use of the esta-
blishment’s own memhbers This would be
iflicting a vital blow, indeed, on the mns of a
country  For marlk, 1n the second place, that
the blankets would nét be long of following the
sheets The blankets would soon fly after the
sheets on the wings of love and despair
Thirdly, are you so ignorant, Doctor, of this
world and its ways, as not to see that the bed-
steads would, in the twinkling of an eye fol-
low the blanlets? What a wild, desolate,
;:mtry appearance would a bed-room then ex-

ibit!?

The foresight of such conseguences as these
may well make a man shudder We haive no
objections, however, to suffer the Doctor him-
self, and a few other occasional damp-dreading
old quizzes, “to see the bed-clothes put to the
fire in their presence,” merely at the expense
of subjugating themselves to the dernsion of
all the chambermaids, cooks, scullions, boots,
ostlers, and painters  (The painter 1s the art-
1st who 15 employed 1n 1mns to pamt the but-
tered toast He always worksmmoils Asthe
Director General would say—he deals 1n but-

x2
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he must be allowed to do lus work oh.-turf.
We kmow that Arab horses will carry their
rider, provision and provender, arms and ac-
coutrements, {no hght weight,) across the de-
sert, eighty miles a-day, for many days—and
that for four days they have gone a hundred
miles a-day. That would have puzzled.Cap-
tain Barclay in his prime, the Prince of Pe-
destrians. However, be that as it may, the
comparative pedestrian powers of man and
horse have never yet been ascertained by any
accredited match m England.

The Doctor then quotes an extract from a
Pedestrian Tour in Wales by a Mr. Shepherd,
who,: we, are afraid, 15 no great headpece,
though we shail be happy to find ourselves in
error. Mr. Shepherd, spealing of the incon-
veniencies and difficulties attending a pedes-
trian excursion, says, “that at one time the
roads arexendered so muddy by the ramn, that
1t 15 almost impossible to proceed ;”— at other
times you are exposed to thé melemency of the
weather, and by wasting time under a tree or
2 hedge are benighted i» your journey, and
agamn reduced to an uncomfortable dilemma.?
% Another disadvantage 1s, that your trackas
necessarily more confined—a devaation of ten
or twelve miles makes an :mportant difference,
whieh, 1if you were on horseback, would be
considered as trivial”  “Under all these cir-
cumstances,” he says, “1it may appear rather
remarkable that we should have chosen a pe-
destrian excursion-in anseer o which, it may
be abserved, that we 1were not apprized of these things
tall 1we had experienced them® <What! Mr. Shep-
herd, were you, who we presnme have reached
the age of puberty, not apprized, before you
penetrated as a pedestrian into the Principality,
that “roads are rendered muddy by the ram1”
Had you never met, exther m your experience
of life, or 1 the course of your reading, proof
posiive that pedestrians # are exposed to the
meclemency of the weather?” That, if 2 man
will, hinger too long under a tree or a hedge
wwhen the sun 1s gomng down, “he will be be-
mghted?”” Under what serene atmosphere, in
what happy chine, have you pursued your
preparatory stiidies sub diwz But, our dear
Mr Shepherd, why waste time under, the shel-
ter of astree or a hedge ! 'Waste time nowhere,
our. young and unknown frrend. What the
worse wouldiyou have béén of being soaked to
theaskin? . Besides, consider the danger you
ran of bemng killed by lightning, had there been
a few flashes,funder "a"tree?; «Further, what
will become ‘of*you, 1f you addiét yourself on
every small emeigency to:trees and hedges,
when the country you walk through happens
to be as bare as the palm'of your hand? But-
ton your jacket, good si—scorn an umbrella
—emerge boldly from tHe silvan shade,snap
your fingers at the pitiful pelting of tlie pitiless

storm—poor spite indeed m Densissimu$tTin-
ber—and wewill insure_ your hife for, af pre-
sentation copy of your Tour against all the
diseases that leapt out of Pandora’s hoyinot
“~ulystill; you have reached the Inn atsCapel-

sbuf. home m Englani, (ve'

éhig,sbut your own .
e e.county,)—ay, ult your mgrn_g‘ge,;a:g d
'“k%}"? ismyof your firstborn. ol B
reKstehiner seems to have ibeen
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frnighiened by Mr. Shepherd’s picture of a storm
in a puddle, and proposes a plan of alleviation
of one great inconvenience of pedestriamzing,
“Fersons,”, quoth he, “who take a pedestrian
excutsion, and intend to subject themselves to
the uncertainties of accommodation, by going
across the.country and-visiting unfrequented

paths, will act“wisely.to carry with them a
prece of orl-slan to sit_nmpon while taking re.
{reshments out of doors, which they will often
find needful during such excursions.” To save
trouble, the breéch of the pedestrian’s breeches
shaould be a patch of oil-skin. Here a question
of great difficuity and importance anses—
Breeches or trousers? Dr. Kitchmer 15 de-
cidedly for breeches, ©The garter,” says he,
“should be below the knee, and breeches are
much better than trowsers. , The general adop-
tion of those which, till our latewars, were ex-
clustvely used by ‘the Lords of the.Ocean,
has often*excited my astonishment. However
convenient trousers may be to the sailor who
has to,chiig to slippery shrouds, for the lands-
man nothing can be more inconvenient. They
are heating 1n summer, and in winter they are
collectors of mud.  Moreover, they occasion a
necessity for wearing garters. Breeches are,
m all respects, much more convenient. These
should have the knee-band.three quarters of
an nch wide, Imed on the "upper side with a
pece of plush, and fastened with a buckle,
which 1s much easier than even double strings,
and, by observing the strap, you always know
the exact degree of tightness that 1s required
to keep up the stocking, any pressure beyond
that 1s, prejudicial, especially to those who
walk long distances.”

- We are strongly inchined to agree with the
Doctor in his panegvric on breeches True,
that in the forenoons, especially if of a dark
colour, such as black, and worn with white, or
even gray or blush, stockings, they are apt,in
the present state of public taste, to siamp youn
a schoolmaster, or a small grocer n full dress,
or an exciseman-going to a ball "We conld
dispense too with the knee-buckles and plush
hining —thoughiywe allow the one might be
ornamentaly aggigiﬁe other useful But what
think you, gentleireader, of -walking with a
Pedometergﬁ;AigPedometer 1S an instrument
cunninglfdevased to tell you how far and how
fastsyou wilk, and 15, quoth the Doctor, a
¢perambulator in mimature” The box eon-
tamning the wheels 1s made of the size of a
watch-case, and goes into the breashes-pocket,
and by means of a string and hook, fastened
at the waistband or at the knee, the number
of steps a man takes, in his regular paces, are
registered from the action of the string upon
the internal wheelworksat everyssiep, to the
amount of 30,000. It 1s necessary to ascertamn
the distance walked, that the average length
of one pace be precisely known, and that mul-
tiphed by the number of steps registered on
the dial-plate. <,

All this 15 very mgemous; and we know
one tolerable pedestrian who 1s also a Pedome-
trist. But no Pedometrician will ever make 2
fortune 1n a mountamnous island, hke Great
‘Britain, where, pedestriamism 1s indigenous 1o

w

%iimy ‘the soil,~ A good walker 1s as regular mn Ins
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jaws of the chimney, so egress to the Doctor
up the vent 1s wholly dented—no fire-engine
1 the town—but one under repair There
has not been a drop of rain for a month, and
the river 1s not only distant but dry The
element 15 growling along the galleries hilkke
2 lion, and the room 1s filling with something
more deadly than back-smoke A shnll voice
1s heard crying—Number 5 will be burned
alive! Number 5 will be burned ahve! Is
there no possibility of saving the Life of Num-
ber 51"  The Doctor falls down before the
barricado, and 1s stretched all his hapless
length fainting on the floor At last the door
1s burst open, and landlord, landlady, chamber-
maid, and boots—each in a different key—
from manly bass to childish treble, demand of
Number 5 1f he be a2 murderer or a madman—
for, gentle reader, 1t has been a——Dream
We must hurry to a close, and shall per-
form the short remainder of our journey on
foot The first volume of the Oracle concludes
with “Observations on Pedestrians” Here
we are at home—and could, w e 1magine, hate
given the Doctor a mile 1n the hour 1n a jear-
match The strength of man, we are given
disunctly to understand by the Doctor, 1s “1n
the 1atio of the performance of the restorative
process, which 1s as the quantity and qualty
of what he puts nto his stomach, the eneigy
of that organ, and the quantity of exercise he
takes” 'This statement of the strength of man
may be unexceptionably true, and most philo-
sophical to those who are up to it—but to us 1t
resembles a definition we have heard of thun-
der, “ the conjection of the sulphur congeals
the matter” It appears to us that a strong
stomach 1s not the sole constituent of a strong
man—but that 1t 1s not much amiss to be pro-
vided with a strong back, a strong breast, strong
thughs, strong legs, and strong fcet With
a strong stomach alone—yea, even the stomach
of a horse—a man will make but a sorry Pe-
destrian  The Doctor, however, speedily re-
deems himself by saying admirably well, “ that
nutrition does not depend more on the state
of the stomach, or of what we put 1nto 1t, than
1t does on the stimulus given to the system by
exercise, which alone can produce that perfect
circulation of the blood which is required to
throw off superfluous secretions, and give the
absorbents an appetite to suck up fresh ma-
tenals This, requres the action of every
petty artery,and of the minutest ramifications
of every nerve and fibre 1n our body” Thus,
he remarks, a hittle further on, by way of 1llus-
tration, “ that a man suffering under a fit of the
vapours, after haif an hour’s brisk ambalation,
will often find that he has walked 1t off, and that
the action of the body has exonerated the mind ”
‘The Doctor warms as he walks——and 15 very
near leaping over the fence of Polittcal Deo-
nomy  “Providence, he remarks, furmishes
materials, but expects that we should work
them up for oursclves The earth must be
laboured before 1t pives its ancrease, and when
1t 1s forced to produce its several produets,
how many hands must they pass through be-
fore they are fitforuse! Manufactures, trade,
and agriculture, naturally employ more than
mneteen persons out of twenty, and as for

“
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those who are, by the condition m which they
are horn, exempted from work, they are more
miserable than the rest of mankind, unless
they daily and duly employ themselves in that
YOLUNTARY LABOGR W HICH GOLS BY IIE XAME
or rxrucise” Inflexible justice, however,
forces us to say, that although the Doctor
throws a fine philosophical light over the most
general principles of walling, as they are in-
volved 1n “thal voluntary labour which goes
by the name of exercise,” yet he falls into fre-
quent and fatal error when he descends into
the particulars of the practice of pedestrianism
Thus, he says that no person should sit down
to a hearty meal immediately after any great
exertion, either of mind or body—that 1s, one
might say, afier a few miles of Plinlimnon, or
a few pages of the Principia  Let the man,
quoth he, * who comes home fatigued by bodily
exertion, especially 1f he feel heated by 1t, throw
his legs upon a chair, and 1eman quite tran-
quil and composed, that the energy which has
been dispersed to the extremities may have
ume to return to the stomach, when 1tis re-
gmred” 'To all this we say—Tudge' The
sooner you get hold of a leg of roasted mutton
the better , but meanwhile, off rapidly with a pot
of porter—then leisurely on with a clean shirt
~wash your face and hands 1n gelid—none of
your teprd water There 1s no harm done if
you should shave—then Leep walhing up and
down the parlour rather impatiently, for such
conduct 1s natural, and 1n all things act agree-
ably to nature—stir up the waiter with some
original jest by way of shimulant, and to gnve
the knave’s face a well-pleased stare—and
never doubting “that the energy which has
been dispersed to the extremities” has had
ample time to return to the stomach, in God’s
name f{all to' and take care that the second
course shall not appear il there 1s no vestige
left of the first—a second course being looked
on by the judicious moralist and pedestrian
very much 1n the light in which the poet has
made a celebrated character consider 1t—
“ Nor fime I elizht—nor for her favours call—
She comes unlook’d fur—if ¢he comes at all *?

To prove how astomishingly our strength
may be diminished by indolence, the Doctor
tells us, that meeting a gentleman who had
lately returned from India, to his inquiry afier
his health he rephed, “ Why, better—better,
thank ye—I think I begin to feel some symp-
toms of the return of a httle Englsh energy
Do you know that the day before yesterday I
was 1n such high spirits, and felt so strong, I
actually put on onc of my stochmgs myself ?”’

The Doctor then asserts, that it “has been
repeatedly proved that a man can travel further
for a week or a month than a horse” On read-
g this sentence to Will Whipcord—* Yes,
sit,” rephed that renowned Professor of the
Newmarket Philosophy, “that’s all nght, sir
~—a mau can beat a horse 1’

Now, Will Whipcord may be night 1n s
opinion, and a man may beat a horse  But 1t
never has been tried There 1s no match of
pedestriamism on record between a first-rate
man and a first-rate horse, and as soon as
there 1s, we shall lay our money on the horse
—only mud, the horse carries no weight, and
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Thank Heaven' Summer and Autumn are
both dead and buried at Iast, and white hes the
<now on thetr graves ' Youth 1s the season of
all sorts of 1nsolence, and therefore ve can for-
give and forget almost any thing 1 Sear~e.
He has always been a privileged personage,
and we have no doubt that he played his
pranks even 1n Paradise. To-day, he meets
you unexpectedly on the hill-side, and was
there ever a face 1 this world o celestialized
by smiles! All the featurcs are framed of
light. Gaze into his eyes, and vou feel thatin
the untroubled lustre therc 15 something more
sublime than 1n the heights of the cloudless
heavens, or 1n the depths of the waveless seas
More sublime, because essenually spititual,
There stands the young Angel, enfranced in
the conscious mystery of his own beautiful
and blessed bemng, and the earth becomes all
at once fit region for the sojourn of the Son of
the Morning  So might some great pamnter
image the First-born of the Year, tull nations
adored the picture—~To-morrow you reparr,
with hermit steps, to the Mount of the Vision,
an

& “Firrce as ten furles, terrible as hell,”?

Spring clutches you by the hair with the fingers
of frost, blashes a storm of sleet 1n your face,
and finishes, perhaps, by folding you1n a wind-
ing-sheet of snow, i which you would mnfali-
bly perish but for a pocket-pistol of Glenlivet
—The day after to-morrow, jou behold him—
Spring—vw alking along the firmament, sad, but
not sullen—~mournful, but not miserable—dis-
turbed, but not despaining—now coming oul
towards you 1n a burst of hght—and now fad-
mg away from you in a gathering of gloom—
even as one mght fizure 1n hus 1magination a
fallen Angel On Thursday, confound you 1f
you know what the deuse to male of his
Springship.  There he 1s, stnpped to the bufl
—playing at hide-and-seel, hare-and-hound,
vith 2 queer crazy crony of his 1 a fur cap,
swandown wastcoat, and hairy breeches, Lod-
breg or Winter You turn up the whites of
your eyes, and the browns of your hands i
amazement, tll the Two, by way of change
of pastime, cease their mutual vagaries, and
hile a couple of hawks diverting themselves
with an owl, 1n conclusion buffet you off the
premises You insert the occurrence, with
smtable rcflections, 1n your Meteorological
Diary, under the head—Spring. On Fnday,
nothing 1s seen of you but the blue tip of your
nose, for you are confined to bed by rheuma-
tism, and nobody admitted to jour sleepless
sanctum but your condohng Mawsey 'Tisa
pity  For never since the flood-greened earth
on her first resurrection morn laughed around
Ararat, spanned was she by such a Rainbov!
By all that1s various and vamshing, the arch
seems many miles broad, and many miles high,
and all ereation to be gladly and gloriously
gathered together without being crowded—
plains, woods, willages, towns, hills, and
clouds, beneath the pathway of Spring, once
more an Angel—an unfallen Angel! While the
tinge that trembles into transcendent hues fad-
mg and fluctuating—deepening and dying—
now gone, as 1f for ¢yer—and now back agam
m an mstant, as if breathing and alive—s felt,

!
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daring all that wavering visitation, to be of all
sights the most evaunescent, and yct nspira-
tive of a beauty-horn behef, bright as the <un
that flung the 1mage on the cloud—profound as
the gloom 1t illurmines—tbat 1t shone and 1s
shining there at the idding of Him vwho n-
habiteth etcrnity ~The grim noon of Saturday,
after a2 moaning morning, and one silent inter-
mediate lour of grave-hike stillness, begins to
gleam fitfully with Lightning like 2 mamac’s
eye, and 1 not that

“The gound
Of thunder heard remote 1"’

On earih wind there 1s none—not so much as
a breath, But there 1s a strong wind 1n hea-
ven—for see how that huge cloud-eity, a mght
within a day, comes moving on along the hid-
den mountain-tops, and haugs oy er the Ioch all
at once black as pich, except that here and
there a sort of sullen purple hea' es upon the
long slow swcll, and here and there along the
shores—how cansed ne knovw not—are scen,
but heard not, the white melancholy breakers!
Is no one soutten blind? No! Than} God!
But ere the thanhsgiving has been worded, an
dairquake has split asunder the cloud-city, the
nmight within the day, and all 1ts towers and
temples are disordered along the firmament, lo
a sound that mght waken the dead. Where
are 3¢, ye echo-hunters, that grudge not to
purchase gunpowder explosions on Lowood
bowhing-green at four shillings the blast? See!
there are our arullerymen stallung from bat-
fery to battery—all hung up aloft facing the
vest—or “each standing by his gun” with
Iighted match, moving or motionless, Shadow-
figures, and all clothed in black-blue uniform,
with blood-red facings portentously glancing
1n the sun, as he strives to struggie into hea-
ven The Generahssimo of all the forces, who
1s he but—Spring *—Hand mhand with Spring,
Sabbath descends from heaven unto earth; and
are not their feet beautiful on the mountans?
Smell as 15 the voice of that tinkling bell from
that humble spire, overtopped by 1ts coeval
trees, yet 1s 1t heard i the heart of mfinnude

8015 the bleating of these silly sheep on the
braes—and so 1s that voice of psalms, all at
once rising so spirt-hke, as 1f the very krk
were ammated, and singing a joyous songin
the wilderness to the ear of the Most High

For all things are under his care—those that,

as ve dream, have no life—the flowers, and
the herbs, and the trees—those thiit some dim

scripture seems {o say, when they die, utterly

perish—and those that all bright scripture,

whether written 1n the book of God, or the

boolk of Nature, declares will live for ever!

If surh be the character and condunet of
Spring during one weels, v1it thou not forget
and forgive—with us—much occasional con-
duct on his part that appears not only inex-
plicable, but incomprehensible? But we can-
not extend the same indulgence to Snommer
and to Autumn  SuvwvER 15 2 season come to
the years of discretion, and ounght to conduct
himself lihe a staid, sober, sensible, middie-
aged man, not past, but passing, his prume
Now, Snummer, we are sorry to say i, often
behaves 1n a way to make s best friends
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going as clock-work, He has s different
paces—three, three and a half—four, four and
a half—five, five and a half—six miles an hour
—toe and heel, A common watch, therefore,
1s to him, In the absence of milestones, as good
as a Pedometer—with this great and indis-
putable advantage, that a common watch con-
tinues to go even after you have yourself
stopped, whereas, the moment you sit down on
your oil-skin patch, why, your Pedometer
(which indeed, from 1ts nameand constraction,
15 not unreasonable) immediately stands still
Neither, we believe, can you accurately note
the pulse of a friend in a fever by a Pedometer

What pleasure on this earth transcends a
breakfast after a twelve-mile walk? Or 1s
there in this sublunary scene a delight supertor
to the gradual, dying-away, dreamy drowstness
that, at the close of a long summer day’s
journey up hill and down dale, seals up the
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ghmmering eyes with honey-dew, and stretches
out, under the loving hands of nourrice Nature,
the whole elongated ammal economy, steeped
1n rest divine from the organ of veneration to
the point of the great toe, be 1t on a bed of
down, chaff, straw, or heather, in palace, hall,
hotel, or hut? If in an mmn, nobody interferes
with you in meddling officiousness, neither
landlord, bagman, waiter, chambermaid, boots,
—you are left to yourself without being neg-
lected Your bell may not be emulously
answered Dy all the menials on the establish~
ment, but a smug or shock-headed drawer
appears 1n good time, and 1f mine host may
not always dignmify your dinner by the deposi-
tion of the first dish, yei, influenced by the
ramour that soon spreads through the pre-
mses, he bows farewell at your departure,
with a shrewd suspicion that you are a noble-
man 1n disguise

.

SOLILOQUY ON

FIRST RHAPSODY

No weather more pleasant than that of a
mild Wintrn day So gracious the season,
that Hyems 1s Iike Ver—Januarus hike Chris-
topher North Art thou the Sun of whom
Milton said,

I ooks through the horizental misty air,
Bhorn of lus beams,””

an 1mage of disconsolate obscuration? Bright
art thoun as at menidian on a June Sabbath,
but effusing a more temperate lustre, not unfelt
by the sleeping, though not insen<ate earth
She stirs 1o her sleep, and murmurs —the
mighty mother, and quet as herself, though
broad awake, her old ally the ship-bearing sea
‘What though the woods be leafless—they look
as ahve as when laden with umbrage, and
who can tell what 1s going on now within the
heart of that calm oak grove? The fields
laugh nat now—but here and there they simle
If we see no flowers we think of them—and
less of the perished than of the unborn, for
regret 1s vain, and hope 1s blest, in peace
there 1s the promise of joy—and therefore in
the silent pastares a perfect beauty how re-
storative tédman’s troubled heart’

The Shortest Day m all the year—yet 18 1t
lovelier than the Xongest Can that be the
voice of birds?  'With the laverocls Iyric our
fancy filled the sky—with the throstle’s rounde-
lay it awoke the wood In the air hifeis audi-
ble—cueling unseen  Such serenity must be
mhabited by happiness Ha!' there thon art,
our Famihar—the selfsame Robin Redbreast
that pecked at our nursery window, and used
to warble from the gable of the school-house
his sweet winter song!

In company we are silent—in solitude we
soliloquze 8o dearly do we love our own
voice that we caunot bear to hear it mived
with that of others—peihaps drowned, and
then our bashfulness tongue-ties us 1n the hush

a2
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expectant of our “golden opinions,” when all
eyes are turned to the speechless “old man
eloquent,” and you might hear a tangle dis-
hevelling 1tself 1n Newmra’s hair  But all alone
by ourselves, in the country, amongtrees, stand-
ing still among untrodden leaves—as now—
how we do speak ! All thoughts—all feelings
—destre utterance , left to themselves they are
not happy till they have evolved nto words—
winged words that sometimes settle on the
ground, hke moths on flowers—sometimes
seek the sky, like eagles above the clonds

No such soliloquies 1n written poetry as
these of ours—the act of composition 1s fatal
as frost to thewr flow, yet composition there1s
at such solitary times going on among the
moods of the mind, as among the clouds on a
sull but not airless sky, perpetual but imper-
ceptible transformations of the beautiful, obe-
dient to the bidding of the spirit of beauty.

Who but Him who made 1t knoweth anght
of the Laws of Spirit? All of us may know
much of what 1s “ wisest, virtuousest, discreet-
est, best,” 1 obedience to them, but leaving
the open day, we enter at once into thickest
nmight  Why at this moment do we see a spot
once only visited by us-—unremembered for
ever so many flights of black or brnight winged
Jears—see 1t 1n fancy as it then wasin nature,
with the same dew-drops on that wondrous
myrtle beheld but on that morning—such a
myrtle as no other eyes beheld ever on this
earth but ours, and the eyes of one now m
heaven?

Another year 1s about to die—and how wags
the world? “What great events are on the
gale?’ Go asx our statesmen But thetwr rule
—therr gmidance 1s but over the outer world,
and almost powerless thewr folly or their wis-
dom over the inner region in which we mor-
tals live, and move, and have our being, where
the fall of a throne makes no more noise than

that of a Jeaf!
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to either, as the heart melts to human tender-
ness, or beyond all mortal loves the 1magmna-
tion soars' Such days seem now to us—as
memory and mnagination half restore and half
create the past mto such v eather as may have
shone over the bridal morn of our fiist parents
in Paradise—to have been fiequent—nay, to
have lasted all the Summer long—when our
boyhood was bright from the hands of God
Each of those days was 1n 1tself a hfe! Yet
all those sunny hives melted 1mto one Summer
—and all those Summers formed one continu-
ous bliss  Storms and snows vamshed out of
our ideal year, and then morning, noon, and
mght, wheiever we breathed, we felt, what now
we but Anow, the inmost meanmg of that pro-
found verse of Virgil the Divine—
“Devenere locos Irtos, et amena vireta
Tortunatorum nemorum, sedesque beatas

Largior hlc campos wther et lumme yestit
Purpureo solemque suum, sus sidera norunt *’

Few—no such days as those seem now ever
tobe boin Sometimes we mdeed gaze through
the face into the heat of the sky, and for a
moment feel that the ancient glory of the
heavens has returned on our dream of hfe
But to the perfect beatitude of the skies there
comes from the soul within us a mournful re-
sponse, that betokens some wide and deep—
some evellasting change Joy1s not now what
Jjoy was of yore, hlke a fine diamond with a
flaw 1s now Imagination’s eye, other motes
than those that float through ether cross be-
tween 1ts orb and the sun, the “fine gold has
become dim,” with which morning and evening
of old embossed the skies, the dewdrops are
not now the pearls once they were, left on

* Flow ers, and w eeds as beautiful as flow ers,”’

by angels’ and by faries’ wings, knowledge,
custom, expenience, fate, foitune, error, vice,
and sin, have dulled, and darkened, and dead-
ened all things, and the soul, unable to bring
over the Present the ineffable bliss and beauty
of the Past, almost swoons to think what a
ghastly thunder-gloom may by Providence be
reserved for the Cuture !

Nay—nay—things are not altogether so bad
with us as this strain—sincere though it be as
a stream from the sacred mountains—might
seem to declare  'We can yet enjoy a broken
Summer It would do your heart good to see
us hobbling with our cruteh along the High-
land hills, sans great-coat or umbrella, 1n a
summer-shower, aiblins cap mn hand that our
hair may grow, up to the knees in the bonny
blooming heather, or clambering, ike an old
goat, among the chifit Nothing so good for
gout or rheumatism as to get wet through,
while the thermometei keeps ranging betw een
60° and 70°, three times a-day What refiesh-
ment 1n the very sound—Soaking! Old bones
wax dry—nerves numb-—sinews stiff'—flesh
frail—and there 15 a sad drawback on the
‘Whole Duty of Man. But a sweet, soft, sou’

. wester blows “caller” on our craziess, and
all our pores instinctively open their mouths
at the approach of ramm  Look but at those
dozen downward showers, all demzens of
heaven, how black, and blue, and bright they
m their glee are streaming, and gleaming

i
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athwart the sunny mountain gloom, while ever
as they descend on earth, hft up the streams
along the wilderness louder and louder a choral
song Look now at the heather—and smile
whenever henceforth you hear people alk of
pwrple You have been wont to call a gold
gumnea or a sovereign yellov—but 1f you have
got one 1n your pocket, place 1t on your paln,
and 1n the light of that broom 1s 1t not a dirly
broun? You have an emerald ring on your
finger—but how gray 1t looks beside the green
of those brackens, that pasture, that wood!
Purple, yellow, and green, you have now seen,
sir, for the first ime 1 your hfe  Widening
and widening' over your head, all the while
you have been gazing on the heather, the
broom, thebracken, the pastures, and the woods,
have the eternal heavens been preparing for
you a vision of the sacred Blue Is not that
an Indigo Divine? Or,1f jou scorn that mer-
cantile and manufacturing 1mage, steal that
blue from the shy, and let the lady of yourlove
tinge but her eyehds with one touch, and a
samtlier beauty will be mn her upward locks as
she beseeches Heaven to bless thee in her
prayers' Set slowly-—slowly—slowly—O Sun
of Suns' as may be allowed by the laws of
Nature For not long after Thou hast sunk
behind those mountains 1nto the sea, will that
celestial nosy-nep be tabernacled in the hea-
vens!

Meanw hile, three of the dozen showers have
so soaked and steeped our old crazy carcass
in refreshment, and restoration, and renewal of
youth, that we should not be smprised were
we to outlive that raven croaking in pme gareté
du cair on the chfi' Threescore and ten years'
Poo—'tis a pitiful span' At a hundred we
shall cut capers—for twenty years more keep
to the Highland fling—and at the close of other
twenty, g 1t 1nto the grave to that matchless
strathspey, the Reel of Tullochgorum!

Having thus made our peace with last Sum-
mer, can we allow the Sun to go down on our
wrath towards the Avrumw, whose back we
yet see on the horizon, before he tuin about to
bow adieu to our hemisphere? Hollo' meet
us half way 1in yonder immense field of pota-
toes, our worthy season, and among these
peacemakers, the Meahes and the Wavtes,
shall we two smoke together the calumet or
cigar of reconciliation The floods fell, and
the folk feared fammne The people whined
over the smut 1 wheat, and pored pale on the
Monthly Agncultural Report irain grew
gieener and greener—jeapers stood at the
crosses of villages, towns, and cities, passing
from one to another comfortless quechs of sma’
yill, with thewr straw-bound sickles hanging
1dle across their shoulders, and with unlured-
looking faces, as iagged as if you were to
dream of a Sy mposium of Scarecrows Alarm-
ed imagmation beheld harvest treading on the
heels of Christmas,

And Britoin sadden’d at the long delav"?

when, whew! to dash the dismal predictions

of foolish and false prophets, came rusthng

from all the airts, far, far and wide over the

ramn-drenched kingdom, the great armament

of the Autumnal Winds! Groaned the grain,
I

~
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ashamed of him—n a way absolutely dis-
graceful to a person of his time of hfe  Hav-
ing picked a quaniel with the Sun—His bene-
factor, nay, s father—what else could he
expect but that that enlightened Christian
would altogether withhold his countenance
from so undutiful and ungrateful a child, and
leave him to travel along the mire and beneath
the clouds? For some weeks Summer was
sulky—and sulleniy scorned to shed a tear
His eyes were Iike 1ce DBy and by, hke a
great school-boy, he began to whine and
whimper—and when he found that would not
do, he blubbered like the booby of the lowest
form Sull the Sun would not look on hun—
or if he did, "twas with a sudden and short
half-scowl that froze the ingrate’s blood At
last the Summer grew contrite, and the Sun
forgiving, the one burst out nto a flood of
tears, the other into a flood of hight In sim-
ple words, the Summer wept and the Sun
smiled—and for one broken month there was
a perpetual alternatton of ran and radiance’
How beautful 1s penitence' How beautiful
forgiveness' For one week the Summer was
restored to his pristine peace and old luxun-
ance, and the desert blossomed hke the rose
Therefore asl we the Summer’s pardon for
thanhing Heaven that he was dead Would
that he were alive agan, and buried not for
ever beneath the yellow forest leaves! O thou
first, faint, fair, finest unge of dawning Lnght
that streahs the still-sleeping yet just-waling
face of the morn, Iaght and no-Light, a sha-
dowy Something, that as we gaze 1s felt to be
growing into an emotion that must be erther
Innocence or Beauty, or both blending together
mto devotion before Deity, once more duly
visible 1n the divine colouring that forebodes
another day to mortal life—before Thee what
holy bliss to kneel upon the greensward 1n
some forest glade, while every leaf 1s a-tremble
with dewdrops, and the happy little birds are
beginning to twitter, y et motionless among the
boughs—before Thee to kneel as at a shrine,
and breathe deeper and deeper—as the lustre
waxeth purer and purer, brighter and more
bright, till range after range arise of crim<on
clouds 1in alutude sublime, and breast above
breast expands of yellow woods sofily ghtter-
g 1 their far-spread magnificence—then
what holy bhss to breathe deeper and deeper
unto Him who holds 1n the hollow of his hand
the heavens and the earth, our lngh but most
humble orisons' But now 1t 1s Day, and
broad awake seems the whole joyful world
The clouds—lustrons no more—are all an-
chored on the sky, white as fleets waiting for
the wind Time 1s not felt—and one might
dream that the Day was to endure for ever
Yt the great niver rolls on 1n the hght—and
why will he leave those lovely inland woods
for the naked shores? Why—responds some
voice—hurry we on our hiv es—impetuous and
passionate far more than he with all his cata-
racis—as 1f anxious to forsake the regions of
the upper day for the dim place from which
we yet recoil 1 fear—the dim place which
lmagmmation sometimes seems to see even
through the sunshine, beyond the bourne of
this our unimielhgmble being, stretching sea-
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Iike 1nto a stll more mysterious mght'  Long
as a Midsummer Day 13 1t has gone by hke as
Heron’s fhght The sun1s setung'—and let
bim set without being scribbled upon by
Christopher North  We took a pen-and-ank
sketeh of lum 1 a “Day on Windermere”
Poor nature 1s much to be pitied among panf-
ers and poets They are perpetnally falling
mto
“ Buch perusal of her face
Asg they would draw it 77

And often must she be sick of the Curious Im-
perunents Buat a Curious Impertinent are
not we-—if ever there was one beneath the
$kies, a devout worshipper of Nature, and
though we ofien seem to heed not her shrine—
1t stands 1n our imagimation, like a temple Ina
perpetual Sabbath

It was poetically and pously sad by the
Lttrick Shepherd, at a Noctes, that there 1s no
such thing 1n nature as bad weather Take
Summer, which early in our soliloquy we
abused in good set terms Its.weather was
broken, but not bad, and much varous beauty
and subhmty 1s involved in the epithet
“brohen,” when apphed to the “season of the
year” Common-place people, especially tonn-
dwellers, who flit 1nto the country for a few
months, have a silly and absurd 1dea of Sum-
mer, which all the atmospherical phenomena
fail 10 drive out of thar foolish fancies  They
nsist on 1ts remainng with us for half a year
at least, and on 1ts being dressed i 1ts Hun-
day’s best every day in the week as long as
they continue 1n country quarters The Sun
must rise, ltke a Jabourer, at the very earhest
hour, shine all day, and go to bed late, clse
they treat him contumeliously, and declare
that he 1s not worth his meat Should he re-
tire occastonally behind a cloud, which 1t seems
most natural and reasonable for one to do who
ltves so much in the public eye, why a whole
watering-place, uphfung a face of dissausfied
expostulation to heaven, exclaims, “ Where 15
the Sun? Are we never to have any Sun?”
They also 1nsist that there shall be no ram of
more than an hour’s duration 1 the daytime,
but that 1t shall all fall by mght. Yet when
the Sun does evert amself, as 1f at their id-
ding, and 15 shiming, as he supposes, to their
heart’s content, up go a hundred green parasols
mm s face, enough to startle the celestial
steeds 1n lis chaniot A lrolen summer for
us Now and then a few conunuous days——
perhaps a whole week—but, 1f that be densed,
now and then,

¢ I'tke angel visits, fuw and far betneen,”

one single Day — blue-spread over heaven,
green-spread over earth—no cloud above, no
shade below, save that dote-coloured marble
lying motionless lihe the mansions of peace,
and that pensive gloom that falls from some
old castle or venerable wood—the stillness of
a sleeping )0y, to our heart profounder than
that of death,in the air, in the shy, and resting *
on our mighty mother’s undisturbed breast—
no Jowing on the hills, no bleating on the braes
—the rivers almost silent as lochs, and the
lochs, just visible m their acrial purity, float-
ing, dream-hle betw een earth and sky, imbned
with the beauty of both, and seeming 10 belong
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rious yellow, and while the gold-laden boughs
stoop boldly to the storms with which they
love to dally, bounds uot the heart of every
Briton to the music of his national anthem,
 Itule, Britannia,
Britannia, mlc the waves !

The Asm 15 a manly uee, but “dreigh and
dout” m the leafing, and yonder stands an
Ash-grove like a forest of ships with bare poles
hike the dochs of Livetpool. Yet luke the town
of Kilkkenny

“1t shines well where it stands,*

and the baie gray-blue ot the bianches, apait
but not 1epulsive, like some conming discord
m music deepens the harmony of the Isle of
Groves. Contrast 1s one of the finest of all
the laws of association, as every philosopher,
poet, and peasant lkens At tins moment 1t
brings, by the bonds of beauty, thongh many
glades intervene, close besid¢ that pale gray-
blue, leafless Ash Clump, that bught biack-
green Prax Clan, whose “leaf fadeth never,”
a glotious Scottish tartan thumphing m the
Inghsh woods Though many glades nter-
vene, we suud, for thou seest that Bryrsr Isin
1s not all one varous flush of wood, but be-
dropt all over—bediopt and besprmhded with
grass-gems, some cloud-shadow ed, some tree-
shaded, some mist-bedimmed, and some lumi-
nous as small soil-suns, on which as the eye
alights, 1t fecls soothed and stiengthened, and
gifted with a profounder power to see mto the
mystery of the beauty of natute DBut what
ae those living Hills of snow, m of some sub-
stance purer in its hughtness even than any
snow that fades i one mght on the mountain-
top! Trees are they—fiwt-tices—The Wirn
G nny, that grow s stately and wide spreading
even as the monarch of the wood—and can
that be a load of blossoms' Tairer never grew
before poet's eye of old in the fabled Hesperides
See how what we call snow brightens 1mto
mnk—yet still the whole glory 1s white, and
fadeth not away the puuty of the balmy snow-
blush Ay, balmy as the bliss heathung fiom
virgin hips, when, moving m the beauty left by
her morning majers, a glad fond daughter
steals towards him on the feet of light, and as
his aims open to 1ecerve and retwin the bless-
mg, lays her mnocence with smiles that ae
almost tears, withm her fathei’s bhosom.

‘“ As when to those who enil

Beyond the Cape of Hope, aud now are past

Moz1mbic, off it <ea north-east w inds blow

Saben odotrs from the spicy <hore

Of Araby the blest, with such delay

Well pleised they sluch thur coirse, and many a

Joague

Cheer'd mlh’ the grateful smcll, old Ocenn smiles *

Shut your eyes—suppose five months gone
—and lo' Bruer Isrr m Autumn, hke a scene
1m another hemisphere of our globe. 'There s
a shght frost 1n the ar, i the sky, on the lake,
and ‘midday 1s as sull as mmdmght But,
though stll, 1t 1s cheerful, for close at hand
Rohin Redbreast—God bless him'—is war-
bling on the copestone of that old barn gable,
and though Millar-Giound Bay 15 half a mle
oft, how distinet the clank of the two oars hike
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one, accompanying that large wond-hoat on it
slow voyvage from Ambleside to Bowness, th
metiopoltan poit of the Queen of the Lakes
The watet has lost, you see,’its summer sunn
ness, yet it 1s as transparent as ever il was n
summer, and how close together seem, watl
their alimost meeung shadows, the two oppo
site shores! DBt we wish you to Jook at By 1w
Iany, though we ouwtselves are almost afraid «
do <0, so tianscendently glorious 15 the sigh
that we hnow will disturh ns wuth an emotior
tao deep to be endmed, Could you not think
that a splendid sunset had fallen down 1 fiag
ments on the Isle called Beautiful, and set
all a-blase?' The woods are on fire, jet they
burn not, beauty subdues while 1t fosters the
flame, and there, as in o manv-tenied tabers
nacle, has Colour pitched his royal residence,
and 1eigns m glory beyond that of any Orien
tal Jang., What are all the canopies, and bal
comes, and galleries of human state, all hung
with the richest diapery that ever the slall of
Art, that Wizard, drew forth i gorgeous folds
from his enchanted loom, 1f 1dealty suspended
m the air of magination beside the sun-and-
stormestamed furniture of these Palaces of
Autumn, framed by the Spinit of the Season,
of inmng and dymng umbrage, for lus Iatest de-
hght, ere he move in annual mgration, with
all Jus Court, to some foreign clime far beyond
the seas' No names of trees are remembered
—a gloitous confusion comprehends in one the
whole leafy 1ace—orange, and purple, and
starlet, and crunson, are all <cen to be there,
and inteifused through the silent splendour 1s
aye {elt the presence of that terrestual green,
native and unextingishable i earth’s bosom,
as that celeshal blue 1s that of the sky  That
tiance goes by, and the spmt, gradually filled
with a stiller dehight, takes down all those tents
mto picces, and contemplates the encampment
with less of imagmation, and with more of
love 1t knows and blesses each one of those
many glortons groves, cach becoming, as it
gazes, less and less gloitouns, mote and more
beautiful, tlf memory revives all the happrest
and holiest hours of the Summer and the
Spimg, and re-peoples the melancholy wm-
biage with a thousand visions of joy, that may
retutn never more! Images, 1t may be, of
forms and faces now mouldetng 1n the dust!
Tor as human heaits have felt, and all human
lips have declared—melancholy making poets
of us all, ay, cven prophets—tll the pensive
ant of Autumn has been filled with the music
of elegiac and foreboding hymns—as 1s the
Race ot Leaves—now old Homer speaks—so

15 the Race of Men! Not t:ll time shall have

an end, msensate will be any creatme cn-

dowed “with discomse of teason” to those

mysterious misgivings, alternating with tri-

umphant aspirations more mysterious stil,

when the Religion of nature leans in awe on

the Religion of God, and we hear the vorce of

both 1 such stiamns as these—the earthly, in

its sadness, momentanly deademmg the di-

vine —

“Duat n shl §pring visit the mouldering urn?
O‘h ‘“nhl?en slhnll it daw n on the night of the grave ¥’

«
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as in sudden resurrection 1t lifted up 1its nead,
and knew that again the 8un was in Heaven

Death became Lafe, and the hearts of the hus-
bandmen sang aloud for joy  Like Turks, the
reapers brandished their sickles 1n the breezy
hight, and every field ghttered with Christian
crescents Auld wivesand,bits o’ weans min-
gled on the ng—kilted to the knees, Itke the
comely cummers, and the handsome hizzies,
and the Jusome lassies wi' their sitken snoods
—among the heather-legged Highlandmen, and
the bandy Inshers, brawny all, and with hook,
scythe, or flail, inferior to none of the children
of men The scene lies in Scotland—but now,
too, 1s England “Merry England ” indeed, and
outside passengers on a thousand coaches see
stooks msing hike stacks, and far and wide,
over the tree-speckled champaign, rejoice
the sun-given promise of a glorious harvest-
home Intervenes the rest of two sunnj Sab-
baths sent to dry the brows of labour, and give
the last ripeness to the overladen stalks that,
top-heavy with aliment, fall over in therr jel-
lowy whiteness into the fast reaper’s hands

Few fields now—but here and there one thin
and greemsh, of cold, unclean, or stony soil—
are waving 1n the shadowy winds, for all are
cleared, but some stooked stubbles from which
the stooks are fast disappearing, as the huge
wains seem to halt for a moment,impeded by
the gates they hide, and then, crested perhaps
with laughing boys and girls,

“Down the rough slope the ponderous wagon rings,’”

no—not rings—for Beattie, 1 that admirable
line, lets us hear a cart going out empty 1n
the morming—but with a cheerfvl dull sound,
ploughing along the black soul, the clean dut
almost up to the axletree, aud then, as the
*wheels, nmmed you might always think with
silver, reach the road, macadamized tll it
acts like a railway, how ghdes along downhill
the moving mountain' And see now, the
growing Stack ghttering with a charge of
pitchforks! The trams fly up from Dobbin’s
back, and a shoal of sheaves overflows the
mire Up they go, tossed from sinewy arms
like feathers, and the Stack grows before
your eyes, fairly proportioned as a beehive,
without Imne or measure, but shaped by the
look and the feel, true almost as the spring n-
stinet of the nest-bmlding bird  And are we
not heartily ashamed of ourselves, armdst this
general din of working mmthfulness, for
having, but an hour ago, abused the jovial
and generous Autumn, and thanked Heaven
that he was dead ? Let us retire into the barn
with Shoosy, and hide our blushes
Comparisons are odoriferous, and therefore
for one paragraph let us compare Avroma
with Berive  Suppose ourselves sitting be-
neath Tur Syxcamonr of Windermere! Poets
call Spring Green-Mantle—and true it 1sthat the
groundw ork of s garbis green—even hike that
of the proud peacock’s changeful neck, when
the creature treads in the circle of his own
splendour, and the scholar who may have for-
gotten his classics, has yet a dream of Juno
and of her watchful Argus with his hundred,
his thousand eves But the coat of Spring,
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hike that of Toseph, 1s a coat of many colours,
Call 1t patchworl if you choose,
“ And be yourself the great sublune you draw »’

Some people look on nature w1th a milhiner's
or a mantua-maker’s eye—arraying her m
furbelows and flounces DBut use your own
eyes and ours, and from beneath Tar Syca~
mone let us two, sitting together in amity,
looh lovingly on the Senmivs, Telt ever your
heart before, with such an emotion of harmo-
mous beauty, the exqusitely delicate distine-
tions of character among the lovely tribes of
trees! That 1s Brivr Isrv  Earliest to sa-
lnte the vernal rambow, with a glow of green
gentle as its own, 1s the lake-loving Arpir,
whose home, too, 15 by the flowings of all the
streams  Justone degree fainter i 1ts hue—or
shall we rather say brighter—for we feel the
difference without knowing 1n what 1t lhies—
stands, by the Alder’s roundedsofiness, thespiral
Lancn,allhung overits limber spray s, were you
near enough to admire them, with cones of the
Tynan dye The stem, white as silver, and
smooth as silk, seen so straight in the green
silvan light, and there amnly overarching the
coppice with lambent tresses, such as fancy
mght picture for the mermaid’s hair, pleasant
as is her lfe on that Tortunate Isle, 15 yet
said by us, who vamly attribute our own sad-
ness to unsorrowing things—to belong to a
Tree that weeps ,—though a weight of joy 1t 15,
and of exceeding gladness, that thus depresses
the Bincen’s pendent beauty, till at droops—as
we think—like that of a being overcome
with grief' Seen Standmng all along by them-
selves, with something of a foreign aiwr and an
exotic expression, yet not unwelcome or ob-
trusiv e among our indigenous fair forest-trees,
twinkling to the touch of every wandermgwind,
and restless even amidst what seemeth now
to be everlasting rest, we cannot choose
but admire that somewhat darker grove of
columnar Lombardy Porrars How comes
it that some Sycavonrs so much sooner
than others salute the spring® Yonder are
some but budding, as if yet the frost lay on the
honey-dew that protects the beamy germs
There are others warming into expansion, half-
budded and halfleaved, with a various light
of colour visible 1n that sun-ghnt distinctly
from afar. And in that nook of the still sun-
nier south, trending eastwird, a few are al-
most in therr full summer fohage, and soon
will the bees be swarming among their flowers
A Honsz Crestxur has a grand oriental arr,
and like a satrap uplifts his green banner yel-
lowing 1n the light—that shows he belongs to
the Line of the Prophet Euwxs are then most
magnificent—ritness Christ-Church walk—
when they hang overhead 1n heaven like the
chancel of a cathedral Yet here, too, are they
august—and methinks “a dim rehigious hight”
15 1n that vault of branches just vivifying to
the Spring, and though almost bare, tinged
with 2 coming hue that erelong will be ma-~
jestic brightness Those old Oaxs seem sul-.
len 1 the sunshine, and slow to put forth their
power, ike the Spirit of the Land they emblem
But they, too, are relaxing from their wonted
sternness—soon will t}?t famnt green be a glo-
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gorgeous—for the Bard came to his subject
full of inspiration, and as 1t was the mspira-
tion, here, not of profonnd thought, but of
passtonate emotion, it was right that music at
the very first moment should overflow the
page, and that 1t should be hterally strewed
with roses  An imperfect Impersonation 1s
often proof posiive of the highest state of
poetical enthusiasm. The forms of nature
undeérgo a half humamzing process under the
ntensity of our love, yet still retain the cha-
racter of the insensate creation, thus affecting
us with a sweet, strange, almost bewildering,
blended emotion that scarcely belongs to either
separately, but to both together clingsastoa
phenomenon that only the eye of genmwus sees,
because only the soul of genwus can give it a
presence—though afterwards all eyes dimly
recognise i, on its being shown to them, as
something more vivid than thewr own famnt ex-
perience, yet exther kandred to 1t, or virtually
one and the same Almost all human nature
can, 1n some measure, undersitand and feel
the most exquisite and recondite 1mage which
only the rarest genius conld produce Were
it not 50, great poets might break ‘their harps,
and go drown themselves 1n Helicon.

“From hrightening fields of ether fair dieclosed,

Child of the Sun, r¢ fitlgent SuvsiFr comes,

In pride of youtl, and felt through Nature's depth

1le comes attended by the sultry hours,

And ever-finning breeses, on his w n? B

While, fram his ardent look, the turning Spring

Arertn her Blushful face, and earth, and shies,

All smiting, to lus hot dominion leaves *

Here the Impersonation 1s stronger —and
perhaps the superior strength lies 1n the words
stctld of the S8un” And here m the words
descrihing Spring, she too 1s more of an Im-
personation than in the other passage—ayert-
ing her blushful face from the Summer’s ardent
Jook  The poet having made Summer mascu-
hne, very properly makes Spring feminine,
and ’us a jewel of a meture—for ladies shouid
always avert their blushful faces from the
ardent looks of gentlemen  Thomson, indeed,
elsewhere says of an enamoured youth over-
povered by the loving loohs of his mistress,—

“Trom the Feen gaze her lover turns away,
T ull of the dear cestatie power, and siek
Wath sighing tanguisliment **

This, we have heard, from experienced per-
sons of both sexc, 15 as delicate as 1t 1s
natural, but for onr own simple and single
selves, we never remember having got sick on
any such occasion  Auch agitated, we can-
not dens——1f we did, the most credulous would
not credit ue—much agitated we have been—
when our lady-love, not contented vith fixing
upen us her dove ejes, began hillig and coo-
g an a style from which the cushat might
hase tahen a lesson with advantage, that she
jnught the hetter purform her innocent part on
her fir-t assignation vith her affianced 1n the
pine-grove on S Valentind’s day , but never
in all our Jong Iives got we tbsolutely st —
nor cven squremech—neyer v ere we obhiged to
turn away with our hand to cur mouth—bul,
on the contrary, we 1 ere commonly as brick
25 a Lee at 1 pot of honey, or, i that be too
e inns @ simle . ds brash ac thet same won-
deeful gpeect naurmunng for o fov moments
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round and round a rose-bush, and then seithng
himself down seriously to work, as mate as 2
mouse, among the hal-blown petals Hoxy-
ever, we are not now writing our Confessions
—and what we wished to say about this pas-
sage 1s, that 1n 1t the one sex 1s represented as
turning away the face from that of the other,
which may be all natural enough, thongh
polite on the gentleman’s part we can never
call 1t, and, had the female virgin done so, we
cannot help thinking it would have read better
in poetry  But for Spring to avert Jus blushful
face from the ardent looks of Summer, has on
us the effect of mahing both Seasons seem sim-
pletons  Spring, 1n the character of “ ethereal
mildness,” was unquestionably a female, but
here she 1s “unsexed from the crown to the
toe,” and changed into an awkward hobblete-
hoy, who, having passed his boyhood 1n the
country, 15 2 booby who blushes black at the
gaze of his own brother, and 1f brought mto
the company of the lasses, would not fail to
famnt away n a fit, nor revave till his face felt
a pitcherful of cold water
“ Crovwn'd with the sichle 1nd the wheaten sheaf,
While Autumn, nodding o’er the jellow plain,
Comes jovial on,”” &c ,
15, we think, bad The Impersonation here 1s
complete, and though the sex of Autumn 1s
not mentioned, it 15 manifestly meant to be
male. So far, there 1s nothing amiss either
one way or another But “nodding o'er the
yellow plamn” 1s a mere statement of a fact in
nature—and deseriptive of the growing and
ripening or npened harvest—whereas 1t 1s
applied here to Autumn, as a figure who
“comes jovial on” This 1s not obscurity—or
mdistinctness—w hich, as we have saird before,
15 often a zreat beauty in Impersonation, but
1t 15 an inconsistency and a contradiction—and
therefore indefensible on any ground either of
conceplion or expression
There are no such essential vices as this in
the “Castle of Indolence” —for by that time
Thomson had subjected bis mspiration to
thought—and his poetry, guided and guarded
by philosophy, became celestial as an angel’s
song
“Hee, Winter comes, to rule the varied year,
Sullen and sad, with 2l his nsing train,
Yapours, apd clouds and storma e there my theme,
Theqe ' that exalt the soul to golemn thought,
And heavenhy musing  Welcome, kindred glooms?
C ongenial horrors, Wil * s fth fre quent foot,
Pl ased have 1, in my checeful inorn of hfe,
When nurzed by earcless Solitude 11ived,
Anid sunz of Nature with unceasing jovd!
Pleased have Twander d through your rough domain,
Trod the pure virgin-snows mysdifar pure,
Heard the winds roar, and the big torrents burst,
Or scen the desp formenting tempest brew*d
In the grim evening £hv Thus pies’d the time,

Tl through the luckd chrmberes of the south

Look'd out the joyous Spring, look’d out, and smiled V?

Divine mspiration indeed ! Poetry, thatif read
by the bedwide of a dying lover of nature,
maght
s Create a soul
Under the ribs of death 1"

What 1n the name of goodness makes us
suppose that a mean and miserable November
dag, even while we are thus Rhapsodizing, 15
drz7hmg all Tdinburgh with the worst of all

imaginable Scotush mists—an Lasterly Harr?

-
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SOLILOQUY ON

SECOND RIIAPSODY.

Hve we not Leen speaking of all the Sea-
sons as belonging to the masculine gender?
They are generally, we believe, 1n tlus country,
pamicd 1n petticoats, apparently by bagmen,
as may be daily seen in the pretty prints that
bedeck the paper-walls of the parlours of inns
Springisalv ays there represented as aspanher
1n a blue symar, very pertly evposing her bud-
ding breast, and her limbs fiom {eet to fork, in
2 style that must be very offensiv e to the mealy-
mouthed members of that shamefaced corpo-
ration, the Society for the Suppression of Viee
She holds a flower between her finger and her
thumb, crocus,violet, or primrese; and though
we vertly belieye she means no harm, she no
doubt docs Jook rather leenngly upon you,like
one of the frail s1sterhood of the Come-atablcs
Summer again 15 an enormous and monstrous
maw <ey, wn prrrs aaturaltbus, meant to image
Musidora, or the Medicean, or rather the Hot-
tentot Venus.

¢ Ro atands the statuc that enchants the world
She seems, at the very Iightest, a good round
half hundred heavier than Spring, and, when
you mnagine her plunging mto the pool, jou
think you hear a porpus  May no Damon yun
away with her clothes, leaving beliund 1n ex-
change his heart ! Gadflies are rife i the dog-
days, and should one “imparadice hime<elf in
form of that sweet flesh,” there will be a cry
m the woods that will speedily bung to her
assistance Pan and all lus Satyre Autumnis
a motherly inatron, evidently encente, and, hke
Love and Chanty, who probably are smiling
on the oppos<ite wall, she has abrace of boune-
g babies at her breast—in her right hand a
formmdable sickle, hke a Turkish scymitar—
mn her lcft an extraordinary utensil, bearing,
we belhiese, the heathemsh appellation of
cornucopra—on her back a sheaf of wheat—
and on her head a diadem—planted there by
John Barleycorn  She 1s a fearsome dear, as
ugly a customer as a lonely man would wich
to encounter beneath the hight of a September
moen  On her feet are bauchles—on her legs
huggers—and the breadih of her soles, and the
thichness of her anhles, we leave to your onwn
conjectures  Her fine bust 1s conspicuous in
an open laced boddice—and her huge hups are
sat ofl to the biggest advantage, by 1 jaclet
that she scems to have piched np by the way-
side, after same jolly tar, on his return from 2
long voyaze, had there been performing hus
tmlet, and, by getting nd of certamn incum-
brances, enabled to pursue his inland journey
with less resemblrnee than befove to a walk-
g scarecrow  Winter 1s a withered old
bldim, tee poor to heep a cat, hurkbling on

her hunbers over a feebic fire of stichs, ox-
tnewshel fast as at 15 beeted, with a fizzin
the melted snow which all around that un.
honted wratehedness 1s andurated with frost,
while t blue pool elnse at hand 1» ehundd 1n
wmsss 1l an old stomp, half buned 1n the
¢nft Ponr old, miserble, conenng crone!
Ont ¢ wnot look 2t her withont unconscrously
purting one’s kat d an lus pochet, and fombling
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especially while, on turning round your head,
sou beliold a big blochhead of a sulzar bag-
man, with s coat-tails over his armns, varm-
wg s loathsnme hideousness at a fire that
would roast an ox
Such are the Sea~ons ' And though we'have
spohen of them, as mere enties on #rt, <ome-
v hat superciliously, yet there 3s almostaluay s
no inconsiderable mentn all printe, prctures,
paintings, paems or prose-w orks, that—pardon
our tautology—are populer with the people
The emblematical figments now alluded to,
have becn the creations of persons of gemus,
who had never had access to the v orls of the
old masters, so that, though the conceplion ts
rood, the execntion 1s,1n general, far from per-
fect.  Yet many a tmme, when lying at our
ease 1 a Waiside Inn, stretched on three
wooden chairs, with a httle round deal-table
before us, well laden with cat-meal cakes and
cheese and butter, nor, you may be sure, vith-
out us “tapmt hen”—have wc after 2 long
day’s yjourney—perhaps the longest day—
**Throush moors 1nd mosses mwany, 0,'°
regarded with no mmaginative spirit—when
Joseph and lns brethren were wanting—even
such symbols of the Seasons as these—while
arose to glarldden us many as fair an 1mage as
ever nature sent from her woods and wilder-
nesses to cheer the heart of her worshipper
who, on his prlgrimage to her lofuest shnines,
2nd most majestic temples, spared not to stoop
his head below the lowest lintel, and held all
men his equal who earned by honest industry
the scanty farc which thes never ate without
those holy words of supplication and thanhs-
givng, “ Give us this day our datly bread'™
Our memory 15 a treasure-house of written
and unvritten poetry—the 1ngots, the gifts of
the great bards, and the bars of bullion—much
of the com our own—some of 1t borrowed
mayhap, but alvavs on good sccurnty, and
repaid with mterest—a lexal transaction, of
which even a not unwealthy man has no nocd
to be ashamed—none of 1t stalen nor vet found
where the Highlandman found the tonzs  But
our riche< are hihe those that encumbered the
floor of the Sanctum of the De, of Alziers, not
very udily arranged, and we are frequentl,
foiled 1n our efforts to lay our hand, for im-
mediate use or ornament, nn a ducat or a dra-
mond, a pistole or a pearl, a <ovcreign, oronly
his crown  We fiel ourselves at this moment
m that predicamrent, when trying to recolivet
the genders of Thomsou's # Seasons” —
s Come gentle Spring, € there 2l mildness, eome,
And from the boao ol yon dropmng elond,
White ruusic wat ex aronrd, val o ina shaweer
Of shidaw ing roves, on our plawns descend?
That picture 15 indistinctly and obsenrely beu.
t1ful to the wnagination, and there §s not 1 €3 1-
Iable alout sex—thongh “ethereal mildne s/
vinch 15 an Impersonation, 1nd hacdl an Im.
prersonation, must be 3t 1 felt, 1V ron God.
dess, whom all the divamtics that dv ol be-
tween heaven and earth mustjorte N emon
our taste~but anr taste s anforior o our feo 1.
inz and our genmus—tho 121 you vl © ddum
70 [ar serong ovLh In et sty e hnd o
poem a3 more teaanful Besmsmn, It 1° not

1om 2 tester Yoy, there is pathosn the picture,

sumiple—nor vught s W be— s fieh, and eaen
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nishing of thewr most dismal and desperate
dream

“Somewhat too much of this”"—so let us
strike the chords to a merrier measure—to a
“Ineher hilit"—as smits the variable spiurit of
our Sobloguy Be 1t observed, then, that the
sole certain way of getting rid of the blue
devils, 1s to drown them in a shower-bath
You would not suppose that we aie subject to
the blue devils? Yet we are sometimes their
very slave 'When driven to 1t by their lash,
every occupation, which when fiee we resort
to as pastime, becomes taskwork, nor wall
these dogged masters suffer us to purchase
emancipation with the proceeds of the toil of
our groaming gemus DBut whenever the
worst comes to the worst, and we almost wish
to die so that we might escape the galling
pressure of our chains, we sport buff, and mto
the showei-bath Yet such 1s the weakness
of poor human nature, that Iihe a c1iminal on
the scaffold, shifting the signal kerchief from
hand to hand, much to the wrritation of his ex-
cellency the hangman, one of the most impa-
tient of men—and more to the satisfaction of
the crowd, the most patient of men and wo-
men—we often stand shut upin that sentry-
loohing canvas boy, dexterously and simis-
trously fingering the string, perhaps for five
shrinking, and §huddermg, and grucing minutes,
ere we can summon up desperation to pull down
upon ourselves the rushing waterfali’ Soon as
the agony1s over, we bounce out the colour of
beet-root, and suivey ourselves m a five-foot
marror, with an amazement that, on each suc-
cessuve exhibition, 1s still as when we first ex-
perienced 1f,
*In life’s morming march, when our spinits were young *

By and by, we assume the similitude of an
immense boiled lobster that has leapt out of
the pan—and then, seeming for a while to be
an emblematical or symbolical representation
of the setting Sun, we sober down into a fant
pink, like that of the Morn, and finally subside
mto our own permanent flesh-hight, which, as
we turn our back wpon ourselves, afier the
fashion of some of his majesty’s mimsters, 1¢-
mands us of that line 1n Cowper descriptive of
the November Moon—,
“Respl(?mlent less, but of an ampler round **

Like that of the eagle, our youth 1s renewed—
we feel strong as the horse 1n Homer—a di-
vine glow peimeates our being, as 1f 1t were
the subdued spiritual essence’of caloric An
mtense feehng of self—not self-love, mind
je, and the farthest state 1magimabdle n this
wide world from selfishness'—elevates us far
up above the clouds, into the lofuest regions
of the sunny blue, and we seem to breathe an
atmosphere, of which every glonous gulp 1s
mspiration  Despondency 1s thrown to the
dogs Desparr appears 1 his true colours, a
more grotesque 1diot than Grimaldi, and we
treat him with a guffaw  All ante-bath diffi-
culfies seem now—what they really are—faci-
littes of which we are by far too much elated,
to avail ourselves, dangers that used to ap-
pear appalling are felt now to be lulling se-
curnties—obstacles, ike mountaing, lving 1n
our way of hife as we walked tow a\rds the tem-

~
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ple of Apollo or Plutus, we smile at the idea
of surmounting, so molehllish do they look,
and we kick them aside hike an old footstool
Let the country ask us for a scheme to pay off
the national debt—there she has 1t, do you re-
quest us to have the kindness to leap over the
moon—here we go, excellent Mr Blackwood
has but to say the word, and a ready-made
Leading Article 1s 1n his hand, promotive of
the sale of countless numbeis of “my Maga-
zine,” and of the happiness of countless num-
beis of mankind We feel—and the feelng
proves the fact—as bold as Joshua the son of
Nun—as brave as David the son of Jesse—as
wise as Solomon the son of David—and as
proud as Nebuchadnezzar the son of Nebopo-
lazzam  'We survey our image in the mirror—
and think of Adam We put ourselves mto
the postuie of the Belvidere Apollo
“Then view the,T ord of the unerring bow,

The God of life, and poesy, 1nd hght,

The Sun in human arms array’d, and brow

All radiant from s trniumph in the fight

The shaft hath just been shot—the arrow bright

With an mmmortal vengeance , in hiseye

And nostri] beautiful disdun, and might

And mnyesty flashi their full hghtnings by,

Developing in that one glance the Deity »*
Up four flight of stairs we fly—for the bath s
1 the dounble-sunk story—ten steps at a bound
—andn five minutes have devoured one quar-
tern loaf, s1x eggs, and a nzzar, washing all
over with a punch-bowl of congou and a tea-

bowl of cafiee,
“ Enormous breakfast,
Wild without rule or art' Where nature plays
Her virgm fancies ”?

And then, leaning back on our Easy-chair, we
perform an exploit beyond the reach of Euchd
—why, we Seuvine Tur Circir, and to the
utter demohition of our admirable friend Sir
David Brewster’s diatribe, 1n a late number of
the Quartcrly Review, on the imdifference of
goveinment to men of science, chuchle over
our n%l}y-won order, K C C B, Knmight Com-

-

par f the Cold Bath
“ 4 analogies between the seasons of the
~and the seasons of life, being natural, have
beenafrequent theme of poetry in all countries
HAd the gods made us poetical, we should now
have poured forth a few exquisite illustrations
of some that are very affecting and impressive
It has, however, ofien been felt by us, that not
a few of those one meefs with 1n the lamenta-
tions of whey-faced sentimentahsts, are false
or fantastic, and do equal violence to all the
seasons, both of the year and of hife These
gentry have been especially silly upon the si-
mlitude of Old Age to Winter Winter, 1n
external nature, 1s not the season of decay
An old tree, for example, 1n the very dead of
winter, as 1t 1s figuratively called, though baie
of leaves, 1s full of ife  The sap, 1ndeed, has
sunk down from hs bole and branches—
down 1nto his toes or roots But there 1t 1,
ready, in due time, to reascend Not so
with an old man—the present company al-
ways excepted ,—his sap 1s not sunk down to
his toes, but much of 1t 1s gone clean out of the
sy stem~—therefore, individual natural objects 1n
‘Winter are not analogically emblematical of
people stricken n yeas Far less does the
‘Winter itself of the yeay, considered as a sea-
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‘We know that he infests als the year, but shows
his poor spite in 1ts bleakest bitterness In
March and in November Earth and heaven
are not only not worth looking at in an East-
erly Harr, but the Visible 1s absolute wretched-
ness, and people wonder why they were born

The vistation begins with a sort of character-
less haze, waxing more and more wetly ob-
scure, till you know not whether 1t be ramn,
snow, or sleet, that drenches your clothes 1n
dampness, tll you feel 1t 1n your shun, then m
your flesh, then in your bones, then 1n your
marrow, and then in your mund  Your blink-
g eyes have 1t too—and so, shut 1t as you
will, has your moping mouth  Yet the streets,
thdugh looking blue, are not puddied, and the
dead cat lies dry in the gutter There 15 no
eaves-dropping—nao gushing of waler-spouts

To say 1t rained would be no breach of vera-
city, but a mere misstatement of a melancholy
fact. The truth 1s, that the weather cannot rawn,
but keeps spit, spat, spitting, 1n a style sufii-
cient to writate Socrates—oreven Moses him-
self, and yet true, venitable, sincere, genmne,
and authentic Rain could not—or if he could
would not—so thoroughly soak you and your
whole wardrobe, were you to allow him a day
to do 1t, as that shabby imitation of a tenth-
rate shower, 1n about the time of an usual
sized setmon So much cold and so much
wet, with so Iittle to show for i1t,1s a disgrace
to the atmosphere, which 1t will take veeks of
the sunniest the weather can afford to wipe off
But the stores of sunniness which 1t 1s 1n the
power of Winter in this northern latitude to
accumulate, cannot be immense, and there-
forc we ver.ly believe that 1t would be too
much to expect that 1t ever can make amends

« for the lideous horrors of this Tasterly Harr

The Cut-throat?

On such days suicides rush to judgment
That sin 1s mysterions as msanity—their
graves are umntellizible as the cells 1n Bed-
lam‘ Oh' the brain and the heart of man'
Therein 1s the only Hell  Small these regions
1 space, and of narrow room—but haunted
may they be with all the Tiends and all the
Furies A few nerves transmit to the soul de-
spair or bhss At the touch of something—
whence and wherefore sent, who can say—
something that serenes or troubles, soothes or
j1ars—she soars up 1nto life and hight, just as you
may have seen a dove suddenly cleave the sun-
shine—or doy n she dives into death and dark-
ness, like a shot eagle tumbling 1nto the sea!

Materralism ! Immaterialism ' Why should
mortals, whom *conscience tells that they are
mmmortals, bew 1ldered and bewildering ponder
upon the dust' Do your duty to God and man,
and fear not that, when that dust dies, the spirit
that breathed by 1t will live for ever Feels
not that spirit 1ts 1mmortahty mn each sacred
thought? When did ever religious soul fear
annthilation? Or shudder to think that, hav.
mg once known, 1t counld ever forget God?
Snch forgetfulness 1s 1n the 1dea of eternal
death  Therefore 1s cternal death impossible
to us who can hold communion with our Ma-
ker Ourknowledge of Him-—dim and remote
though 1t be—is a God-given pledge that he
will redeem us from the doom of the grave.

a3
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Let us then, and all our friends, beheve, with
Coleridge, 1n his beautiful poem of the “Night-
mgale,” that

“In Nature there 18 nothing melancholy,”
not even November The discase of the body
may cause discase 1n the soul, yet not the jess
trust we 1n the mercy of the merciful—not the
less strive we to keep feeding and trimming
that spintual lamp which i1s within us, even
when 1t flickers feebly in the dampy gloom,
Iike an earthly lamp left mn a vaulted sepul-
chre, about to die among the dead Heaven
seems to have placed a power 1n our Will as
mghty as 1t 1s mysterious  Call it not Liberty,
lest you should wax proud , call 1t not Neces-
sy, lest you should despair But turn from
the oracles of man—sull dim even in their
clearest responses—to  the Oracles of God,
which are never dark, or if so, but
“Dark with excessive bright *’

to eyes not constantly accustomed to sustain
the splendour Bury all your books, when
you feel the night of skepticisin gathering
around you—bury them all, powerful though
you may have deemed theiwr spells to-1llumi-
nate the unfathomable—open your Bible, and
all the spiritual world will be as bright as day

The disease of the body may cause disease
to the soul Ay, madness Some rapture in
the soul malkes the brain numb, and thence
sudden or lingering death ,—some rupture
the brain males the soul insane, and thence
Iife worse than death, and haunted by horrors
beyond what 1s dreamt of the grave and all
its corruption Perhaps the lne fullest of
meaning that ever was written, 15—

“Mens sana 1 corpore sano *’

‘When nature feels the flow of 1ts vital blood
pure and ummpeded, what unutterable glad-
ness bathes the spirit 1n that one feeling of—
health' Then the mere consclousness of ex-
istence 15 like that emotion which Milton
speaks of as breathed from the bowers of Pa-
radise—

# Vernal delight and joy, 1ble to drive
All sadness but despair ,”?
1t does more—for despair atself cannot prevail
agamnst it What a dawn of bhiss rises upon
us with the dawn of light, when our life 1s
healthful as the sun® Then

It feels that 1t 15 greater than 1t knows »?

God created the earth and the air beautiful
through the senses, and at the uphfung of a
Iittle Iid, a whole flood of imagery 1s let m
upon the spirit, ali of which becomes part of
its very self; as 1f the enjoying and the enjoyed
were onc  Health flies away hike an angel,
and her absence disenchants the carth  'What
shadows then pass over the ethereal surface
of the spirit, from the breath of disordered mat-
ter '—from the first scarcely-felt breath of de-
spondency, to the last scowling blackness of
despair! Often men know not what power
placed the fatal fetters upon them—they see
even thata link may be open, and that one eflort
might fhing off the bondage, but their souls are
m slavery, and will not be free Till something
Iike a fresh wind, or a2 sudden sunbeam, comes
across them, and 1 2 moment their whole ex-
1stence 1s changed, and they sce the very va-
x2
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A FEW WORDS ON THOMSON.

T}, In the western sky the downward sun
Louxs out, ufiylgent, from sund the flush
OF broken ¢'ouds, $1y-shiflun, 0 s beam
Th . rapld radiancy, inntantaneods, strikes
Th ilumined maountain, through the fore 4t streaos,
Shakes on the tloads, and in a scllow s,
Fr wqnohing o orth® mtermin ible paing
In twinkling myriads hzhts the dowy gems
Moist, brilht, and greca the apdscape lauzhkse around
Full swoll the wouds, thedrevery musae wakes,
Mix'd I wold conecrt w ille the warbling brooks
Increased, the duant ble winzs of the hills,
And hollow lowa respunsty e from the vales,
Whunee, blendinz 1, the swweeten’d 7oephy e springs
Meintuae, rolricted feam son castern cloud,
Buatrsdin, earth, the prand ethe e hav
thoots up tome nag, and exvery bt unfolds
In fair propartion, running from tl « yedd
Lo where the violot faded into the ¥hy '

How do you hhe our recitibon of that sur-
passing strun U Lyvery shade of fiehng should
ha.e 1ts shade of <ound—every pause its si-
lence  But these must sl come and go, un-
taught, unbidden, from the fnlness of the heart
Then, induecd, and not ull then, ¢ woids be
satd to Le set to music~—‘a a ruleelied rn, <ol

The Mighty Miustrel recitedold Ball uds wsth
a war-hke march of <ound that made one’s
heart leap, winle his usully swedt simle way
driwn i, and disapperred unong e gloom,
that sternly gatherud about his lowering brow
and gave s whole aspect 2 most heroie chite
rcter  Rude ver-es, that from ardiaary hps
would have been alme.t meaninglesws, fiom
his came inspired with passion & Phalip
miudney, who said that Cher v Chace rodsud
him hke the sound of atrumpet, h1l hie heard
bir Walter beott reette i, wonld ha ¢ gone
drstracted. Yet the “ best judges ” <14 he niur-
dered us ova poetry— ve <ay about as much
1s Homer  Wordsworth recites his own Pue-
try (catch him reemting an, other) miazniicent-
Jv—whilc his eyes scem bhind to all outward
objects, hlie those of a somnumbalist Cole-
rudge was the suectest of sing-songers— ud
s sideer corce “warbled melody™  Nextto
theirs, we bedic, e our o yn reent thion of Poetry
0 be the most unpressne howd momodorn
tunes, thougl we cnot deny thatthe leathern
tared have pronouncad 1t dety, table, and the
long-eaced ludierous, thewr delight bang
what 15 called Lleeution, 2s 1t 1 tansht by
plaver-folh

Oh, friendly reader of these our Reerc wtions?
thou ncedst not 1y be told—jyet 1 lo,e lct us
tell.thee—that there are o thousand ways of
deahing m description with Nuture, so a4 o
make her poetical, but sentiment there aly 135
must be, ese 1115 stack nought You may in-
fuse the sentunent by a single tonch~by 1 ray
of i ht no thicker, nor one thousandth part su
thich, as the fincst needle ever silk-threaded
by lady’s finger, or you may dance it i st
a flutter of sunbeams, or you miy splsh st
10 as with a gorgeous cloud-stamn stolen fiom
sansel  or you may bathe 1t i v ith a shied of
the rainbow  Perhaps the highest power af
all possessed by the sons of son«, 15 to bicathe
stan with the breath, o let 1t shp m with the
hght, of the common day *

Then somc pocts there are, who show youa
scene all of a sudden, by means of a fow
magical words—just as if you opened your
¢yes at theirbidding—and 1n place of a blank,
aworld  Others, agam, as good and as great,

",
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create thewr world gradually before your eyes,
for the delight of your soul, that loves to gaze
on the growiny glory, but dclight 1s lost 1n
wonder, and you know that they, too, are var-
lochs Some heap mmage upon unage, piles
of 1im17ery on piles of imagery, as 1f they were
raoseching and robbing and red-reavering
earth, sty, and sky, yet all things thete are
consentancous with one grand design, which,
when consunmnated, 15 4 Whole that seems to
typify the untverse, Others give you but frag-
ments—but such as awalien mmaznations of
beauty and of power transcendent, lihe that
fameus Torso And some show jou Nature
shimmerinyg beneith a veil which, nunbihe, she
has rchziousdy taken, and then call not Nature
uleal onlv an that holy wibght, for then atas
th it she s sprritual, and we who belong to her
fued that we shalt v ¢ for ever.

Thus—and i other wondious ways—the
great poets are the great p untas, and so are
they the great musicrans,  But how they are

o, sume other ume may we W, sufiice 1t
now to say, thit as we hsten to the mighty
masters—4sole or responsive to cach other’s
Toree —
* “ow, "tis Hine 2l instrunients,
Nun hisealon by fot,
And pow "¢ hke o anzed 5 song

Flitt bida the Bonvend b mute ¥

Why will s0 mauny mynads of men and
wome i, demed by natnre Y the vision and the
fiwculty divine™ persist an the delusion that
they are poctizng, wmle they are but versiy-
e “this bright and breattung world?”” They
s ¢ truly not cven the outward objects of s12ht
But ot 1l the rare atnmties and telationships
tt Nature, vistble or audible to Fme-edr-and-
Iir oy e the Poct, not 2 whisper—nota ghmpse
have they ever hewrd or secn, any more than
had titey been bora deaf-blind

They paat a Fidscape, but nothing « prates
of therr whereabouts,” while they were sitting
on & tetpod, with theu paper on their knees,
drawimmg—their bieath Tor, m the front
ground 15 a castl, apawmst which, if you offer
to stir a step, you mfallibly break jour head,
unle<s providentinlly stopped by that evtra-
ordinary vegetable-loohing substance, perhaps
a tree, grawing bolt upright out of an mter-
mediate stone, that has wedged itself 1n long
after there had ceiced to be even standing-
room an that strange theatre of nature  But
down from “the swelling mstep of o moun-
tun’s foot,” that has protruded itself through a
wood, while the body of the mountain prudent-
Iy remains 1 the extreme distauee, descends
on you, ete you hve recovered from your un-
expected encounter with the old Roman ecment,
an unconsciontable eataract 'I'here stinds a
deer or goat, or rather some beast with hoins,
“strietly anonymous,” placed for eflect, can-
trary to all cause, 1n a place vhere it scems
as uncertain how he got 1n as it 1s certamn that
he neser can get out ull he becomes a hippo-
grifl

The true poet, ag1n, has such potent eyes,
that when he lets down the lids, he sces just
as well, perhaps better than when they were
up, for in that deep, tarnest, inward gaze, the
I fluctuating sea of scencry subsides mnto o
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1t the natural and mevitable emotion of errom
and pity. Famshad wolves howhmg up the
dead 15 a dreadtul enage—-hut S udnn to s
{ate,” 15 not an expression heavily laden with
muanme, and the suddesn, abiupt, violent, and,
as we feel, unbatural antroduction of wdeas
purely superstittous, at the clos, 15 revolting,
and mserably mars the teenble trata

“MExd w ith foul shader and fil, ited gho ite, they how! **

Why, pray, are the shades foul, and the ghoats
only fizhtencdt  And wherem Ties the spes
i diflerence between noshade and a ghost?
Busides, 1t the ghosts were frightendad, which
they had good rcason o by, why were not they
offt We have fiequently read of thur wan-
dermg far fiom home, on ocenstonywhen they
had no such oxcellunt excuse 1w oes  Chs
e, theretore, we have takon the hberty to
wiase fiom out pothel-capy of the deisons——
and to ditw o fow heedasine strokes over the
1est of the passage—be gy with “man®
gadithe face™

Go read, then, the opening of # Wintrr,” and
achnowledge that, of all clim wes and all«oun-
tries, there dre none withun any of the souc,
of earth that well bear a moment’s compacison
with those of Seotland  Dorget the poople of
you can, and think onlv ol the region The
lovely Lowlands andnlaung awav mto the
glonous Ighlids —the spart ot subliny
and the spuit of beauty one and the »une, as
1t blends thum mindsesoluble nmon Bury vs
ahbven thedungeon”s gloom—1ncommuumcable
with the bight of day as the grove—at could not
seal our cyes to the sight of »eotland We
should sew 1t still by rising or by setting suns
Whatever blessed seene we chose o call on
wonld become an stant appantion Nor m
that thick-ribbed « auit would our eyes be deal
1o her rivers and her seas  We should w1y
our prayers to their musie, and to the voice of
the thunder on a hundred nlls We stand
now 1n no need of senses  They are waxing
dim—~—but our spirt may continue to brighten
long as the hight of love 15 allowed to duell
thereun, thence procceding over puture hihe a
vielarious moin

There are many boautiful passazes mn the
poets about R, but who ever sang s ad-
vent so passionately as in these stramns 1'—

“ The «usive south

Warms the wide nir, 1nd o'er the vold of ietven
Bre tthes the Ing elonds with vernal show ers disant
At first o dusky wre tth they scem to rise,
Scarce starung cther but by swift detrees,
In heaps on heaps, the douhlfug vapour sadls
Along the lowWded sky, and mingling deep
8its on th’ hortzon round a sctth d gloom
Not stich as wintry storins on mortals shed,
Qppressing hife , but lovely, pentle kmd,
And (udf of cvery hope and cvery {(oy.

The wish of nature  Gr vdual sinks the brecze
Into o perfect ¢ ilm, that not @ breath

18 heard to quiver through the closing woods,
Or rustling turn the many-tw inkling leaves

Of aspen tall  Th* uncurling tloods, diffused
In glnssy breth, secm throuzh delusive lapse
1 orsctinl of their course  * Fis silence all

Andd pleasing expectation  Hords and tlocns
Drop the dry spng, and, mute-implonng, eye
The {uhing verdure

" All that follows 18, you know, a5 guod—bet-
tey 1t cannot be—ull we come to the close, the
perfection of poetry, and then sally out into

.

RECREATIONS OF CHRISTOPHER NORTH.

the shower, and jum the hymn of earth t¢
heayen—
Yol ho ate diag sdoy or esreapon 10§ atter T ard

Hy such as svamdor throw, Iothe foroa s les,

Repcatl th? wanler tgoous sudtindy of 1av s

Butwho o hald the 2hide, while hoase n descepds

Tu wiiversad buunty, shic ddis g hotbe,

And feuits, and uwvars, on N aturc s anaple L}

Swintbaney tlied nntlelp sten the ke geo th,

And while the unlky nuteioiont distils,

He hotds the kinditog couitry colour round **

Thenn oy they say, was too fond of epathicts,
Not hie mded - bind o out ose of the many
thuc—and your sconce Shall fudd the crutely
A poetless convers it ywiath nture would have
fuirad o say, “aits on the honzon round a
attled Lo ar vatlir, he wonld nothave seen
or thought it was 4 sculed gloum, and, there
tore, he conld not have *aide—
o ¢ TUL T by, Buntle, nind,
And il uf vvery brp atd every oy,
Iuk o1t u) Satare
Ll Hunt—most vivid of pouvts, nd most

cordial of cntic —sancs et fincds speal of
& ghastly lime in 1 poan of Keales'—

SN to Horenes with the mpder’d suan "

that 1, the wan about to be murdered—magi-
winon coieasvny as ote, duom and death.
Lauilly great aee the words—
¢ Heords il fleks
1o tha dey «poig, nnd, mute 1aploring, eye
tae alling sendure *?

Tae verdure 1 seenn the shower—io be the
very shower—by the poct at fenst—peibaps by
the cattle, yn thor thirsty hunger forxtful of
the biown grouad, and swallowingthedropping
herbage  The bids had not been so sorddy
distressed by the diought as the beasty, and
therefore the paet speabs of them, vot as re-
heved frowm micery, but as visited wath glad-
ey —

“Hlush'd in shingt suspense,
The plumy people stec ik thode wings with o,
Ta throw the luedd molsture trichling o 1,
And walz th' spproichung ss,u, 1o atrthe, a3t o1 ce,
Into the general choir *?

Then, aud not ull then, the hunane poet be-
thiks him of the nsensate earth—insensate
not, for heast and rd bemg sausficd, and
lowng and singing 1o thar gratitude, so do the
places of thar habitation yearn for the bless-
myg—

“F'en monntaing valys,
A sud forestd, recin, NRPIL BL, 10 dear ind e
1 by proueed aweetngsg **

The rehgrous Poet then speaks for s kind

—and say s devoutly— ‘
“Aln superior wathe |

Amid the piud crention wysin.. prilse,

And loohng Invely gratitudo ™
In that mood he @ justified to fcast his fancy
with mnages of the beauty as well as the
bounty of nature, and gemus tn one hine has
concuntrated them all—

“ Reholds the kindling country colour round **
"Ms ¢ an a’ day’s rain”—and “the w ell-shov.;:
ercd earth 1s deep-enriched with vegetable Iife
And what hind of an evemng?  We have sevn
many such—and every succeeding one more
heaninul, more glorous to our eyes than
anothur—Dbecause of these words mn wlhuch the
bcauty and the glory of one Jnd all are en-
shnned—



A FEW WORDS ON THOMSON

of might, “vague, bombastic, and senseless,”
and Pope’s celebrated translation of tne moon-
Light sceue 1 the #Ihiad,” altogether “ absurd”
—and then, without ever once dreaming of
any necessity of showing them to be so, or
even, 1f he had succeeded 1n domng so, of the
utter illogicality of any argument drawn from
their farlure to establish the point he 15 ham-
menng at, he all at once says, with the most
astounding assumption, “having shouwn that
much of what his [Thomson’s] biographer
deemed genuine admrration, must, 1 fact, have
been blind wonderment—how 1s the rest to be
accounted for?” ¢ Having shown?''! Why,
he has shoyn nothing but his own arrogance
i supposing that his mere 1psc dirt will be
taken by the whole world as proof that Dryden
and Pope had not the use of their eyes
“Strange to think of an enthusiast,” he says,
(alluding to the passage in Pope’s translation
of the “Ihad,”) “as may have been the case
with thousands, reciting those versesunder the
cope of a moonhight sky, without having his
raptures 1n the least distorbed by a suspicion
of their absurdity ” We are no enthusiasts—
we are far too old for that folly, but we have
eyes 1n our head, though sometimes rather dim
and motey, and as good eyes, too, as Mr
‘Wordsworth, and we often have recited—and
hope often will recite them again—Pope’s ex-
quisite hines, not only without any “suspicion
of their absurdity,” but with the conviction of
a most devout belief that, with some hittle
vagueness perhaps, and repetition, and a word
here and there that might be altered for the
better, the description 1s most beautiful But
grant it miserable—grant all Mr Wordsworth
has so dictatorially uttered—and what then?
, Though descriptive poetry did not flourish dur-
g the period between “Paradise Lost” and
the “ Seasons,” nevertheless, did not mankind
enjoy the use of their seven senses? Could
they not see and hear without the aid of those
oculists and aurists, the poets? Were all the
shepherds and agricalturists of England and
Scotland blind and deaf to all the sights and
sounds of nature, gnd all the gentlemen and
ladies too, from the king and queen upon the
throne, to the lowest of their subjects? Very
Ithe a whale' Causes there were why poetry
flowed during that era 1 another channel than
that of the description of natural scenery, and
if 1t flowed too little 1n that channel then—
which 1s true—equally 15 1t true that it flows
now i 1t tbo much—especially among the
poets of the Lake School, to the neglect, not
of sentments and affections—for there they
excel—but of strong direct human passion ap-
plied to the sur and tumult—of which the 1n-
terest 1s profound and eternal—of all the great
affairs of human life  But though the descrip-
tive poets during the period between Milton
and Thomson were few and indifferent, no
reason 1> theie i this world for imagming,
with Mir Wordsworth, that men had forgotten
both the heavens and the carth They had
not—nor was the wonder with which they
must have regarded the great shows of nature,
the “natural product of jgnorance,” then, any
more than 1t {s now, or ever was durwg a
civihzed age. If we be right 1n saymg so—
34

265

then nexther could the admiration which the
“Seasons,” on the first appearance of that glo-
rious poem, excited, be said, with any truth, to
have been but a “wonder, the natural product
of ignorance ”

Mr Wordsworth having thus signally failed
i his attempt to show that “much of what
Thomson’s biographer deemed genuine admi-
ration, must, 1n fact, have been blind wonder-
ment,” let us accompany lum 1n his equally
futile efforts to show “how the rest 1s to be
accounted for” He attempts to do so after
this fashion —“'Thomson was fortunate n the
very title of his poem, which seemed to bring
1t home to the prepared sympathies of every
one, in the next place, notwithstanding his
high powers, he writes a vicious style, and
his false ornaments are exactly of that kind
which would he most likely to strike the un-
discerning  He hhewise abounds with senti-
mental commonplaces, that, from the manner
1 which they were brought forward, bore an
imposing arr of novelty In any well-used
copy of the <Seasons, the book generally
opens of 1tself with the Rhapsody on Love, or
with one of the stories, perhaps of Damon and
Musidora These also are prominent 1 our
Collections of Extracts, and are the parts of
his work whieh, after all, were probably most
efficient 1n first recommending the author to
general notice ”

Thomson, 1 one sense, uas fortunate 1n the

‘fitle of his poem  Buta great poet ike Words-

worth might—nay, ought to have chosen ano-
ther word—or have given of that word a lofuer
evplanation, when applied to Thomson’s choce
of the Seasons for the subject of his immortal
poem  Genius made that cholce—not fortune
The “Seasons” are not merely the “#tle”’ of
h1s poem—they are hi> poem, and his poem 1s
the Seasuns  But how, pray, can Thomson be
said to have been forfuaale 1n the atle or the
subject erther of s poem, in the sense that
Mr Wordsworth means? Why, according to
him, people knew little, and cared less, about
the Seasons “’The art of seeing had 1 some
measare been learned!” That he allows—but
that was all—and that all 1s but hftle—and
surely far from being enough to have disposed
people in general to listen to the stramns of a
poet who pamted nature 1n all her moods, and
under all her aspects  Thomson, then, we say,
was either most wnfortunate 1n the utle of his
poem, or there was not with the many that -
difference to, and sgnorance of natural scenery,
op which Mr Wordsworth so strenuously 1n-
sisls as part, or rather whole, of his preceding
argument

The title, Mr Wordsworth says, seemed “to
bring the poem home to the prepared sympathies
of every one"™ What! to the prepared sym-
pathies of those who had merely, 1n some
measure, learned the “art of seeing,” and who
had “paid,” as he says in another sentence,
“little accurate attention to the appearance of
nature" Never did the wealest mind ever
fall into grosser contradichions than does here
one of the strongest, 1n vamly labouring to
bolster up a silly assertion, which he has des-
perately ventured on from 2 most mistahen
conceit that 1t was nec%ssary to account for the

Lo
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settled ealm, where all 1s harmony as well Jas
beauty—order as well as prace What though
he have been fited, through youth and man-
hood, to dwell m vty smohe T His chiddhioad
—hs boyhood—were overhung wath trews, and
through 1ts heart went the wurmure of waters
Then it 15, we venly behicve, that m all poets,
15 hlled with image, up to the brun, Imagina-
ton's treasuty  Gensus, growing, and grown
up to maturtty, 1% stll o prodigal. Bat he
draws on the Bank of Youth, His bills, whe-
ther at a4 short or long date, are nover dis-
honoured , nay, made pagable at izhi, they
are as good as yold  Not cares that Bank for
a run, made even m a panie, for besides bars
and billets, aud wedzes and Blochs of gold,
there are, unappeeciable beyond the piches
which agamst a time of trouble

© Lhe Sultiun hides in his ancostral tomby,”?
Jenels and divnonds suflicicnt
Lo ransom great hings from captivity

We sometunes thinh that the power ot pamnt-
myg Nature to the hie, whather in ber reat or
wdeai beanty, (both belonging to lyfe,) 15 <eldom
evolved to its utmost, untit the mnd possess.
ing 1t s withdrawn s the body from all rural
envoonment It his not boen so with Ward -
worth, butit was so with Milten The desenp-
tive poetry 1 Comus 1s ndeed richt as rich
may be, but certamly not so great, porhaps
not so beautfuly as that in Paradise Loty
It wauld secem to be so wath all of us, smll
a5 well as great, and were se—Christopher
North—to compose a poem on Loch Shene,
o thousand {cet or so above the Ievel of the
sed, and some miles from a bouse, we should
desnie to do so m a metropulitan ccllar De-
stre springs from separation  The spirst seeks
to unite iself to the beauty 1t loves, the zran-
deur 1t admires, the sublinity it almost fears,
and all these bunyg o'er the nlls and far way,
or on the hlls ¢loud-hidden, why it—the spnst
—imahes itself wings—or ratherwings grow up
of themselves 1 its passion, and o iturevards
1t flies like a dove or an eagle Poople loohing
at us believe us preseat, but they never were
so far mustahen in thar hves, for in the de-
mew are, we saithing with the ude through the
moonshine on Loch Euve—or hanging o'er
the gulf of peril on the bosom of Shyroma
We are sittng now n @ doshy den—with
our cyes shut—but we see the whole High-
lands Our Highland Mountams are of the
best possible magnitude—ranging between two
and four thousand feet high—and then mm what
mulutudes ! The moie frimliar you become
with them, the mightier they appear—and jou
feel that 1t 1s all sheer folly to seek to dwindle
or dwaif them, by comparing them as they 11se
before your eyes with your mmagination of
Mont Blanc and those eternal glaciers  1f you
can bring them under your command, you are
mdeed a sovereign—and have a noble set of
subjects In some weather they are of any
height you choose to put upon them—say
thirty thousand feet—in other states of the at-
mosphere you think you could walk over their
summits and down into the region beyond 1n
m an hour We have seen Cruachan, duning
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a whole blaek day, swollen wito such cnosinou §
buth, th it Loch Awe Juoked bke but g sullen
river at sty base, her wonds buhes, and Kil-
thurn no brgger than g cottege,  Fhe whole
vistble serie was but hie and hig shadow, They
seemid to make the day blach, rather than the
day to nnake thent ~om—and at mghifall he wok
v ufor and lofiter possession of the Jby—the
olouds congregated round without hiding s
awmnaut, on winch <cemcd w0 twankle, hike
carth-lizhted Bres, a fow uncertun star Hun
drive you into w shieling~—and you it there
for au hour or wo i Joguent confabulation
with the herdsunn, your Engloh agant hus
Gaclic Gt of the door you creep—nd gare
moasionishment on a new world  The mist 1y
slovdy rolbiner up and away i losg hoes of
louds, pre~erving, perbap-, o bravuiul regu-
larity on therr asean sion apd ¢ vanc. cence, and
bet veen then

@ Ler shave tier, 2 v ouaded theatre
OFf statelis o0 v 3wy,

or chiff gallenies wan strane »lone unages sit
tne up alett, nd vet your (yes have not
rCitacd the summit  nor v dlthey reach tham,
ull all that vapoury ten-aude-long 1sass dise
solve, or bu scattered, and then you st it 1o see
them, a» 11 therom had poen but thesr bases,
Ty Mousrarss, with here and there a peak
tlumned, repusing i the blue serene tnat
omitles as of all the while 1t had Leen above
reach of the torm.

T'he power of Eguismn 1ccompant.s us 1to
solitude, nas, s even more hife puesading there
than 1 the hum of men  "P'rese the stocks
and stones are more unpressible than those we
somelmes stumble on in human society, and,
moulded at our will, tahe what shape wechoose
to cive them, the trees follow our footsteps,
though our hps be mte, and we may haveleft
at home our hddle—more potent we 1n our ac-
tuahity than the fobled Orpheus  Be hushed,
ye streams, and lister unto Christopher? Be
changed, ye clouds, ard attentive unto North?
And at our bidding silent the cataract on the
clil—the thunder on the sky The sea beholds
us on the shore—and s one huge trown
transformed 1010 a mulutudinous smle, he
mins tlowmg ailections towards us along the
golden sands—1nd m a tductuatng hindrance
of lovcly foam-wreaths envelopes our feet!

To return to Thomnson. Wordsworth Jabours
to prove, 1 one of s “posthminious pre-
faces,” that the true spirt ot the **Scasons,”
ull long after thewr publieation, was neither
felt nor understood  In the conduct of his
argument he does not shine. That the poem
was at once admned he 1s forced to admat, but
then, according to him, the admiration w1is
false and hollow—1t was regarded but with that
wonder which 1s the ¢ natural produet of 1gno-
rance” Afler having obsert ed that, excepung
the “Nocturnal Revenie” of Lady Winchilsea,
and a passage or two m the “ Windsor Forest”
of Pope, the poctry of the penod Interyemng
between the publication of the “ Paradise Lost
and the “Seasons,” does not contain a single
new mage of external nature, he proceeds to
call the once well-known yverses of Dryden 1mn
the “Indian Emperor,” descripive of the hush
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commonplaces, false ornaments, and a vicious
style. But Thomson, in spite of all these,
leapt at once mto a glorious hfe, and a sull
more glorious immortality

There 1s no mystery 1n the matter Thom-
son—a great poet—poured his genius over a
subject of untversal 1interest, and the *Sea-
sons” from that hour to this—then, now, and
for ever—have been, are, and will be loved,
and admired by all the world  All over Scot-
land “‘The Seasons” 1s a household-book
Let the taste and feeling shown by the Collec-
tors of Llegant Extracts be poor as possible,
yet Thomson’s countrymen, high and low, rich
and poor, have all along not only gloried in his
1llustrious fame, but have made a very manual
of lis great work It lies 1n many thousand
cottages We have ourselves seen it in the
shepherd’s shieling, and in the woodman’s
bower—small, yellow-leaved, tatter’d, mean,
miserable, calf-skin-bound, smoked, stinkhing
copies—Ilet us not fear to utter the word, ugly
but true—yet perused, pored, and pondered
over by those humble dwellers, by the winter
ingle or on the summer brae, perhaps with as
enhightened—certainly with as imagination-
overmastering a delight as ever enchained the
spunts of the high-born and highly-taught to
their splendid coptes lymmg on richly carved
tables, and bound 1n crimson silk or velvet, in
which the genius of painting strives to 1mbody
that of poetry, and the printer’s art to lends 1ts
beauty to the very shape of the words 1n which
the bard’s 1mmortal spirit1s enshrined  “The
art of seemng” has flourished for many centu-
ries m Scotland Men, women, and children,
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all loolk up to her loveful blue or wrathful
black skies, with a weather-wisdom thatkeeps
growing from the cradle to the grave Say not
that ’uts alone

“The poor Indian, whose untutor’d mind
Sces God 1 clouds, and hears lm 1o the wind ***

In scriptural language, loftier even than that,
the same umagery 1s applied to the sights seen
by the true believer 'Who 1s 1t “ that maketh
the clouds his chanot?”’ The Scottish pea-
santry—Highland and Lowland—Ilook much
and often on nature thus, and they live 1n the
heart of the knowledge and of the religion of
nature Therefore do they love Thomson as
an mnspired bard—only a little lower than the
Prophets In like manner have the people of
Scotland—{rom timeimmemorial—enjoyed the
use of then cars IEven persons somewhat
hard of hearing, are not deaf to her waterfalls
In the sublime invocation to Winter, which we
have quofed—we hear Thomson recording his
own worship of nature in s boyish days,
when he roamed among the hills of his father’s
parish, far away from the manse In those
strange and stormy delights did not thousands
of thousands of the Scottish boyhood familiarly
live among the mists and snows? Of all that
number he alone had the gemwus to “here
eternize on earth” his joy—but many millions
have had souls to join religiously in the hymns
he chanted Yea, his native land, with one
nmighty voiee, has for upwards of a century
1esponded,

“ These, as they change, Almighty Father, these
Are but the varicd God '»?
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Breaurirui as Snow yet 15 to our eyes, even
through our spectacles, how gray 1t looks be-
side that which used to come with the long
winters that glorified the earth i our youth
till the white lustre was more delightful even
than the green—and we prayed that the fine
fleecy flalkes might never cease falling waver-
ingly from the veil of the sky' No sooner
comes the winter now, than 1t 15 away agam
to one of e Poles Then, 1t was a year 1n
iself—a whole ife We remember shdes a
quarter of a mile long, on level meadows, and
some not less steep, down the sides of hills that
lo us were mountains No boy can shide on
one leg now—not a single shoe seems to have
sparables The florid style of skaung shows
that that fine art 15 degenerating, and we look
i vamn for the grand simpheity of the masters
that spread-eagled 1n the age of 1ts perfection
A change has come over the spirit of the
curlers’ dream They seem to our ¢ars ©
to have “quat their roaring play ,
of *swoop-swoop” 15 heard sull—but
feeble, and umimpassioned cry,compadi
that which used, on the Mearns Bror
1o make the wellun ring, and fora ™

startle the moon and stars—those n the sky,
as well as those below the 1ce—ull again the
tumult subsided—and all the host of heaven
above and beneath became serene as a world
of dreams Is it noteven so, Shepherd? What
1s a rnink now on a pond i Duddingstone
policy, to the rinks that rang and roared of old
on the Loch o’ the Lowes, when every stoue,
cireled 1n a halo of spray, seemed nstinet with
spirit to obey, along all its fl.ght, the voice of
him that launched 1t on its unerring aim, and
sometimes, 1n spite of his awkward skilless-
ness, when the fate of the game hung on his
own single crank, went cannonading through
1ll obstacles, ull 1t fell asleep, hike a beauty as
1L was, just as 1t kissed the Tee!

Agam we see—agam we sit 1 _the Snow-
house, bt by us boys out of a drift 1 the
minister’s glebe, a drifi—judging by the steeple,
which was sixty—about twenty feet high—and

than any marble The roof was all
1 with diamonds, which frost saved from
,»\‘ The porch of the palace was pilla, ?
he character of the building ou
thout any servile mmtigon—"
i the glow of ongnal grr
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Jond of reception which his onwn poctry had
met with from the pro ent age. The rwh o,
that had Mr, Wordaworth kno vin, when he -
dited these Juckless and hedpless seadence s,
that Jus own poctry was, an the bist sen ¢ of
the word, a thousand tnnes more populer than
he supposed at te bu—aud, Hoaven be prased,
for the honour of the wge, 3t was and 35 o le—
never had they been writen, nor had he hier
and clsewhery Inboured o prove, that i pro-
portion as poetry 1s bad, or rather gy 1t 15 no
poctry «t ally is 1, has buen, and alway » wall
be, more and more popubior i the age con-
tumporary with the wnter  That Thomson,
1 the S 1SONS, 10metnnes Wiy & riclohs alylr,
may be true, bot it 1 not trae that hie efien
dacs con Hiy style Bas sts fault |, pno doubs, and
sume of them nextricably snleisosen with
the web of s compustion It 15 a dngeron,
style 1o nmtate—especially to duncrs. But
sts virtue ts due, and that dirs virfue, ¢yon
w this Jow world of ours, win, admiritaon
moic surcly and wadedy than eertl Iy twe—be 1t
m words, thoughts, fechngs, o1 deliuns~—ts a
creed that we will not reinguish at the beeh
or bhidding even of the great anthor of the
“ Excueston

That many did—do—and w1l admire the bad
or mditlerant passrges i the Scasomv—won by
their false ghiter or commonplict sentunental
15 15 1o doubt true  but the doehizht, mongh
<» bitense de perhaps st may be Lok b, wath
which boys and virgins, womern, moantu emi.
hers and man-mslizners, and ¥ the ety perasy,
the Rhapsody on Loy e—ane piss e of which
we ventured to be fucetious on m our dolile-
quy on the Seasons—and hang o.er the pie-
ture of Musidara undressing, while Damon
walches the process of disrobement, panting
behind a uee, will neyer aceount for the adim-
ratton with winch the whole world hailed the
“Winter,” the first publisked of the “Sca-
sons.” during whieh, Thomson had not the bar-
barnity to plunge any voung lady nahed mita the
cold bath, nor the ignorance to represent, dur-
mg such cold weather, any yvoung lady turning
her lover sick by the ardour of her looks, and
the vehemence of her whole enamoured de-
porunent The time never was——nor could
have beun—when <uch pissiges were gene-
rally csteemed the glory of the poan Indedd,
independently of 1ts own gross absurdiy, the
assertion 1s at totai vananee wath that other
assertion, equally absmid, that people admred
most 1n the poem what they least understood ,
for the Rhapsody on Love is certauinly very -
telhgible, nor does there scem much mystery
in Musidora going 1nto the water to wash and
cool herself on a hot day Is 11 not melan-
cholv, then, to hearsuch a man as M Words-
worth, earnestly, and even somcwhat angrily,
trying to prove that * these are the parts of the
work which, after all, were probably most efii-
cient 1 first recommending the author to ge-
neral notice 7’

‘With respeet to the “sentimental common-
places with which Thomson abounds,” no
doubt they were and are popular. and many
of them deserve to be so, for they are on a
level with the usual current of human fuchng,
and many of them are cmunently beautful.
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S Toomron hod not the phulo ophucal gemag, of
P Wordssworts, but he bad 1 Larm buigey hicart,
and it seucrous foeing s o renfor all g poena,
Pl we are not the weat porticsl jorts of the
Moedson,” cortundyy hore woh dnaons pree
vail, but sty o Dar fiom ooy cither g
or werthles  they have olen o virtue and 2
worth et mat be fdt by all the ddubiren of
men, Thore 1y omelinng nat ooy erudible jn
{mc sitation of the p st i the tory of the
“lovely youny Laama,” for cxamp'e, and
atch of e . dlunont s ComInonl ey PLua 2,
but will Mr Word vorth av—in  uppurt of
his theord, that the vLorst poctry s alhoays at
first (and st Yast teo, it wonld o, from she
pleasure with wineh that tade oo cull read by
) sunphe Lngid ) tee mest populir—toat that
sory v a vad ot 1 Ttas Loy bowtiful one,

Mr, Waordowouth, v all Ins ar ctmendation,
oo bhnded by by deformination 1o seewvery
ting me bat oue bight, sud et @ mest mise
tahen wne, that lie iy toenstvle 1o the conelu-
s tenl fo which st all loads, or rathern, wluen s
mvoived st Why, ceeding s nnm, e
waty, When peaple hace not ondy fearued e
cartof seenty P—a blos an g fur vhich ey can
never Lo too jhanhfal—but when de cnpine
poctry has Jor 7 tluarened tar begond ite palune
uat state sa any other ern of our hitcrature L ull
are v e pour commun morils who adimre the
Seasons” gust a8 detd and blind nov, or
nuarly <o, w thar real ment —lonwad w be
trapscendont—as oar unhapp, forefathens tiere
when that peem first appearad, “a glonous
wppariton ™ The Rhapsody on Lo, e, and Da-
mon and Masidora, are <till, aecording to hun,
ity chit attraction—its {ilse ormaments—and
1ts sentimental communplace —zuch as those,
we presume, on the benuhts of early raing,
and,

Ol hittle Wiink the g3y les ntious proud ™’
What a nost of minmes must puople 18 gene-
il be m Me Waordsnori's exest And s the
“ xyeursion™ not to be placul by the stde of
4Py udise Lost,” ull the Yallennum?

Such 3¢ the resanmg () of ene of the frat
of vur English pocts, azamnst not only the peo-
ple of Buitawn, but machind  One other sen-
tence there s which we had torgotten—but
now remember— vhich 1s to help us to dis-
inguish, i the case of the reception the “Sea-
sons™ met with, batween “ wonder and lew-
timete admiration ™ +The subject of the
work 15 the changes produced in the appear-
ances of nature by the revolunuon‘of the year,
and, undertohing 10 wrte tn verse, Tucmeen pledyed
Tnmeelf to triat Is sulject as Lecame @ pott m
How origmal and profound! Thomson re-
deemed his pludge, and that Zreat p rwnbroher,
the public, ruturned to hun his poem at the end
of a yearand aday Now what1s the “mighty
stream of tendency” of that remarh? Were
the public, or the people, or the world, gulled
by this unheaid-of pledge of Thomson, to re-
gard his woik with that “wonder which 1s the
natural product of 1gnorance'™ If they were
50 1n hs case, why not 1 every other? All
poets pledge themselves to be poctical, but tog
many of them are wretchedly pro~aw—die an
arc buried, or, what 13 woise, jfrotract a nuser-
{:ibk eustence, 1 spite of thar sentumental
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last mght's frost. Bul there lies a fresh fall—
and a better day for a Bickerneverrose flaluly
from the yellow East. Far out of distance,
and prodigal of powderlying three feet deep on
the flats, and heaped up in drifts to tree and
chimney-top, the tirailleurs, flung out in front,
commence the conflict by a shower of balls
that, from the bosom of the yet untrodden
snow between the two battles, makes spin like
spray the shining surface  Then falling back
on the main body, they find their places in the
front rank, and the whole mottled mass, gray,
blue, and scarlet, moves onwards o’er the
wliteness, 2 moment ere they close,

 Calm as the breeze, but dreadful as the storm '”’

“Let fly,” cries 2 clear voice—and the snow-
bali-storm hurtles through the sky Just then
the valley-mouth blew sleety in the faces of
the foe—their eyes, as 1f darkened with snuff
or salt, blinked bat-like—and with errmng ann
flew their feckless return to that shower of
frosty fire Incessant 1is the silent cannonade
of the resistless School—silent but when shouts
proclaim the fall or fight of some doughty
champton 1n the adverse legion
See—see—the Sacred Band are broken ' The
cravens taken ignominiously to flight—and
the Mad Domine and Bob Howie alone are
left to bear the brunt of battle A dreadful
brotherhood! But the bashing balls are show-
ered upon them right and left from scores of
catapultic arms—and the day 1s going sore
against them, though they fight less hike men
than devils Hurra! the Domuinie’s down,and
Bob staggers “Guards, up and at them'
“ A simultaneous charge of cocks, hens, and
yearocks "’ No sooner said than done Bob
Howie 1s buried—and the whole School 1s
tramphing on 1ts Master’
% Oh, for a blast of that dread horn,
On Fontarabian echoes borne,
That to King Charles did come,
‘When Rowland brave and Olivier,
And every paladin and peer,
On Roncesvaliles died **?
The smothered ban of Bob, and the sufled
denunciations of the Dominie, have echoed
o'er the hill, and,

“ Fierce as ten furies, ternble as hel),”

the runaways, shaking the snows of panie
from therr pows,

“Take dewdrops from the jion’s mane,””

come rushing to the rescue Two of the Six
tremble andaturn  "The high heroic scorn of
their former selves urges four to renew the
charge, and the sound of their feet on the snow
1s like that of an earthquake What bashes
on bloody noses' What bungings-up of eyes!
Of lips what shittings! Red 15 many a spiltle!
And as the coughing urchin groans, and claps
s hand to his mouth, distamed 15 the snow-
ball that drops unlaunched at hus feet! The
School are broken—their hearts die within
them—and—can we trust our blasted eyes1—
the white livers show the white feather, and
fy' O shame' O sorrow' O sm' they turn
therrbacks and fly ' Disgraced are the mothers
that bore them—and « happy mn my mind,”
wives and widows, “were ye that died,” un-
doomed to hear the udings of this wrefched
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overthrow! Heavens and eatth! sixty are
flying before S1x'—and haif of sinty—oh! that
we should record 1t '—are pretending to be dead !
Would indeed that the snow were their wind-
ng-sheet, so that it might but hide our dis-
henour! i

Loolk, we besecch you, at the Mad Dominie!
hike Hector 1ssuing from the gates of Troy,
and driving back the Greelis to their ships,
or rather—hear, spirit of Homer '—like some
great shaggy, owtlandish wolf-dog, that hath
swum ashore from some strange wreck, and,
after a fortmight’s famine on the bare sea-
chiffs, been driven by the hunger that gnaws
his stomach like a cancer, and the thirst-fever
that can only be slaked in blood, to venture
prowling for prey up the vale, till, snuffing the
scent of a flock of sheep, after some grim
tiger-hke creepmg on his belly, he springs at
last, with huge long <spangs, on the woolly
people, with bull-hke growlings quaihing their
poor harmless hearts, and then fast throttling
them, one after another—till, as it might seem
rather 1n wantonness of rage than in empty
pangs, he lies down at last 1in the midst of all
the murdered carcasses, hicking the blood off
his flews and paws—and then, looking and
histening round with his red turbid eyes, and
sharp-pointed ears savagely erect, consclous
of crime and fearful of punishment, soon as
he sees and hears that all the coast 1s clear
and still, again gloatingly fastens his tusks be-
hind the cars, and then eats into the ludneys
of the fattest of the flock, till, sated with gore
and tallow, he sneaks stealthily 1nto the wood,
and coting himself up all his wiry length—
now no longer lank, but swollen and knotted
like that of a deer-devouring snake—he falis
suddenly asleep, and re-banguets 1 a dream
of murder

That simile was conceived in the spint of
Dan Homer, but delivered 1n that of Xit North
No matter Iake two such wolf-dogs are now
Bob Howie and the Mad Dominie—and the
School hike such silly sheep Those other hell-
dogs are leaping 1n the rear—and to the eyes
of fear and flight each one of the Six seems
more many-headed than Cerberus, while their
mouths kindle the frosty air into fire, and thun-
derbolts pursue the pell-mell of the panic

Such and so imaginative 1s not only mental
but corporal fear What though it be buta
Snowball bicker! The air 1s darkened——no,
brightened by the balls, as 1n many a curve
they describe their airy flight—some hard as
stones—some soft as slush—some blae and
drippy n the cold-hot hand that launches them
on the flying foe, and these are the teazers—
some almost transparent in the cerulean sky,
and brokeu ere they reach their aim, abortive
“ armamentaria ceeli "—and some useless from
the first, and felt, as they leave the palm, to be
fozier than the foziest turnip, and unfit to bash
afl

,Fyar and wide, over hill, bank, and brae, are
spread the flymng School! Sguads of us, at
sore sixes and sevens, are making for the
frozen woods Alas' poor covert now 1n their
naked leaflessness for the stricken deer' Twos
and threes, 1n miserable plight floundering 1n
drift-wreaths! And here and there—wofulest
z2

)
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none of us had then ever seen 1tself or 1ts pic-
ture—wonder{ully like the Parthenon Ente)-
g, you found yourself i a superb hall,
hghted wp—not with gas, for up to thatera gas
had pot been used except i Pandemonium—
bat with a vast multitude of farthing candles,
each 1 a turnip stuck into the wall—while a
chandeher of frozen snow-brarches pendent
from the roof set that presence-chamber m a
blaze On a throne at the upper end sat young
Christopher North—then the king of boys, as
now of men—and proud were his subjects ta
do mm homage In niches all around the
side-walls were couches covered with hare,
rabbut, foumart, and fox’s skins—furnished by
these animals slamn by us 1n the woods and
among the rocks of that silvan and moorland
parish—the regal Torus alone being spread
with the dun-deer’s hide from Lochiel Forest
i Lochaber Then old airs were sung—in
sweet smgle voice—or m full chorus that
startled the wandering night traveller on his
way to the lone Kingswell, and then, n the
mtermediate hush, old tales were told “of
goblm, ghost, or fairy,” or of Wallace Wight
at the Barns of Ayr or the Brigg o’ Sturling—
or, a glorious outlaw, harbouring 1n caves
among the Cartlane Craigs—or of Robert
Bruce the Deliverer, on his shelty cleaving 1n
twain the skull of Bohun the English knight,
on his thundering war-steed, armed cap-a-pie,
while the King of Scotland had nothing on his
unconguered head but his plain golden crown
Tales of the Snow-house! Had we but the
genius to recall you to hfe in undying song!

Nor was our frozen hall at all times uncheer-

ed by the smiles of beauty With those smiles
was heard the harmless love-whisper, and the
harmless lnss of love, for the cottages poured
forth their littlelasses 1n flower-like bands, nor
did therr parents fear to trustthem in the fairy
frozen palace, whert Christopher was king
Sometimes the old people themselves came to
see the wonders of the lamp, and on a snow-
table stood a huge bowl—not of snow—steam-
ing with nectar that made Hyems smile as he
hung his beard over the fragrant vapour Nay,
the minister himself-—with bis mother and
sister—was with us 1n our fantastic festivities,
and gave to the architecture of our palace his
wondering praise Then Andrew Lindsey,
the blind Paisley musician, a Latin scholar,
who knew where Cremona stood, struck up on
his famous fiddle g or strathspey—and the
swept floor, 1n 2 moment, was alive with a
confused flight of foursome reels, each begun
and ended with kisses, and maddened by many
a whoop and yzll—so lihe savages were we
. our glee, dancing at the marriage of some
1sland king!

Countless years have fled since that Stow-
palace mclted away—and of all who danced
there, how many are now ahive! Pshaw! as
many probably as then danced anywhere else
It would never do to live for ever—let us then
hive ‘well and wisely , and when death comes
—from that sleep how blessed to awake' ina
region where 1s no frost—no snow—but the sun
of eternal life!

Mercy on us' what a hubbub'—can the har-
riers be hunting in such a snow-fall as this,
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and 1s poor pussy, in view before the whole
murderous pack, opening 1 full cry on her
haunches? Why-—Imagination, thou art an
ass, and thy long ears at all times greedy of
deception' ’Tis but the country Schoolhouse
pouring forth its long-1mprisoned stream of hfe
as 1n a sudden sunny thaw, the Mad Master
flying 1n the van of his helter-skelter scholars,
and the whole yelling mass precipitated, many
of them headlong, among the snow Well do
we lnow the fire-eyed Poet-pedagogue, who,
more outrageous than Apollo, has “ravished
all the Nine” Ode, elegy, epic, tragedy, or
farce—all come alike to him, and of all the
bards we have ever known—and the sum-total
cannot be under a thousand—he alone, judging
from the cock and the squnt of his eye, la-
bours under the blessing or the curse—we wot
not whilk 1t be—of perpetnal inspiration A
rare eye, too, 15 his at the setting of a spring
for woodcocks, or tracking a mawlin on the
snow Not a daredevil in the school that
durst follow the indentations of his toes and
fingers up the wall of the old castle, to the
holes just below the battlements, to thrust hus
arm up to the elbows harrying the starlings’
nests The corbies ken the shape of his shoul-
ders, as crafuly he threads the wood, and let
them build their domicil as high as the swing-
g twigs will bear 1its weight, agile as squir-
rel, and as foumart ferocious, up speels, by
the height undizzied, the dreadless Dominie,
and should there be fledged or puddock-haired
young ones among the wool, whirling with gut-
tural cawings down a hundred feet descent, on
the hard rooty ground-floor from which springs
pine, oak, or ash, driven out 1s the life, with a
squelsh and a squash, from the worthless car-
rion At swimming we should not boggle to
back him for the trifle of a cool hundred
against the best survivor among these water-
serpents, Mr Turner, Dr Bedale, Lieutenant
Ekenhead, Lord Byron, Leander, and Our-
selves—while, with the steel shiners on his
soles, into what a set of nmmes 1n theiwr ring
would he not reduce the Edinburgh Skating
Club?

Saw ye ever a Snowball Bicker? Never?
Then look there with all the eyes m your head
—only beware of a bash on the bndge of your
nose, a bash that shall die the snow with your
virgin blood The Poet-pedagogue, alas the
Mad Dominie, with Bob Howze as his Second
in Command, has chosen the Six siputest strip-
Iings for his troop, and, at the head of that Sa-
cred Band, offers battle to Us at the head of the
whole School INor does that formidable force
decline the combat War levels all foolish
distinctions of scholarship Booby 1s Dux
now, and Dux Booby—and the obscure dunce
15 changed 1nto an 1illustrious hero

“The combat deepens—on, ye brave,
‘Who rush to glory or the grave®
Wave, Niutton, all thy banners wave,

And charge with all thy schoolery "

Down from the mount on which 1t had been
drawn up 1n battle-array, 1o solid-square comes
the School army, with shouts that might waken
the dead, and nspire with the breath of life
the nostrils of the great Snow-giant built up at
the end of yonder avenue, and indurated by

"~
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ility to the grave ’Twould be well for the
world were there m 1t more such men By
way of proving their manhood, we have heard
grown-up people abuse their own boyhood—
forgetting what our great Philosophical Poet
—after Milton and Dryden—has told them,

that
¢ The hoy 1s father of the man,””

and thus libelling the author of their existence
A poor boy indeed must he have been, who
submitted to misery when the sun was new 1n
heaven Did he hate o1 despise the flowers
around his feet, congratulating him on being
young hke themselves! the stars, young al-
ways, though Heaven only knows how many
million years old, every night sparhling
happiness which they mamifestly wished him
to share? Did he indeed 1n his heart believe
that the moon, 1n spite of her shiming mid
night face, was made of green cheese? Not
only are the foundations dug and laid 1n boy-
hood, of all the knowledge and the feelings of
our prime, but the ground-flat too buit, and
often the second story of the entire superstruc-
ture, from the windows of which, the soul lool:-
g out, beholds nature 1n her state, and leaps
down, unafraid of a fall on the gieen or white
bosom of earth, to join with hymus the front
of the procession The soul afterwards per-
fects her palace—bmilding up tier after tier of
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all imaginable orders of architecture—ull the
shadowy roof, gleaming with golden cupolas,
lihe the cloud-iegion of the setung sun, set the
heavens a-blaze

Gave up on the highest 1dea—gaze down on
the profoundest emotion—and you will know
and feel 1n a moment that 1t 1s not a new birth,
You become a devout believer in the Pythago-
rean and Platonic doctrine of metempsychosis
and remniscence, and are awed by the myste-
rtous consciousness of the thought “ Beronr !’
Try then to fix 1ts date, and back travels your
soul, now groping its way 1n utter darkness,
and now 1in darkness visible—now launching
along lines of steady lustre such as the moon
throws on the broad bosoms of sfarry lakes—
now dazzled by sudden contrast—

“ Blind with excess of light '”?

But back let 1t travel, as best or worst 1t may,
through and amidst eras afier eras of the wan
or radiant past, yet never, except for some
sweet mstant of delusion, breaking dewdrop-
Iike at a touch or a breath, during all that
perilous pilgrimage—and perilous must 1t be,
haunted by so many ghosts—neier may it
reach the shrine it seeks—the fountain from
which first flowed that feeling whose origin
seems to have been out of the world of ttme—
dare we say-—in eternity '

CHRISTMAS DREAMNMS.

How graciously provided are all the subdi-
visions of Time, diversifying the dream of
human Iife’ And why should moralists mourn
over the mutability that gives the chief charm
to all that passes so transitorily before our
eyes '—leaving 1mage upon image 1n the waters
of memory, that can bear being stirred without
being disturbed, and contain steadier and
steadier reflections as they seem to repose on
anunfathomable depth '—the years, the months,
the weeks, the days, the nights, the hours, the
minutes, the moments, each n iutself a different
living, and peopled, and haunted world One

Lafe 1s a thousand lives, and each mndividual,

as he fully renews the past, reappears 1 a

a mysterious 1dentity not to be misunderstood,
and all of them, while every passion has been
shifung and ceasing, and reascending 1nto
power, still under the dominion of the same
gogscxence, that feels and knows it 1s from

0

Who will eomplain of the shortness of hu-
man life, that can re-travel all the windings,
and wanderings, and mazes that his feet have
trodden since the farthest back hour at which
memory pauses, baffled and blindfolded, as she
vaialy tries to penetrate and 1llumine the pal-
pable, the mmpervious darkness that shrouds
the few first years of our inscrutable being?
Long, long, dong ago seems 1t to be indeed,
when we now remember it, the Tune we first

‘

pulled the primroses on the sunny braes, won-
dering 1n our first blissful emotions of beauty
at the leaves with a softness all their own—
a yellowness nowhere “else so vivid— the
bright consummate flower” so starlike to our
awakened mmagination among the lowly grass
~—lovely indeed to our admiring eyes as any
one of all the stars that, 1n their turn, did seem
themselves like flowers in the blue fields of
heaven' Long, long, long ago, the time when
we danced hand in hand with our golden-
haired sister! Long, long, long ago, the day
on which she died—the hour, so far more dis-
mal than any hour that can now darken us on

*this earth, when her coffin descended slowly,
thousand gharacters, yet all of them bearing '

slowly into the horrid clay, and we were borne
deathhike, and wishing to die, out of the church-
yard, that, from that moment, we thought we
could enter never moie' What a multitudi-
nous being must ours have been, when, before
our boyhood was gone, we could have forgot-
ten her burted face! Or at the dream of 1t,
dashed off a tear, and away, with a bounding
heart, 1n the midst of a cloud of playmates,
breaking into fragments on the hill-side, and
hurrying round the shores of those wild moor-
Iand lochs, 1n vain hope to surprise the sheron
that slowly uplhifted hus blue bulk, and floated
away, regardless of our shouts, to the old cas-
tle woods It 1s all Iike a remiiscence of
some other state of existence

Then, after all the joys and sorrows of those
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sight of all—single boys distractedly etthng at
the sanctuaries of distant houses—with themr
heads all the while msanely twisted back over
theu shoulders, and the glaie of thewr eyes
fixed frighttully on the swift-footed Mad Domi-
mie, ull souse over nech and ears, bubble and
squeal, precipitated mto traiterous prtfall, and
1h 2 moment evamshed from this upper world?

Disturbed erows fly away a short distance
and ahght sdent—the magpies <halter pert
even in alarm—the lean Inne, collected on the
lown sides of braes, wonder at the nppet—
then horns moving, but not their talls—while
the tempest-tamed bull—almost dull now as an
ox—gtves a short sullen growl as he leebly
paws the snow

But who 15 he—the tall slender boy—-<lender,
but smewy—a wiry chap—hve feet eight on
his stocking-soles—and on his stocking-soles
he stands—for the snow has suched his shoes
from his feet—that plants hunselt hhe an oak
saphng, rooted anhle-deep on a hnoll, and
there, a juvemle Jupiter Stator, with vorce and
arm arrests the IPhght, and fiercely gesticula-
ung vengeance on the msolent foe, recalls and
ralhes the shattered School, that he may rc-

lead them to victory ¥ ‘The phantom of 2 vi-
sionary dream' Kit Nowru Hivss pom—

“In hfc's morning march when hus spint w s young
And once en a day was that fizure~ours'
Then hike a chamois-hunter of the Alps ! Now,
alas' hhe—

* But be hush’d, my drk spirit—for w {«lom condcmus,
When the fiunt and the fueble deplore,
Be strong as a rock of the ocean that stems
A thousnnd wild waves on the shore
Through the perits of ehance 1nd the scowl of disdun,
Let thy front be unalter’d, thy courage clate,
Yeal even the name we have worshipp’d sn vam
Shall awake not a ping of remembrance agan,
T bear, 15 to conquer our futel’
Half a century 1s annthilated as if 1t had never
been 1t 15 asif young Kit had become notold
Kit—but were standing now as then front to
fiont, with but a rood of trampled snow be-
tween them, before the Mad Dominie and Bob
Howie—both the bravest of the brave in Snow-
ball or Stone bicker—in street, lane, or mur
fizht—hand to hand, single-pitched with Blach
King Carey of the Gipsies—or m irregulat
high-road row—two to twelve—with a gang of
Irish horse-cowpers fiom the fair of Glasgow
returming by Portpatrick to Donaghadee "Tis
a strange thing so distinetly to see One’s Self
as he looked of yore—to lose one’s present
fral personal idenuty 1n that of the powerful
past  Or rather to admire One’s Self as he
was, without consciousness of the mean vice
of egotism, because of the pity almost border-
ing on contempt with which One regards One’s
Self as he 13, shrivelled up 1nto a sort of shrimp
of a man—or blown out into a flounder
The Snowball bicker owns an armjstice—
and Kit North—that 15, we of the olden and
the golden time—advance into the debatable
ground between the two armuies, with a frozen
branch 1n our hand as a flag of tiuce The
Maé Dominte loved us, because then-a-days—
bating and barring the cock and the squint of
his eye-—we were hke himself a poet, and
while a goose might continue standing on one
leg, could have composed one jolly act of a
tragedy, or book of an epic, while Bob—Ged
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bless him'—to guard us from scathe, would
bave rked s life aganst a whole crael of
tnkers. With open arins they come forward
to recave us, but our bloed 15 up—and we
ate jealous of the honour of the School, which
has 1ecerved a stain wiich must be wiped out
m blued  Throm what mixed molives act hoy s
and men i the deeds deemed most herore, and
wotthy of the meed of ¢y erlasting fame! Even
30 15 1t now with us—when sternly cyemng the
other Sy, and then respectfully the Vad Dom-
nie, we challenge—not at lung bow [s—-but toe
to 1oe, at the scratch on the snow, with the
nahed mawhes, the bhrawny hoy with the red
shoch-head, the villain with the carrots, who
by moonhght mghts,

“Round the streks with the Tisses at hogles to play,”
had dared to stand between us and the ladye
of our love Off tly our jachets and stochs—
1t 1s not 2 day for hutf—and at 1t hke bull-dogs
T'wice betore had we fought him—at our own
option—ovcr the bonnet, for twas a sturdy
villan, and famous for the cross-buttoch  But
now, after the fiirst elose, in which we lose the
fall—with straight rrght-handers ve heep him
at ofl-fightung—and that was a gush of bleod
from his smeller “IHow do you bhe that,
Ben ¥ Caving s head, with 2 mad rush, he
makes a plunge with his heavy lefi—for he
was herr-handed—at onr stomach  Buta dip
of our nght elbow caught the blow, to the Joud
admiration of Bob Howie—and even the Mad
Dominie, the umpire, could not choose but
smile  Like lightming, our left returns be.
tween the ogles—and Ben bites the snow
Three cheers from the School—and, hifted on
the hnee of his second, James Maswell Wal-
Iace, since signalized at Waterloo, and now a
knighted colonel of horse, “he grins horribly
a ghastly smile,” and 1» brought up stagzenng
to the scraich 'We hnow that we have him
—and ash considerately, “what he means by
winhing?”  And now we play around him,

¢ Just ke unto 1 trundhing mop,
Or 1 wild-goose at play *?
He 15 brought down now to our own weight—
then mine stone jymp—his eyes are getting me-
mently more and more mghhe—water-logged,
Iike those of Queen Bleary, whose stone 1mage
lies mn the echoing aisle of the old abbey-church
of Paisley —and bat-blind, he hits past our head
and body, Ilhe an awkward hand at the flail,
when drunk, thrashing corn  Another hit on
the smellel, and a stinger on the'_throat-app)e
—and down he sinhs hike a poppy——deaf to the
call of “time”—and victory smiles upon us
from the bright blue shkies “Hurra—bhurra—
hurra' Chrnstopher for ever"™ and perched
aloft, astride on the shoulders of Hob Howie—
he, the Invineible, gallops with us all over the
field, follow ed by the shouting School, exulting
that Ben the Bully has at last met with an
overthrow We exact an oath that he will
never agamn meddle wih Meg Whitelaw—
shake hands cordiaily, and
“ Off to some other game weall together flew *

And so ended the famous Snowball Bicker of
Pedmount, now 1mmortalized in our Prose-
Poem .

Some men, 1t 15 sarcastically'said, are boys
all life-long, and carry with them thewr puer-
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all the birds on earth It 1s the Christmas
Holidays—Chnistmas Day uself—Christmas
Night—and Joy in every bosom intensifies
Love. Never before were we brothers and
ststers so dear to one another—never before
bad our hearts so yearned towards the authors
of aur bung—our blissful being! There they
stt—stlent 1 all that outcry—composed 1n all
that disarray—still 1n all that tumuit, yet, as
one or other flymg 1mp sweeps round the
chair, a father’s hand will playfully strive to
catch a prisoner—a mother’s gentler touch on
some sylph’s disordered symar be felt almost
as a reproof, and for a moment slacken the
fairy-fight.  One old game treads on the heels
of another—twenty within the hour—and many
a new game never heard of before nor since,
struck out by the colhision of kmdred spirts
in their glee, the transitory fancies of genius
mventive through very dehght. Then, all at
once, there 15 a hush, profound as ever falls
on some little plat within a forest when the
moon drops behind the mountain, and small
green-robed People of Peace at once cease
thent pastime, and evamish  For she—the
Silver-Tongued——1s about to sing an old bal-
Iad, words and air ahhe hundreds of years
old—and sing she doth, while tears begin to
fall, with a voice too mournfully beautiful
long to breathe below—and, ere another
Chnistmas shall have come with the falling
snows, doomed {o be mute on earth—but to
be hymning 1n Heaven
Of that House—to our eyes the fairest of
carthly dwellings—wnth 1its old 1vyed turrets,
and orchard-garden bright ahke vith fruit and
with flowers, not one stone remamns The
very brook that washed 1its foundations has
vanished alonz with them-—and a crowd of
other buildings, wholly without character, has
long stood where here a single tree, and there
a grove, did once render so lovely that small
demesne, which, how could we, who thought
1t the very heart of Paradise, even for one mo-
ment have believed was one day to be blotted
out of bemng, and we ourselves—then so Iinked
wn love that the band which bound us altogether
was, m its gentle pressure, felt not nor under-
stood—1o be scattered far and abroad, like so
mauy leaves that after one wild parting rustle
are separated by roaring wind-eddies, and
brought together no more* The old Abbey—
1t still survives, and there, i that corner of
the burial-ground, below that part of the wall
which was least i rums, and which we often
chmbed to reach the flowers and nests—there,
m hopes of a joyful resurrection, lie the Loved
and Veneratcd—for whom, even_now that so
many grief-deadening years have fled, we feel,
1n this holy hour, as 1f 1t were imprety so ut-
lerly to have ceased to weep—s0 seldom to
h?: remembered '—And then, with a power-
p tss of sympathy to keep pace with youth’s
rantic gnef, the floods we all wept together—
at no long wterval—on those pale and placid
g“r"’_:]rif l'hg)'hldy, most beautful and most
We bcl(l)ev(f t(l)]d' i their coftins
hoott B l;]'c 1at there 1s gensus 1 all child-
creatve joy that mahes 1t great
:{“ s simphicity dies a pataral death or is
illed, and genis dlcsss\vuh it. In favoured
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spirits, neither few nor many, the joy and the
might survive, for you must know that unless
1t be accompanied with mmagination, memory
18 cold and Iufeless The forms 1t brings be-
fore us must be inspired with beauty—that 1s,
with affection or passion  All minds, even the
dullest, remember the days of their youth, but
all cannot bring back the indescribable bright-
ness of that blessed season  They who would
know what they once were, must not merely
recollect, but they must imagine, the hills and
valleys—1f any such there were—in which
their childiood played, the torrents, the water-
falls, the lakes, the heather, the rocks, the hea-
ven’s 1nperial dome, the raven floating only a
little lower than the eagle 1n the sky To
imagine what he then heard and saw, he must
imagine his own nature  He must collect from
many vanished hours the power of his untamed
heart, and he must, perhaps, transfuse also
something of his maturer mind nto these
dreams of his former bemng, thus hnling the
past with the present by a continuous chan,
which, though often mvisible, 1s never broken.
So 1s 1t too with the calmer affections that have
grown within the shelter of 2 roof We do
not merely remember, we 1magine our father’s
house, the fireside, ail his features then most
hving, now dead and buried, the very manner
of his smile, every tone of his voice We
must combine with all the passionate and plas-
tic power of 1magination the spirit of a thou-
sand happy hours into one moment, and we
must nvest with all that we ever felt to be
venerable such an ymage as alone can satisfy
our filial hearts  Itis thus that imaginaton,
which first aided the growth of 2ll our holiest
and happiest affections, can preserve them to
us unimpaired—
*Tor she can give us bach the dead,
. Lvenn the loveliest looks they wore *”

Then came a New Series of Christmases,
celebrated, one year wn this family, another
year in that—none present but those whom
Charles Lamb the Dehghtful calleth the “old
famihar faces ,”” something 1n all featuses, and
all tones of voice, and all manuners, betokening
origin from one root—relations all, happy, and
with no reason either to be ashamed or proud
of therr nerther high nor humble hirth—their
lot being cast withmn that pleasant realm, “the
Golden Mcan,” where the dwelhings are con-
necting links between the hut and the hall—
fair edifices resembling manse or manston-
house, according as the atmosphere expands
or contracts their dimensions~-1n which Com-
petence 1s next-door neighbour to Wealth, and
both of them within the daily walk of Con-
tentment

Merry Christmases they were indecd—one
Lady always presuding, with a fizure that once
had been the stateliest among the stately, but
then somewhat bent, without bemg boned
down, beneath an easy weight of most venera-
ble years Sweet was her tremulous voicpg to
all her grandchildren’s ears  Nor did those
solemn vy es, bedunmed into a pathetic beauty,
m any degree restrain the glee that sparhled
m orbs that had as yet shed not many tears,
but tears of joy or pity  Dearly she losed all
those mortal creatures whom ohe was soon



few years, which we now call transitory, but
which our Bovioon felt as if they would be
endless—as f they would endure for ever—
arose upon us the glouous dawning of another
new ltfe—Youru—with its msupportable sun-
shue, and 1ts agitaung storms  Pransitory,
t00, we now know, and well desetving the
same name of dream. But while 1t lasted,
long, various, and agomzing, as, unable to
sustamn the eyes that first revealed to us the
hight of love, we hurried away from the part-
mg hour, and, loohing up to moon and stary,
mvocated 1 sacred oaths, hugzed the very
heavens to our heart  Yet Wfe had not then
ncarly reached s mernidian, journeying up
the sunbnght firmament How low hung 1t
there exulting, when “1t flamed on the fore-
head of the noontide sky!'”  Let not the e
be computed by the hghts and shadows of the
years, but by the mnumerable array ot vision-
ary thoughts, that kept deploying as if from
oune eternity mto another—now in dark sullen
masses, now 1 long array, brigliened as ot
with spear-points and standards, and moving
along through chasim, abyss, and torest, and
over the summits of the highest mountams, to
the sound of ethereal music, now warhke and
tfempestuous—now, as “from futes and soft
recorders” accompanying not peans of vietory
but hymns of peace That Life, too, seems,
now that it 1s gone, to have been of a thousand
years Isitgone? Itssharts are yet hovering
on the horizon. And 1s there yet another Infe
destined for us? That Iafe which men fear
to face—Age, Old Age' TFour dreams within
a dream—and where to awahe?

At dead of mght—and 1t 15 now dead of might
—how the heart quakes on a sudden at the
stlent resurrection of buried thoughts ' Per-
haps the sunshine of some one single Sabbath
of more exceeding holiness comes first glim-
mermg, and then brightening upon us, with
the very same sanctity that filled all the ar
at the tolling of the Ikirh-bell, when all the
parish was hushed, and the voice of strcams
heard more distinctly among the banks and
bracs Then, all at once, a thunder-storm that
many years before, o1 many years after, drove
us, when walking alone over the mountains,
mto a shieling, will seem to succeed , and we
behold the same thneatening aspect of the
heavens that then quailed our beating hearts,
and frowned down our eyelids before the hght-
ning began to flash, and the black ram to
deluge all the glens No need now for any
cffort of thought. The mmages rise of them-
selves—independently of our voliion—as if
another being, studying the worhing of our
mnds, conjured up the phantasmagoria before
us who are beholding 1t with love, wonder, and
fear Darkness and silence have a power of
sorcery over the past, the soul has then, too,
often restored to it feelings and thoughts that
1t had lost, and 1s made to know that nothing
1t once experiences ever perishes, but that all
tlings spiritual possess a principle of ammor-
tal life.

Why hnger on the shadowy wall some of
those phantasmagona—returning after they
dave disappeared—and 1eluctant to pass away

nto thear former oblivion? Why shoot others
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athwart the gloom, quiek as spectral figures
seen hurrying among the wountuns during a
great storm ™ Why do some gl ire and threat-
ui—why others fade away with a mclancholy
smile?  Why that one—u {17ure all i whaite,
and with white roves 1n her hair—come fore
ward through the hase, beautifying wto dis-
nncter furm dnd face, ull her pale besceching
hands almost toueh our neckt—and then, m 2
momeut, 1t 15 as nothiog ?

But now the room 13 disenchanted—and
feebly our Jamp 1s glunmenng, about to leaye
us to the hight of the moon and stars  There
1t 15 tmimed agan—and the sudden ncrease
of lustre cheers the heart v lun us hhe a
fustal stean And ToMorrov—To-Morrow
15 Merry Chrstinas, and when s mght des
scends there will be murth and musie, and the
hight sounds of the merry-twinkhng fect withe
m these now so melancholy walls—1nd sleep
now roigmng over all the house save this one
roomn, will be banished far over the sca—and
mornng will be seluctant fo allow her hight to
break up the mnocent orgies

Were every Chrstinas of which we have
been piesent at the celebration, panted accords
g o nature—what a Gallery of Pictures!
True that o samencss would pervade them
all—but only that kind of sameness that per-
vades the nocturnal heavens  One clear night
always 1s, to common cyes, just hhe another,
for what hath any mght to show but one moon
and some stars—1 blue vault, with here a few
braided, and there a few castellated, clouds?
yut no two mghts everbore more than a family
resemblance to cach other before the studious
and 1nstructed exe of him who has long com-
muned with Nature, and 15 famihiar with every
smile and {iown on her changeful, but oot
capricious, coun’enance Lven so with the
Annual Testivals of the heart 'Then our
thoughts are the stars that illwmme those
skies—and on oursehves 1t depends whether
they shall be black as Eicbus, or brighter than
Aurora

“Thoughts' thnt like spirits trachless cowe and go*'—

15 a fine Iine of Charles Tloyd’s  But no bird
skims, no arrow prerces the air, without pro-
ducing some change 1n the Universe, which
will last to the day of doom No comung and
going 1s absolutely tiachless, nov irrecover-
able by Nature's law 15 any consclousness,
however ghosthhe, though many one, even
the most blissful, never does return but seems
to be buried among the dead DBut they are
not dead—Dbut only sleep, though to us who
recall them not, they are as they had never
been, and we, wietched ngrates, let them lre
for eveir m oblivion' HHow passing sweel
when of their own accord they arise to greet
us 1 our sohtude '—as a {riend who, having
sailed away to a foreign land in our youth,
has been thought to have died many long years
ago, may suddenly stand before us, with face
still farmbiar and name reviving 1n a moment
and all that he once was to us brought from
uiter forgetfulness close upon our heart

My Father’s House! How 1t 1s ringing
like a gove i spring, with the din of crea-
tures happier, a thousand times happier, than
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had roamed and meditated and dreamed, those
were 1ndeed years of lugh and lofty mood
which held us 1n converse with the shades of,
great Poets and ages of old in Rhedicyna’s
hallowed groves, still, serene, and solemn, as
that Attic Academe where divine Plato, with
all Hybla on his lips, discoursed such excel-
lent mustc that his hife seemed to the imagina-
tion spiritualized—a dim reminiscence of some
former state of being How sank then tle
Christmas Service of that beautiful Liturgy
mto our hearts' Not faithless we to the sun-
ple worship that our forefathers had loved,
but Conscience told us there was no apostasy
1n the feelings that rose within us when that
deep organ began to blow, that choir of youth-
ful voices so sweetly to join the diapason,~—
our eyes fixed all the while on that divine Pic-
ture over the Altar, of our Saviour

“ Beanng lus cross up rueful Calvary *

The City of Palaces disappears—and m the
setting sun-light we behold mountains of soft
crimson spow! The sun hath set, and even
more beautiful are the bright-starred nights of
winter, thau summer 1n all 1ts glories heneath
the broad moons of June. Through the woods
of Windermere, from cottage to cottage, by
coppice-pathways winding up to dwellings
among the hill-rocks where the birch-trees

cease to grow—

“ Nodding their heads, before us go,
The merry mnstrelay **

They sing a salutation at every door, famihar-
ly naming old and young by their Christian
names, and the eyes that look upward from
the vales to the hanging huts among the plats
and chffs, see the shadows of the dancers ever
and anon crossing the hight of the star-like win-
dow, and the merry music 1s heard Like an
echo dwelling 1n the sky  Across those hum-
ble thresholds often did'we on Christmas-week
nights of yore—wandering through our solitary
silvan haunts, under the branches of trees
within whose hollow trunk the squirrel slept—
venture in, unasked perhaps, but not unwel-
come, and, 1n the luadly spint of the season,
did our best to merrify the Festival by tale or
Song  And now that we behold them not, are
all thase woods, and cliffs, and nivers, and
tarns, and lakes, as beautiful as when they
Softened and brightened beneath our hiving
eyes, half-creating, as they gazed, the very
world they worshipped? And are all those
hearths ad'bright as of yore, without the sha-
dow of our figure? And the roofs, do they
Ting as mirthfully, though our voice be forgot-
ten? We hang over Westmoreland, an un-
observed-—but observant star Mountains, hills,
Tocks, knolls, vales, woods, groves, single trees,
dwellings—alt asleep! O Lakes' but ye are,
Indeed, by far too beautiful! O fortunate Isles !
too fair for human habitation, fit abode for the
lest’ Tt will not hide 1tself—it will not sink
1nto the earth—it wili rise, and risen, it will
Stand steady with uts shadow 1n the over-
Powening moonlight, that Oxe Tree ! that Oxe
. ouse'—and well might the sight of ye two
ogether—were 1t harder—break our heart

ut hard at’all it 1s not—
erushed ot—therefore 1t 13 but
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Can 1t be that there we are utterly forgotten*
No star banging higher than the Andesn hea-
ven—but sole-sitting at midnight 1n a small
chamber—a melancholy man are we—and
there seems a smile of consolation, O Words-
worth ' on thy sacred Bust.

Alas' how many heavenly days, “seeming
immortal in their depth of rest,” have died and
been forgotten ! T'reacherous and ungrateful 15
our memory even of bliss that overflowed our
bemg as light our habitation Our spint's
deepest 1ntercommunion with pature has no
place m her records—blanks are there that
ought to have beep painted with imperishable
mmagery, and steeped 1n sentiment fresh as the
morning on life’s golden hills Yet there 1s
mercy 1n this dispensation—{or who can bear
to behold the light of bliss re-arising from the
past on the ghasther gloom of present misery ?
The phantoms that will not come when we
call on them to comfort us, are too often at our
side when 1n our angwish we could almost
pray that they might be reburied 1n oblivion
Such hauntings as these are not as if they
were visionary—they come and go Iilte forms
and shapes still imbued with life Shall we
vanly stretch out our arms to embrace and
hold them fast, or as vamnly seek to itrench
ourselves by thought of this world aganst theixr
visitation? The soul 1n its sickness knows
not whether 1t be the duty of love to resign 1t-
self to indifference or to despair  Shall 1t en-
joy life, they being dead' Shall we, the sur-
vivors, for yet a hitile while, walk in other
companionship out into the day, and let the
sunbeams seitle on thewr heads as they used
to do, or cover them with dust and ashes, and
show to those 1n heaven that love for them 15
now best expressed by remorse and penitence !

Sometimes we have fears about our memory
1t1s decaying , for, lately, many ordinary
yet interesting occurrences and events, which
we regarded at the time with pain or pleasure,
have been shipping away almost into oblivion,
and have often alarmed us of a sudden by
their return, not to any act of recollection, but
of themselves, somettmes wretchedly out of
place and season, the mournful obtruding upon,
the merry, and worse, the merry upon the
mournful—confusion, by no fault of ours, of
piteous and of gladsome faces—tears where
smiles were a duty as well as a delight, and
smiles where nature demanded, and religion
hallowed, a sacrifice of tears

For a good many years we have been tied to
town 1n winter by fetters as fine as frostwork
filigree, which we could not break without de-
stroying a whole world of endearment That
seems an obscure 1mage, but 1t means what the
Germans would call 1n English—our winter
environment We are imprisoned 11 a net of
our own weaving-~an Invisible net, yet we
can see 1t when we choose—just as a bird can
see, when he chooses, the wires of his cage,
that are invisible 1n his bappiness, as hekeeps
hopping and fluttering abont all day long, or
haply dreaming on his perch with his poll
under his plumes—as {ree in confinement as
if Iet loose 1nto the boundless sky That seems
an obscure 1mage too, but we mean, in truth,
the prison unto which we doom ourselves no

-—t
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with their wings, sing 1n their bliss hallelujahs
round the throne of heaven, but she—a poor
child of clay, with her face veiled but with the
shades of humility and contrition, while

“ fHome natural tears she drops, but wipes them soon,”—

$1ngs, 11 her sorrow, supplications to be suffer-
ed to see afar-off 1ts everlasting gates—~—open-
g not surely for her own sake—for all of
woman born are sinful—and even she in what
Jove calls her 1nnocence feels that her fallen
being does of iuself deserve butto die The
hymn 1s fading away, liker and hker an echo,
and our spirit having lost 1t 1 the distance,
returns back holier to the heart-hush of home'

The million hunger and thirst after the
stronger and darker passions, nothing will go
down with them but the wntense ‘They are 1n-
tolerant—or careless—or even ashamed of
those emottons and affections that compose the
blessing of our daily Iife, and give 1ts lustre to
the fire on the hearth of every Christian hiouse-
hold. Yet, for all that, they are inexperienced
1 those same stronger and darker passions of
which they prate, and know nothing of the
wumport of those pictures of them panted, with
background of gloom aund foreground of fire,
1 the works of the truly great masters The
disturbed spirt of such dehneations 1s far be-
yond the reaches of their souls, and they mis-
take their own senseless stupor for solemn
awe—or therr own mere physical excitement
for the enthusiasm of imagination soaring
through the storm on the wings of 1ntellect
There are such things mn “Satan’s Invisible
World Displayed” in poetry, as strong and
dark passions, and they who are acquamnted
with therwr origin and end call them bad pas-
swons, but the good passions are not dark, but
bright—and they are strong too, stronger than
death or the grave

All buman bemgs who know how to reap

“The harvest of a quict eye,
That broods and slecps on its own heart,”

feel, by the touch, the flowers of affection in
every handful of beauty they gather up from
those fortpnate fields on which shines, for ever
through all seasons, the sun of Ife  How soft
the leaves' and, as they meet the eye, how
farr'  Framed, so might 1t seem, of green dew
consolidated into fragrance Nor do they fade
when gently tahen from theur stalk on 1ts na-
tivebed  They flourish for ever 1f' you bruise
them not—ssensitive indeed , aud, if you are so
forgetful as to treat them rashly, like those of
the plant that bears that name, they shrink, and
seem to shrivel for a ume-—grow:ng pale, as if
upbraiding your harshness ; but cherished, they
are seen to be all of

* Immortal amaranth, the tree thit grons

Fast by the throne of God ,”

for the seeds have fallen from heaven to earth,
and for eighteen hundred years have been
spreading themselh es over all soils fit for their
Teception—and what soil 1s not fit? Even it
are stony places, and places full of thorns
For they will live and grow there 1n spite of
such obstruction—and among rank and matted
weeds will ofien be seen peertng out ke prim-
roses gladdening the desert

1

That voice again—*“One of old Scotland’s
songs, so sad and slow' Her heart 1s now
blamelessly with things of earth “Sad and
slow "’ and most purely sweet Almost mourn-
ful although 1t be, 1t breathes of happiness—
for the joy dearest to the soul has ever a faint
unge of grief O npocent enchantress ! thou
encirclest us with a wavering haze of beauti-
fal 1magery, by the spell of that voice awaken-
ing after a mood of awe, but for thy own de-
hght From the long dim tracts of the past
come strangely blended recognitions of woe
and bliss, undistinguishable now to our own
heart—nor knows that heart if 1t be a dream
of imagnation or of memory Yet why should
wewonder? In ourhappiest hours there may
have been something m common with our
most sorrowful—some shade of sadness cast
over them by a passing cloud, that now allies
them 1n retrospect with the sombre spirit of
grief, and in our unhappiest hours there may
have been gleams of gladness, that seem now
to give the return the calm character of peace
Do not all thoughts and feelings, almost all
events, seem to resemble each other—when
they are dreamt of as all past? All receive a
sort of sanctification 1n the stillness of the
time that has gone by—just like the human
being whom they adorned or degraded—when
they, too, are at last buried together 11 the bo-
som of the same earth -

Perhaps none among us eiver wrote verses
of any worth, who had not been, more or less,
readers of our old ballads Al our poetshave
been so—and even Wordsw orth would not have
been the veritable and only Wordsworth, had
he not in boyhood pored—oh, the nmuser '—over
Peicy’s Religues From the highest to the
humblest, they have all drunk from those silver
springs  Shepherds and herdsmen and woods-
men shave been the masters of the mighty—
their strains have, lthe the voice of a soltary
lute, mspired a power of sadness into the
hearts of great poets that gave their gemus to
be prevalent over all tears, or with a power of
sublimity that gaye 1t domuinion over all terror,
Iike the sound of a trumpet. The Babes mn
the Wood' Chevy Chace! Men become wo-
men while they weep—

* Or start up heroes fromn the glonious stram *’

Sing then, “The Dirge,” my Margaret, to
the Old Man, “so tender and so true” to the
spirit of those old ballads, which one might
thioh were written by Pity’s self

DIRGE

“ O digapgrave, and g it deep,
Where 1 and mjy 1ruc love may sleep*
We'll diga grave and dig st deep,
Where thou and thy true love shall sleep !

“ And let it be five fathom low,
Where winter winds m1y never blow '—
And it shall be five fathom low,
Where v inter winds shail never blow '

 And let 1t be on yonder hilf,
Where rows thie mountajn daffoddd *
And if shll be on yonder Wnll,
Where grows the mountain daffodif*

“ And plant it round vith holy briers,
To frieht 1way the fury tres'—
WLl plant ot ronnd with holy briers!
To fnght away the fury Lres'
o
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prison 1s, and we have improved on that
1dea, for we have built our own~and are pri-
soner, turnkey, and jater all 1n one, and ’tis
noweless as the house of sleep. Or what if
we declare that Christopher Noith 15 a lng
i his palace, with no subjects but his own
thoughts—his rule peaceful over those lights
and shadows—and undisputed 10 reign over
them his right divine
The opening year in a town, now answers
in all things to our heart’s desire  How beau-
uful the smoky air' The clouds have 2 home-
ly look as they hang over the happy fanulies of
houses, and secm as i they loved their birth-
place ,—all unhihe those heartless clouds that
Leep stravargguig overimountain-tops, and have
no domicile in the sky ' Poets speale of living
rocks, but what 15 thetr life to that of houses ?
‘Who ever saw a rock with eyes—that 15, with
-windows ? Stone-blind all, and stone-deaf, and
with hearts of stone, whereas who ever saw
a house without eyes—that 1s, windows ? Our
own 1s an Argus, yet the good old Conserva-
tive grudges not the assessed taxes—his optics
are as cheerful as the day that lends them
Iight, and they love to salute the setting sun,
as 1f a hundred beacons, level above level,
were kindled along amountain side He mught
safely be pronounced a madman who preferred
an avenue of trees to a street 'Why, tices
have no chimneys, and, were you to hindle
a fire m the hollow of an oak, you would
soon be as dead as a Drusd It won't do to
tallk to us of sap, and the circulation of
sap A grove in winter, bole and branch—
leaves 1t has none—1s as dry as a volume of
sermons But a street, or a square, 1s full of
“vyital sparks of heavenly flame” as a volume
of poetry, and the heart’s blood circulates
through the system hhe rosy wine.
But a truce to comparisons, for we be-
gmning to feel contrition for our crime agamst
the country, and, with humbled head and heart,
we beseech you to pardon us—ye rochs of Pa-
vey-Ark, the pillared palaces of the storms—
ye clouds, now wreathing a diadem for the
forehead of Helvellyn—ye trees, that hang the
shadows of your undying beauty over the “one
perfect chrysolite,” of blessed Windermere'
Our meaning 1s transparent now as the hand
of an appantion waving peace and good-wiil
to all dwellers in the land of dreams In plamer
but not sumpler words, (for words are hhe
flowers, often rich in then simphecity—witness
the Lily, and Solomon’s Song)~Chnstian
people all, we wish you a Merry Christmas
and Happy New-Year, in town or tn country—
or n ships at sea
A Happy New-Year'—Ah!' ere this Anra,
sung sotto voce, reach your ears, (eyesare ears,
and ears are eyes,) the week of all weehs will
be over and gone, and the New-Year wiil seem
growing out of the old year’s ashes'—for the
year 1s your only Phenix' But what with time
to do has.a wish—a hopé—a prayer! Their
power s 1n the Spint that gives them birth.
And what 1s Spiritbut the well-head of thoughts
and feelings flowing and’overflowing all life,
yet leaving the well-head full.of water as ever
—so lucid, that on your gazing intently 1nto1ts
depths, 1t‘seems to become a large soft spi-
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ritual eye, reflecung the heavens and the earth
and 1o one hknows what the heavens and the
earth are, (ll he has scen them there—for that
God made the heavens and the carth we feel
from that beauuful 1evelatton—and where
feehing 15 not, knowledge 15 dead, and a blanl
the universe Love 1s Ufe  ‘I'he unloving
merely breathe, A smgle sweet beat of the
heart 1s token of something spiritual that wall
be with us agamn 1n Paradise 0, bliss and
beauty ! are these our feclings”—thought we
once i a dream~* all eirching in the sunshine
~—fair plumed m a thight of doves " The vi-
ston hept sailing on the sky—*10 and fro for
our dehight”"—no sound on thar wings more
than on their breasts, and they melted away
m higbtas i they were composed of hght—and
i the hush we heard high up and far-off mu-
stie—as of an angel’s song.

That was a dream of the mysterious night,
but now we are broad awahe—and see no cm-
blcmatical phantoms, but the mere sights of
the common day. But suilicient for the dayis
the beauty thereot—and 1t wnspires us with af
fection for all beneath the slues Will the
whole world, then, promise henceforth to love
us?—and we promise heunceforth to love the
whole world.

Itseemsthe eastestofall easy thingstobe lnnd
and good—and then 1t 15 so pleasant? « Self-
love and social are thesame,” beyond all ques-
fron , and 1n that lies the nobiity of our nature.
The intensest feeling of <elf 1s that of belong-
ing to a brotherhood. Al selves then know
they have duties which are n truth joves—and
loves are Joys—whether breathed in silence, or
uttered i words, or imbodied 1 actions, and
if they filled all hfe, then ail hfe would be
good—and heaven would be no more than a
better earth. And how may all men go to hea-
ven? By making themselves a heaven on
earth, and thus preparing their sparits to breathe
empyreal awr when they have dropped the dust
And how may they make for themsehes 2
heaven on earth? By building up a happy
noxe ror rur ueant Much, but not all—oh!
not nearly all—is 1n the site  But 1t must be
within the precinets of the holy ground—and
within hearing of the waters of hie

Pleasures of Imagmnauon' Pleasures of
Memory' Pleasures of Hope'! All three
most delighttul poems, yet all the thoughts
and all the feelings that inspired them—ethe-
realized—w1ll not male rarru! “The day-
spring trom on high hath visited us‘” Blessed
15 he who feels that line—nor need his heart
die within him, were a voice to be heard at
mudnight saying—+ This New-Year's day shall
be'thy last'”

One voice—one joung voice—all by 1ts
sweet, sad, solitary self, singing tous a Christ-
mas Hymn' Listening to that music 1s like
looking at the sky with all 1ts stars

Wasita spint?

“ M {llions of spiritual creatures walk unseen,

Sole or responsive to each other’s voice,
Hymning their great Creator **

-

No, the smg'er, like ourselves, 15 mortal , and
1 that thought, to our hearts, hics the pathos
of herprayers 'The angels, veling their faces
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Ay, bloss these patentstep~—on the >ame pan-{ 1, ery thing has been tendorly dnded 2s9f vy

ciple as thove by v uch we ascend vur mghtl,
couchmwe are welfdeposited 1 our Drosky
Oh' the Jazy lutuny of anair seat’ Wecan
to be situng on nothinz but a voluptuous
wapmth, resturatise as a bath And then what
furry sotine,s envelopes our fret? Yes—3Mrs
Gentle—3Mrs  Gentle—thy Cashmere shand,
twaned rourd our bust, fi dds almost as <jhen-
simonthe as thine ouwn, and ~cented 15 1t with
the balm of thy own hips  Boreas blows on ¢t
tenderly as a zephyr—and the wntry sunshine
scems summery as it plays on the celestial
colours, ‘Thy pelisse, too, aver our old happy
shonldcrs, purple as the necl- of the dove when
careering round his mate  Thy comforter,
too, 1w our bosom—ull the dear, dehightful, de-
huous, wiched worsted thrills through <kin
and de>h to our very heart It dirls Drive
asay, Peter Farewell Lodge—and welcome,
n a pffy, Moray Place

And now, doucely and decently sitting in our
Droshy, tehold us deiven by Peter, proud as
Punch to ool zlong the stanng strects tne
great grandson of the Desert-born'  Yet—jet
—couldst thou lead the ficld, Titho, with old
Filbo, wath old Kt Castor on thy spine. But
though our day be not quite gone by, we think
we see the stealing shades of eve, and, a hitle
further on 1n the solemn vista, the darkness of
might, and therefore, hhe wise children of
nature, not unproud of the past, not ungrateful
for the prescent, and unfearful of the future,
thus do we now skim dlong the road of bfe,
broad and smooth to aur heart's content, able
to pay the turnpihes, and willing, when we
shall have reached the end of our journgy, to
e down, 1n hope, at the goal

What pretty, hutle, low lmes of garden-
fronted cottages ! leading us along out of rural
mto suburban cheerfulness, acros. the Bridge,
and past the Orental-loolang Oid-Gas Works,
sith 2 sweep winding snto the full view ot
Prre Steeet, (what a glorious namec ') steep a5
seme straxght clift gien, and an approach truly
magestic—y 1, call 1t at once magm‘icent—
rieht up to the greatcuty’s heart,  *I'here zoes
Qld Christopher North ¥ the bright boy s 1 the
Py zround of the New Acadumy exelum
Gud bless you, you httle rascals '—We could
almost find 1t 1n'our heart to ask the Rector for
aholidey  But, under him, 2ll your days are
holidvyse~for when the precious hours ot
study are cnhiphtened by 2 clssie spinit, how
haturally Yo they melt 1o those of play*

“Ga? hope It vours, Uy fanev i 1,
433 plovsing when poe <ot
he tear foreot as soon as shed,

Thie sunshine oftd ¢ 1ic 1wt
Youre unom halth of ros hue,
Wild wit anvention cver nes ,

And ey chur of sigour born,
The thouehtloax day, the ¢ary aizht,
Bhoyapines pure thi slumbors Haht,

Lhat fy a8 approach of morn

qﬂDbccndmg lrom our Igushy, v e ind No
39, Maray Place, exhibiting throushout all 1t
::ﬁm Mterior the sclf ame capression it wore
be d&)‘ we lerat for the Lodz, colt mogtns
e There s our vopcrible winter Hat—as
bl Durydvg g, it 1s s11d, as he ea v stare— .it-
Hrgoen the Cneculr i the Dntrasceshall

hand, that touched wath o 3. Lbath fecling,
and thougn the furmiture cannot ne nd o be
nesr, yer winle st sy i all sobered, 1t 15 10 noe
thing faded  You are at first unasare of 1
richne~son aceount of s sunplicity—its 2ivee
1> fult gradually to grow ont of 1ty comnfori——
and that which you thought Latease hghtens_
mto elegince, worle tnere 15 bat one may gen
natute wnich e adrquetel, expriss ity repose
—that of a mll-sheltered neld by ~un<ct, under
a fresh-fallen vest of virmn snow.  I'or then
sno v blushes s1h 2 famt erimson—nay, same-
umes when Sul 1s extraordinandy splendid,
not famnr, but with a gorgeousness of colouring
that fears not to face i rvalry the western
clouds

Let no man heve<two houscs svith one set
of furmture  Homd's ducpest de highit 1> undis-
taibance  Some people thin’t no articlus fixe
tures—not even grates  But sofas 21d otto-
mans, and chatrs and footatonls, and screens—
and 1bove all, beds—all* are fiztures in the
dwelling of a wise man, cognoscitive and sen-
sitive of the blessings of this hfe Each has
its owen place ass1zncd to 1t by the taste, tact,
and feehng of the muaster of the mansinm,
where order and clegance mmister to comfort,
and comfort 1s but a homely word for happi-
nes« Invarious moo s we vary thesrarr inge-
ment—nor 15 even the eastest of 1l Easy-
chairs secure for hfe agawmst bung gontly
pushed on his wheels from cimney-nook to
window-corner, when the sunshine may ha.e
exuingushed the fire, and the blue shy tcmpts
the Patir-famidias, or ham 3 ho 1s but an uncle,
to lie baclk with halfshut eses, and gase upon
the cheerful purity, even hike a shephord on
the hill  Butthe.e litle occacional disarpinge-
ments cerve but to prescree the spinit of per-
manent areangement, without Juch the ,ery
virtue of domestieity dies  What sacnlee,
therefore, agamst the Lares and Penates, to
turn a whole house topsy-tur y, from girret (o
ceilar, regalarly as May-tlovers deck the rone
of the yeart  Why, 2 Turkey or a Persian, or
even 2 Wilton or 1+ Kiddermunstor earpet v as
much the garb of the wooden floor narde, 13
the grass 15 of the carthen floor cutuide of your
house.  Woanld you hitt and Ity dovn the
greensward ! But wethout turtuer dlustraton
—be assured the cases are Lindred-—and so,
ton, wuth sofas and shrubs, tentebeds and trecs
Independenty, ho ver er, of theae annlogies nat
fauesful, but Iy s duep in the nature of thngs,
the mside ot one ~ tabernaele, n tonn arid
country, ousht (ver to be ~ternd from ol rauli-
cal revolutionam wpocements, and to he for
evertm 2 wahing decamy of el e
All our wfections torvards Bitedess thinss bes
came tonderer aad deeperan the conttauens
and unbrohen tlow of dimestic nabit The
eve guts lovangly oo rerad wath cach of pret
eccupying 1y on proher vl wopr, nate
place, and fiels an At by the et
s nifie 10t s M1 AT OF ¢ U Fooviy 4y
not 1 «ard abtout cmbinen, ¢ 0 mrtanardy,
voce we are vt unmviwd e have o e,
DUt Lot the s, i b0 e uge et srern
dissentera fromitl oo, and o o ooorearety
i the nursery, 1 an ondoddy hept parlowe or
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¢ And set it round with celnndine,
And nodding heads of (plumbine '—
We’ll set 1t round with celandine,
And nodding heads of columbine’

¢ And let the ruddock build his nest
Just above my true love’s breast '—
' The ruddock he shall build his nest
Just above thy true love’s breast'

¢ And warble his sweet wintry song
O’er our dweciling all day long*
And he shall warble his sweet song
O’er your dwelling all day long

“ Now, tender friends, my garments take,
And lay me out for Jesus’s sake '
And we will now thy garments take,
And lay thee out for Jesus’ sake

“ And lay me by my true love’s side,
‘That I may be a faithful hride '—

We'll lay thee by thy 'true love’s side,

That thou may’st be a faithful bnde '’
Ay—ay—thou too art gone, WirrLia» Stix-
1Y Roscoe! What years have flown since
we walked among the “alleys green” of Al-
lerton with thee and thy illustrious father ! and
who ever conversed with him for a few hours
in and about his own home-—where the stream
of life flowed on so full and clear—without
carrying away umpressions that never seemed
to be remembrances—so vivid have they re-
mained amidst the obscurations and obhtera-

tions of tume, that sweeps with us wings all

&
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that lies on the surface, but has no power to
disturb, much less destroy, the record printed
on the heart

We are all of us getting old—or older, nor
would we, for our own part—if we could—re-
new onr youth Methinks the river of hife1s
nobler as 1t nears the sea The young are
dancing in their skiffs on the pellueid shallows
near the source on the Sacred Mountams of
the Golden East They whose lot1t 1s to ben
therr prime, are dropping down the longer and
wider reaches, that seem wheeling by with
their silvan amphitheatres, as if the beauty
were moving mornwards, while the voyagers
are stationary among the shadows, or slowly
descending the stream to meet the meridian
day DMany forget

“ The torrent’s smoothness ere it dash below,”

and are lost 1n the roaring whirlpool Under
Providence, we see qurselves on the river ex-
panded into a seahke lake, or arm of the
sea, and for all our soul has escaped and suf-
fered, we look up to the stars in gratitude—and
down to the stars—for the water too 1s full of
stars as well as the sky—faint and dim indeed
—but blended, by the pervading spirit of
beauty, with the brighter and bolder lumina-
ries reposing on infinitude

OUR WINTER QUARTERS.

Bucnanaxy Lopsr—for a few months-—fare-
well ! Tus the Twelfth of November, and for
the City we leave thee not without reluctance,
early in March by the blessing of Heaven again
to creep 1nto thy blooming bourne Yet now
and then we shall take a drive down, to while
iway a sunny forenoon among thy undecaying
wvergreens, to breathe the balm of thy Christ-
mas roses, and for one Gentle bosom to cull the
:arhest crocuses that may be yellowing through
‘he thin snows of Spring

In truth, we know not well why we should
ever leave thee, for thou art the Darling of all
the Scasons, and Winter, so churlish else-
where, 1s ever bland to thee, and, daily ahight-
ing in these gardens, loves to fold and unfold,
in the cool sunshine, the stamless splendour
of lis pale-plumaged wings But we are no
hermit  Dear to us though Nature be, here,
hand-in-hand with Art wallang through our
peaceful but not unpeopled Poricy, a volce
comes to us from the city-heart—winning us
away from the stillness of solhitude 1nto the stir
of hfe Milton speaks of a region

¢ Ahove the stir and smohe of this dun <pot,
Which men call Earth,”
and oft have we visited 1t, but while yet we
pursue the ends of this our mortal bemng, in
the tmystery of the bram whence 1ideas arise,
and in the mystery of the heart whence emo-
tions flow—Ilandred and congemal all—thought
ever blending vith feeling, reason with 1mag-
nation, and con~cience with passion—’tts our
duty to draw our delight from intercommuanion

with the spint of our kind Weakest or
wickedest of mortals are your soul-sick, life-
loathing, world-wearied men In solitude we
are prone to be swallowed up 1n selfishness,
and out of selfishness what sins and ciimes
may not grow' At the best, moral stagnation
ensues—and the spirit becomes, like “a green-
mantled pool,” the abode of reptiles Then
ever welcome to us be Iiving faces, and living
voices, the hght and the music of reality—
dearer far than any meie 1deas or emotions
hanging or floating aloof by themselves 1n the
atmosphere of imagination  Blest be the cor-
dial grasp of the hand of friendshiyp—blest the
tender embrace of the arms of love' Nay,
smile not, fair reader, at an old man’s fervour,
for Love 1s a gracious spirt, who deserteth
not dechning age ©

The Drosky is at the door—and, my eye’
what a figure 15 Peter! There he sits, ike a
bear, with the nbands 1n his paws—no part
visible of his human face or form divine, but
his small red eyes—and his ruby nose, whose
re-grown enormity laughs at Liston  One Iit-
tle month ago, the kmife of that skilful chirur-
geon pared 1t down to the dimensions of a
Chuistian proboseirs  Again ’us hike a warton
a frost-reddened Swedish turmp  Pretty Poll,
with small delcate pale features, sits beside
him Iike a snowdrop How shaggy smce he
returned from our last Highland tour 1s Fitho
da Puta' FHis pame long as his tail—and the
hair on his ears hike that on his fetlocks He
absolutely reminds us of Hogg’s Bonassus
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There 1s allusion, then, of some sort, and to
what does 1t amount? We cannot well tell
But 1f there 1s really a love in human hearts to
these distant orbs—f there 1s an emotion of
tenderness to the fair, opening, bieathing blos-
som that we would not crush 1t—“in gentleness
of heart touch, for there 1s a spirit n the
leaves”—it must be that we do not see themas
they are, but “create a soul under the ribs of
death” We could not be touched, or care for
what has no afimty to ourselves—we make
the afinity—we animate, we vivify them, and
thenceforward,
# Spiritus intua aht, totamque 1nfusa per artus,
Mens agitat molem, et magno s corpore mscet *’
Now you do beheve that we do love Silence
—anpd every other thing worthy to be loved—
you and yours—and even that romp, your
shock-headed Coz, to “whom Priscilla Tom-
boy was an Imogen
All our ceilings are deadened—we walk
anhle-deep in carpeting—nobody 1s suffered
to open a door but ourselves—and they are so
constructed, that 1t 1s out of their power to
slam. Our winter furpiture 1s all massy—
deepening the repose In all the large rooms
two fireplaces—and fires are kept perpetually
burnming day and might, m them all, which, re-
flected from spacious murrors, give the man-
sion quite the appearance of a Pandemonium
Not gas aluays  Palm-oil burns scentless as
moonlhight, and when motion, not rest, mn a
place 1s sigmfied, we accompany ourselves
with a wax candle, or taper from ume m-
memonal green Yet think not that there 1s
a blaze of light We have seen the midnight
heaven and earth nearly as bright, with bu.
one moon and a small scatter of stars And
places of glunmer-—and places of gloom—and
places “deaf to sound and blind to light” there
are in this our mansion, known but to our-
selves—cells—penutentiaries—where an old
man may sit sighing and groaning, or stupified
1n s misery—or at times almost happy So
senseless, and worse than senseless seems then
all mortal tribulation and anguish while the self-
communing soul 1s assured, by 1ts own pro-
found responses, that * whatever 1s, 1s best”
And thus 1s our domicile a domain—a king-
dom  'We should not care to be confined to 1t
all the rest of our days Seldom, mdeed, do
we leave cur own door—vyet call on us, and
ten to one you hear us in winter chirping hike
a cricket, or 1n summer like a grasshopper
We have (e whole range of the house to our-
selyes,and many an Eacursion mzke we on the
Crutch  Ascending and descending the wide-
winding staircases, each broad step not above
lwo inches high, we find ourselves on spacious
landing-places iltumined by the dim rehigious
light of stained windows, on which pilgrims,
and paimers, and prophets, single, or m parrs
Or troops, are travclling on missions through
#lens or forests or by sca-shores—or shepherd
Piping m the shade, or poet playing with the
tangles of Newra’s hair =~ We have discovered
& new principle on which, within narrow
bounds, we have constructed Panoramic Dio-
Tamas, that show splendid segments of the
great curele 0§ the world  'We paint all of them
ourselves—now a Poussin, now a T'homson,
36
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now a Claude, now a Turner, now a Rubeans,
now a Danby, now a Salvator, now a Machise

Most people, nay, we suspect all people but
ourselves, make a pommt of sleeping in the
same bed (that 1s awkwardly expressed) all
life through , and out of that bed many of them
avow their inability to “bow an eye,” such 1s
the power of custom, of habit, of use and wont,
over weary mortals even in the blessing of
sleep No such slavish fidelity do we observe
towards any one bed of the numerous beds 1
our mansion No one dormutory 1s entitled to
plume 1tself, in the pride of 1ts heart, on bemng
peculiarly Ours, por 1s any one suffered to
sink mnto despondency from being debarred
the privilege of contributing to Our repose
They are all furmshed, if not luxuriously,
comfortably 1n the extreme, 1n number, mne
—each, of course, with 1ts two dressinz-rooms
—those on the same story communicating with
one another, and with the parlours, drawing-
rooms, and libraries—* a mighty maze, but not
without a plan,” and all harmoniously com-
bined by one prevailing and pervading spirit
of quietude by day and by night, awake or
asleep-—the chairs being couch-like, the
couches bed-like, the beds, whether tent or
canopy, enveloped 1n a drapery of dreams

‘We go to bed at no stated hour—but when
we are tired of sitting up, then do we he down,
at any time of the night or the day, and we
rise, neither with the lark, nor the swallow,
nor the sparrow, nor the cock, nor the owl,
nor the sun, nor the moon, nor the stars, nor
Luecifer, nor Aurora, but with Chnstopher
North  Yellow, or green, or blue, or crimson,
or fawn, or orange, or pinky hight salutes our
eyes, as sleep’s visionary worlds recede and
relapse into awry nothing, and as we know of
a certainty that these are real web and woof
damask curtamns, that flock palpable on sub-
stantial walls

True wisdom soon accommodates 1itself even
to 1nvoluntary or inevitable change—but to
that which flows from our own sweet will,
however surdden and strong, 1t instantly moulds
itself 1n a novel delight, with all ats famibar
and domestic habits  'Why, we have not been
in 99, Moray Place, for a week—nay not for
two days and nights—null you might swear we
bad been all our hfe a Cu, we look so hike a
Native The rustic awr of the Lodge has en-
tirely left us, and all our movements are me-
tropolitan You see before you a Gentleman
of the Old School, who knows that the eyes of
the town are upon him when he seeks the
open air, and who preserves, even in the
privacy of the parlour, that dignity of dress
and demeanour which, during winter, befits
Ius age, his rank, and his character Now, we
shave every morning, John, who 1n his boyish
days served under Barbarossa, ightly passes
the comb through our “sable silvered,” and
then, n our shawl dressing-gown, we descend
about ten to our study, and sit, not unstately,
beside the hissing urn at our protracled break-
fast In opme htile month or less, “or ere our
shoes are old,” we feel as 1f we had belonged
to tlus house alone, and 1t to us, from our birth
The Lodge 15 seen to be standing in 1ts sull-

ness, far away ' Dear memories of the pen-
A
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drawimg-room how like so many pretty httle
white mice do they ghde cannily along the
floor! Letno such horror, then, as a fluting
ever befall us or our friends' O mercy! only
look at a long huge tran of wagons, heaped
up to the windows of the first floors, moving
along the dust-driving or mire-choked streets
with formiture from a gutted town-house
towards one standing in the rural shades with
an empty stomach' All 1s dimmed or de-
stroyed—chairs crushed on the table-land, and
four-posted beds lymng helplessly with ther
astonished feet up to heaven—a sight that
might make the angels weep!

People have wondered why we, an old bar-
ren bachelor, should live 1n such a large house
It 15 a palace, but never was there a greater
mistake than to seek the solution 1n our pride
Silence can be had but ina large house = And
silence 1s the chief condition of home happi-
ness We could now hear a leaf fall—a leaf
of the finest wire-wove Peter and Betty, Polly
and the rest, mhabit the second sunk story—
and 1t 1s dehghtful to know that they may be
kiclang up the most infernal disturbance at
this blessed moment, and tearing out each
other’s hair in handfuls, without the faintest
whisper of the uproar reaching us 1n our alt-
tude above the drawing-room flat. On New-
Year’s Day morning there 1s regularly a com-
petition of bag-pipers in the lutchen, and we
could fondly 1magine *is an Eolian Harp In
his pantry Peter practised for years on the
shrill clarion, and for years on the echoing
horn, yet had he thrown up both instruments
1n despair of perfection ere we so much as
knew that he had commenced hs musical stu-
dies In the sunk story, :mmediately below
that, having been for a season consumptive,
we kept a Jenny ass and her daughter—and
though we believe it was not unheard around
Moray and Ainslie Places, and even in Char-
lotte Square, we cannot charge our memory
with an audit of thetr bray In the sunk story
mnmediately below that agamn, that disingmsh-
ed officer on half pay, Captain Campbell of
the Highlanders—when on a visit to us for a
year or two—though we seldom saw him—got
up a Sma’ stil—and though a more harmless
creature could not be, theie he used to sit for
hours together, with the worm that never dies

On one occasion, 1t having been supposed by
Peter that the Captain had gone to the Dast
Neulr of Fife, weeks elapsed, we remember,
ere he was found sitting dead, just as i1f he had
been alive, in his usual attitude 1n his arm-
chair, commanding a view of the precipice of
the back court

Just as quuet are the Attics  They, too, are
furmshed, for the feehng of there being one
unfurnished room, however small, in the largest
house, disturbs the entire state of mind of such
an occupant, and when cherished and dwelt
on, which 1t must not unfrequently be, inspires
a cold arr of desolation throughout the domi-
cile, uill “thoughts of flitting rise”  There 1s
no lumber-room The room containing Blue-
Beard’s murdered wiies might m 1dea be en-
tered without distraction by a bold mind —
But oh ' the lumber-room, 1nto which, on an
carly walk through the house of a friend on
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whom we had been sorning, all unprepared did
we once set our foot! From the moment, and
1t was but for a moment, and about six o’clock
—far away 1n the country—that appalling vi-
sion met our eyes—till we found ourselves,
about anether six o’clock, in Moray Place, we
have no memory of the flight of time Part
of the journey—or voyage—we suspect, was
performed 1n a steamer. 'The noise of knoch-
ing, and pufiing, and splashing seems to be 1n
our mnner ears, but after all 1t may have been
a sail-boat, possibly a yacht '—In the Attics an
Awviary open to the sky And to us below, the
many voices, sofiened 1nto one sometimes in
the pauses of severer thought, are sometimes
very affecung, so serenely sweet it seems, as
the laverocks’ mn our youth at the gates of
heaven

At our door stand the Guardian Genu, Sleep
and Silence  'We had an ear to them 1n the
building of our house, and planned 1t after a
long summer day's perusal of the Castle of In-
dolence O Jemmy Thomson ! Jemmy Thom-
son '—O that thou and we had been rowers in
the same boat on the sient river! Rowers,
mndeed' Short the spells and far between that
we should have taken——the one would not
have turned round the other but when the oar
chanced to drop out of his histless hand—and
the canoe would have been allowed to dnft
with the stream, unobservant we of our back-
ward course, and wondering and then ceasing
to wonder at the slow receding beauty of the
hanging banks of grove—the cloud mountains,
immovable as those of earth, and in spirt one
world

Ay ! Great noise as we have maden the
world—our heart’s desire 1s for silence—ats
delight 1s in peace And s 1t not so with all
men, turbulent as may have been their lives,
who have ever looked into their own being?
The soul longs for peace 1n 1tself, therefore,
wherever 1t discerns 1t, 1t rejoices 1n the 1mage
of which 1t seeks the reality The serene hu-
man countenance, the wide water sleeping mn
the moonlight, the stainless marble-depth of
the immeasurable heavens, reflect to 1t that
tranquillity which 1t mmagines withmn itself,
though 1t never long dwelt there, restless as a
dove onadark tree that cannot be happy but in
the sunshine It loves to look on whatat loves,
even though 1t cannot possess it, and hence
its feeling on contemplating such calm, 1s not
of sumple repose, but desire stirs 1n 1t, asf it
would famn blend 1tself more deeply with the
quet itbeholds' The sleep of a desert would
not so affect 1t, 1t 15 Beanty that makes the dif-
ference-~that attracts spirit to matter, while
spirit becomes not thereby materialized—but
matter spiritualized, and we fluctuate 1n the
air-boat of 1magination between earth and hea-
ven In most and 1n all great instances there
1s apprehension, dim and faint, or more dis-
tinet, of pervasion of a spirit throughout that
which we conceiv@Beautitul Stars, the moon,
the deep bright ether, waters, the rainbow, a
pure lovely flower—none of them ever appear
to us, orare believed by us to be mere physical
and unconscious dead aggregates of atoms.
That 15 what they are, but we could have no
pleasure 1o them, 1f we knew them as such.
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admired by the world, that we often wonder he
has not been spoiled “What a glorious Oc-
tober ' « Why, you will surely not leave us
ull October comes ' “October 1s the month
of all months—and, t1ll you see him, you have
fiot seen the Lakes” We acknowledge his
claims He 15 often truly delightful, but, like
other brillant persons, thinhs himself not only
privileged to be at imes extremely dull, but his
intensest stupidily 1s panegyrnized as wit of the
first water—w hile hus not unfrequent rudeness,
of which many a common month would be
ashamed, passes for the ease of high-burth, or
the eccentricity of gemwus A very different
feeling indeed exists towards unfortunate No-
vember ‘The moment he shows lis face, all
other faces areglum  We defy month orman,
under such a trial, to make himself even tol-
erably agreeable He feels that he 1s no fa-
vourite, and that a most simister misinterpre-
tation will be put on all his motions, manners,
thoughts, words, and deeds A man or a month
so circumstanced 1s much to be pitted Think,
look, speak, act as he will—jea, even more
hke an angel than a man or a mounth—every
eyebrow arches—every nostril distends—every
hp curls towards him 1n contempt, while blow
over the 1ce that enchans all his feelings and
faculties, heavy-chill whisperings of “ who 1s
that disagreeable fellow?’ In such a frozen
atmosphere eloquence would be congealed on
the ips of an Ulysses—Poetry prosified on
those of an Apollo

Edinburgh, during the dead of Summer, 15 a
far more solitary place than Glenetive, Glen-
evis, or Glenco There 1s not, however, so
much danger of being lost 1n 1t as 1n the Voor
of Rannoch—for streets and squares, though
then utterly tenantless, are useful as land-
marks to the pilgrim passing through what
seems to be

“ A still forsaken City of the Dead '’

But, like a frost-bound river, suddenly dissolved
by a strong thaw, and coming down 1n spate
from the mountamns to the low lands, about
the beginning of Novemher Life annually re-
overflows our metropolis, with a noise hke
“the rushing of many chanots” The streets,
that for months had been like the stony chan-
nels of dried-up streams—only not quite so
well paved—are again all a murmur, and peo-
ple addicted to the study of political economy,
begin to hold

‘ Zach strange tale devoutly true”’

n the Malthusian theory of population What
swarms keep hovering round the great North-
em Hive' Add eke afier ehe to the shep,
and still <eems 1t too small to contain all the
nsects Edinburgh 1s almost as large as Lon-
don  Nay, don’t stare! We speak compara-
tively, and, as England 1s somewhere about
SIx times more populous than Scotland, you
may, by brushing up your arthmetie, and ap-
Pl3ing to the Census, discover that we are not
so far wrong mn our apparent paradox

Were November 1in himself a far more
Weanif’ month than he 1s, Ddinburgh would
nhevertheless be gladsome in the midst of all

1S gloom, aven as a wood 1 May with the
Gathering of the Clans. 'The country flows
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into the town—all 1its life seems to do so—and
to leave nothung behind but the bare trees and
hedges Iquipages agawn go glittering along
all the stieets, squares, circuses, and crescents,
and one mght think that the entire “ nation of
ladies and gentlemen ”—for King George the
Fourth, we presume, meant to 1nclade the <ex,
in his comphment—uwere moving throuzh their
metropolis  Amusement and business walk
hand-in-hand—you hardly know, from their
cheerful countenances, which 1s which, for
the Scots, though a high-cheeked, are not an
1ll-favoured folk in their features—and though
their mouths are somewhat of the widest, their
teeth are white as well as sharp, and on the
opening of their ruddy lips, their wvory-cases
are still further brightened by hearty smiles
"T'would be false to say that their figures are
distinguished by an air of fashion—for we have
no court, and our nobles are almost all ab-
sentees DBut though, 1n one sense, the men are
ugly customers, as they wiil find
V¥ ho chance to tread upon their freeborn toe,””

yet, iterally, they are a comely crew, and 1f
formed 1nto battalions i marching order,
would make the National Guard in Paris look
like
¢ That small mmfantry
‘Warr'd on by cranes *’
Our females have figures that can thaw any
frost, and ’us umversally allowed that they
walk well, though their style of pedestrianism
does not so readily recall to the imagination
Virgil’s picture of Camuilla flying along the
heads of corn without touching therr ears, as
the images of paviers with post-loohing mallets
driving down dislodged stones nto the streets
Intermungling with the lighter and more elastic
footsteps of your Southron dames, the on-gomngs
of our native virgns produce a pleasant varse-
ty of motion 1n the forenoon mélie that along
the Street of Princes now goes nodding 1n the
san-glint
“ Amid the general dance and minstrelsy **

who would wear a long face, unless it were in
sympathy with his length of ears? A din of
muititudinous joy hums in the air, you can-
not see the city for the houses, 1ts inhabitants
for the people, and, as for finding one par-
ticular acquaintance m the crowd, why, to use
an elegant sumtile, you might as well go search
for 2 needle 1n a bottle of hay

But hark' a hollow sound, distant, and as
yet referred to no distinet place—then a faint
mixtare of a clear chime that 1s almost musie
—now 1 tune—and at last, rousing the massy
mulutude to enthusiasm, a mthitary mareh,
swelling various, profound, and high, with
drum, trombone, serpent, trump, clarionet, fife,
flute, and ¢y mbal, bringing slowly on (1s 1t the
measured tramp of the feet of men, or the con-
fused trampling of horses ') banners iloating
over the piocession, abose the ghtier of steel,
and the golden glow of helmets 'Tis a regi-
ment of cavalry—hurra' the Carbiyeers!'
What an Advanced Guard!

“There England gends her men, of men the chief,”
still, stad, bold, bronzed faces, with heen eyes,
loolking straight forvward from betwcen sabres,
while bencath the equable but haughty motion
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tuns of the west  Yet dariug the nisht-calm | bears the worst chacacten He s almost uni-

we suspeeted snown—{or the husfi of the hea
vens had that downy fiel 1o our hali-sleeping
fancy, that bulongs to the der-pillow mwnech
diappears onr aged, honourdd, 1nd un-mzht
caped head  Loolung out by prep ot duv—
rather a ghosthhe appuirince 1 our long
mght-shirt, which tratds a regal train—uw e be-
held the fair teathers dimiy descending through
the ghmmer, while momently the world hept
whitening and whatening, till we knew not our
home-returning white ¢ 1t on what was y ester-
day the bach-green, but by the <able tul that
smgularly shoots from the tump ot that phe-
nomenon  We weie dehshited  Into the cold
plunge-bath we played plep hhke a salmon—
and came out as red as a cut of that mcompar-
abl& fish  One ply of leather—onc of Hannel
—and one of the lmen fine, and then the sut
of pepper and salt over all, and you behold
us welcoming, hailing, and blessing the return
of day T'rost, too, fel, at the finger and toe
t'ps—and 1n unequivocal true-blue at the pont,

vasally thoudh to be @ sour, ulny, sullen,
sivaae, dun, dully dark, discensolate, yot de-
o nm monthen  finer words, s month
searcely it lne. Abhornng all personabities,
we repent having wometimes 2 en o this
nattonal abusc o1 November  We know Inm
well— ind though we admut at onee that he s
no beanty, and that [us manners are at the best
blutl, at the worst r2pulsive, yet on those who
choose to cultivate his acguaintanc, s cha-
raciur conhinues se (o mellow and amelorate
wselt, that they come at tast, 1f not to love, to
hhe him, and even to prefer hts compny #i
the season of the year,” to that of other more
briliant vissters  So true 1s 1t with months
and men, that 1t requures only to know the
mo .t unpleasant of thum, and to see them dur-
my a favourable phasis, wm order to regard
them with that Christian complacency \Vh’wh
a wood heart sheds over all s habuts  "Tis
unlucky for November—poor fallow '—that he
follows October. Octoberis & month so much

-



OUR WINTECR QUARTLRS

Ali the rooms 1n the house were thrown open,
except the cellars and the Sanctum  T'o the
people congregated ontside, the building, we
have been assured, had all the bnlliancy of the
Bude Inght. It was like a palace of hight, ot
which the framework or skelcton was of white
unvewned marble o strony was the reflec-
tion on the nocturnal heavens, that a rumour
ran through the City that there was a greatfire
1 Moray Place, nor did 1t subside ti)l after the
arnival and departure of several engines The
alarm ot some huge conflagration prevailed
during most part of the night all over the xing-
dom of Fife, while in the Lothians, our tlum-
nation was much admired as an uncommonly
fine specinten of the Aurora Borealis

“ rom the 1reh’d roof,
Pendent by subtle migic many a row
Of starry lamps and blazing cresscets fod
With naphtha and asphaltua, yiclded hght

Ag from 1 8hy  The hasty multnude
Admning cnter’d

We need not say who received the company,
and with what grace sun did so, standing at
the first fandig-place of the great staircase n
sable stole, for the widow's yreeds have not
yet been doffed for the robes of saffion~—with a
Qucen Mary cap pouted 1n the frontof her se-
rene and ample forchead, and, to please us, a
few pearis sprinkled among her bair, shil an
unfaded auburn, and on her bosom one star-
bright diamond  Had the old General himself
come to Jife agan, and beheld her then and
there, he could not have been offended with
such sumple orpaments The weeds he would
have felt due to him, and all that hts memory
was fairly entitled to, but the flowers—to speak
figarattyely—he would have cheerfully ac-
lmowledged were due to us, and that they well
became both face and figure of s lovely re-
Iict. As she moved from one room to another,
showering around her serene smules, we felt
the dignity of those Virgilian words,

“Incedit Reging **

Surely there 1s something very poetical n
the graduat flowwng 1 of the ude of grace, ele-
gance and beauty, over the floors of a suit of
regal-looking rooms, splendidly iluminated
Lach party as 1t comes on has its own pecu-
har picturesqueness, and affects the heart or
imagination by some novel charm, gently
ghding onward a hittle while by uself, as if not
uncoenscions of 1ts own attractions, nor un-
Proud of the gaze of perhaps criical admira-
fton that Rutends its progressive movement

Ve confess ourselves partial to plumes of
feathers above the radiant braidings of the
stihien tresses on the heads of virgins and ma-
wons—provided they be not « dumpy women’
~—tall, white, blue, and pk plumes, silunt in
thur wavings as gossamer, and as finely del-
¢dte, stirred up by your very breath as you
bend down to salute their chechs—not with
kisses—for they would be out of order both ot
e and place—but with words almost as ten-
der as ksses, and aw ahening almost as tender
3 return—a fiw sweet syllables breathed in a
slver voiee, with blushing chechs, and dowa-
€uleycs that, when agamn uphfied, are scen
Yo b from heayen

Along hour ago, and all the mansion was
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empty and motionless—u ith us two 2lone sit-
unyg by each other’s side affectionately and re-
speetfully on a sofa. Now 1t 1y filled with life,
and heard yon cver such 2 happy murmur?
Yet no one m particutar Iooks as if he or she
were speiking much above Yroath, o gentless
true refinement, like a delightful fragrance

* Irom the erlm manners quietly cxhaled.””

Oh' the atrovious wickedness of a great,
big, hearty, huge, hulhing, bovse-laugh i an
assemblage of ladies and gentlemen, gathered
gracefully together to eojoy the courtesies, the
amenities, the urbanities, and the humamtics
of culuvated Chrisuan hifet The pagan who
perpetrates 1t should be burnt alive—not at a
slow fire—though that would be but justice—
but at a quick one, that all remnants of him
and his enormity may be instantly extinguish-
ed Lord Chesterfield has been loudly langhed
at with leathern lungs for his anathema agamst
Iaughter DBut though often wrong, there his
Lordship was right, and for that one smgle
rule of manners he deserves a monument, as
having been one of the benefactors of his spe-
ctes Let smiles mantle—and that sweet, soft,
low sound be heard, the susurrus  Let theie be
8 many-voirced quiet music, hilke that of the
summer moonlight sea when the stars are
1ts breast But laughier—loud peals of laugh-
ter~are lihe breakers—blind breakers on a
blind coast, where no verdare grows except
that of tangle, and whatever 1s made 1nto that
vulearist of all commodities, help

"I'1s not a literary conversazzione, mind ye,
gentle reader, for we leave thatto 8 'I' Cole-
ridge, the Monarch of the Monologue Butall
speak-—talli—whisper—or smile, of all the
speakable, talkable, whisperable, and smilea-
ble little interesung aflairs, incidents, and oe-
currences, real or fabulous, of public, private,
demi-public, or demi-semi-prisv ate life 'Topies
are as plenuful as snow-flakes, and melt anay
as fastin the stream of social pleasure,

“ A moment white, then gone for ever*”?

Not a hitle scandal—much gossip, we dare
say, but as for scandal, 1t 1s the vulgarest er-
ror 1n the world to thinit that 1t either means,
or does, any harm to any mortal It does in-
finite gaad It ventlates the atmosphere, and
prevents the “golden-fretted vault” trom be-
comung “a foul congregation of vapours” As
for gossip, what other vindication daes 1t need,
than an order for you to look at a soiree of
swallows 1 Scptember on a slate-roof, the
most innocent and white-breasted creatures
that pay
“ Cheir annaal visits round the globy,
Companiona of thu sun,’””

but such gossipers that the whole air 1y
a-twiiter with therr talk about thesr nuighbour,”
nests—when——whew ' of and away they gu,
winnowing their way westwards, through we
sutuag sunhght, and 41 petfect amity yoith
themselves and thur hind, wiile
“The world wall before them where to cboose,
And Providence thelr ,ulde ™

And, madam, you do not mnlrouxz’t-‘-axxd, ur,
you do not patrenize—wal'zing ¢ T very O
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STROLL TO GRASSMERE.

FIRST SAUNTLR

Coyeantoy of the Crutch? hast thou been a
loving observer of the ncather of our 1sland-
clune? Weo do not mean to askif you have
from youth beun 1n the daily pracuce ot rising
from jour stud,-chair at regzuler mtenvals,
and ascertuming the preeise pointof Mcreury's
elesanon on tny baromeirieal scale The
1dea ot trusting, throughout all the fluctuations
of the chaugeful and capricious atmosphere
which we live, to auehathver, 1s andeed pre-
posterous, and we have lobng notced that
metcorologists make an early figure m our
obituanies  Seeing the head o1 the god above
the wark “fair,” or “cettled,’ out they march
1n thns, without great-coat or umbrells, vwhen
such a thundersplump falls do +nin a deh ge,
thaY, returning home by wo'er and sleam, they
takie to bed, and on the nth da, tever hurres
them off, +tctuns to thewr econidence 1 thu
treacherous tabe.  But ».e mean to ash, e
your an eye, an ear, and 2 s1ath ~enst, anony-
mous and instinenive, tor all the prognosticat-
g sights and seunds, and motions and shapes,
of nature?  Have yuu studsed, 1 stlence and
sohtude, the low, strunge, and <pirt hhe whis-
perings, that ofies, slien bird and bee are
mute, come and go, here and thare, now from
crag, now from cappice, and now fro11 moor,
all ovur the sultry sulluess of the clouded land-
scape? Have you Listenud amony monutarny
lo the voice of streams, )l you heard than
prophesying change? Have jou <o masterdd
the oceult science of mists, m, that yuu cin
foretell cach proud or fair Cuergency, and the
hour when grove, precipiee, or plaw, shall w
sudden reselation be clothed with the pomp of
sunshine?  Are all Bowiel's irds, and veasts,
and fishes vasible to your eyes in the woods,
wasles, and waves of the clouds ' And Lknow
ye what aenial condor, dragon, and whale, re-
speehively portend?  Arc the 'atn Morgana as
familiar 16 you as the Abadecn Ahnanac!
When a mile-square hover of crows darhens
ar and earth, or setthng loads cvery tree with
sable fruxlggc,arc, you your ¢wn augur, cyual-
1y as wherf onc raven lifts up his hoary blackh-
Bess from a stone, and sasls sullcnly off with
a croak, that gty ficrcer and more savage m
the lofiy distance ? Does the leaf of the forest
twinkle futurity 1 the loncly hehen brighten ot
Palc uts Justre with change? Does not the zift
gfgrophecy dseell wath the family of the violets

nd the hilies? The prescient harebells, do

:hthnot let drop their closing blossomns when
hold ?wm are mggard of thar dews, or up-
lr: t im hike cups thursty for wine, when the

e:‘:"m"yct unfclt by duller ammmal life, 15

cl;udn:nb to drop balmily down from the rainy
mbosomed in the blue of 2 midsummer’s
mendian day?

a?i’r;}{;\;f ;1;0;‘3: friendly interrogatories Per-

Jeather-wiser than ourselves,

yet for not a few jears we bore the name of
«'The Man of the Yountains ) and, though no
great limgmsts, we hope that we Lknow some-
what more than the 1ocabulary of the lan-
guages of calm and <torm  Rumember that
wt are now at Ambleside—and one weel’s
resudence there may let you into some of the
seercds of the unsteady Cabmet of St Cloud

One advice we give yoa, and by followwg 1t
you cannot fail 1o be mppy at Ambleside, and
cverywhere cdse Whatever the weather he,
love, admire, and delight 1 1, and vow that
you would not change 1t for the atmosphere of
« drears  If 1t be close, hot, oppicsive, be
thankiul for the funt air that comes down fit-
tull, trom chil and chasm, or the breese that
ever and anon gushes from stream and lake.
It the heawvens are filled with  onshine, and
you feel the yamty of parasols, how cool the
silvan shide for ever mostened by the mur-
murs of that fairy waterfall'  Sheuld 1t blow
great guns, cannol you take shelier n yonder
magntficent fort, whose hangng baulements
are warded even from the thunder-bolt by the
dunse umbrage of unyviolated woods? Ram—
ratn—r1 ip—1n even-dosn pour of ram, that
forces upon you vi.ions of Noab and bis ark,
and the top of Mount Araru—sull,we bescech
you, be happy It cannotlast long wtthat rate,
the thing 1s amposable  Even ths very aftor-
noun will the rambow span the blue entrance
mto Rydal's woody vale, as il to bail the vester-
mesun on s approach to the mountains—
ind 1 hundred hill-born torrents will be seen
fl1shing out of the up-folding mists  Whata
dehzhtful dazsle on the hightstricken river!
Lach mcadow shames the lustie of the em-
crald, and the soul wishes not for language
to speak the pomp and prodigality of colours
that Hcaven now rejorces to lavish on the
arove-girdled Faiefield, who has just tossed off
the clouds from his rocky crest

You will not imague, from any thing we
have ever said, that we are cnemies to carly
rising  Now and then, what purer bliss than
10 emmbrace the new-wahkened Morn, just as
she 15 nising from her dewybed' At such
hour, we fcel as 1f there were neither physical
nor moral evil mn the world, The united power
of prace, mnocence, and beauty subdues every
thing to 1tsclf, and hife 1s love

Torgive us, lovchest of Mormmngs' for hay-
ing overslept the assignation hour, and allowed
thee to remain all by thyself 1n the sobitude,
wondening why thy worshipper conld preferto
thy presence the farest phantoms that ever
visited a dream  And thou hast forgiven us—
for not elouds of displeasure these that have
settled on thy forehead, the unreproashmg
light of thy countenance 15 upon us—a loving
mnurmur steals 1nto our heait from thine-—and
pure as a chuld’s, daughter of Heaven' ss thy

breath
In the spint of that inveecation we look
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fie-fieish, you think—and in danger of becom-
g very, very fauv-pa-pa-ish!
Ol the great goodness of the kalglits of old,”
whose mind-motto was still—
¢ Homr so1t qui mal y pense '**

Judgmg by ourselves, 'us a wicked world we
unwillingly confess, but be not teritfied at
tifles, we beseech you, and be not gioss m
yom censure of innocent and deheate delights
Byron's exqusitively sensitive modesty was
shocked by the sight of waltzing, which he
would not have suftered the Guiceioll, whale
she was 10 his keeping, to have mdulged n
even with her own husband. 'Thus 1t s that
sinners see sin only where 1t 15 not—and shut
their eyes to 1t when 1t comes upon them open-
armed, bare-bosomed, and brazen-faced, and
clutches them n a grasp more like the hug of
a bear than the embrace of « woman Away
with such mawlush modesty and mouthing
morality—for 'tis the slang of the hypocrite
Waltzing does our old eyes good to look on 1,
when the whole Cireling Fhight goes gracetully
and awrtly on its orbit, and we thmk wesce the
reahization of that preture (we are sad misquo-
ters) when the Hours—
“Iut by the Graces 1nd the Loves m danee,
Lead on the cternal spring*

But the Circling Flight breaks nto airy
fragments, the Instrumcntal Band is hoshed,
and so1s the whole central Drawing-room, for,
blushingly obedient to the old maun’s beck, Tar
Stan or Evr—so call we her who s our heast’s-
ease and heart's-delight—the granddaughtes of
one whomhopelessly weloved in youth, yet with
no unreturned passion—but

“ The course of true luve never yet ran sntooth’’——

comes ghdingly to our side, and having heard
our wish breathed whisperingly 1nto her ear—
a rare feature when swmall, thin, and delicate
as a leaf—just as ghdingly she goes, in stature
that 1s almost stateliness, towards her Harp,
and assumng at once a posture that would
have charmed Canova, after a few prelusive
touches that betray the hand of a mistress
the divine art, to the enchantment of the white
molions of those graceful arms and fingers fine,
awakes a spirit 1n the stimgs accordant to the
spirit 1o that voice worthy to have blended
with St Cecilia’s 1n her hymuing orisons A

RECREATIONS OF CHRISTOPHER NORTH.

Hebrew Melody! And now your heart feels
the utter wmournfulness of these words,

“ By Babcls streams we sat and wept

How sudden, yet how unviolent, the transitions
among all ow feelings ' Under no other power
50 swift and so soft ag that of Muswe  The soul
that sincercly loves Music, offers at no tunc the
shghtest resistance to her sway, but yields it
self up entuie to all 1its moods and measures,
lud captive by cach successtye strain through
the whole mysterious vorld of modulated air
Not a smile over all that hush  Entranced 1n
histening, they.are all sull as unages A sigh
—almost a sob——1s heard, and there 15 shedding
of tears The sweel singer’s self scems asaf
she felu all alone at sowe solitary shrine—
# Her free, oh ! csll it fuir, not pue '’

Yet pale now 1t 15, as if her heart almost died
within her at the pathos of her own beauuful
lament 1n a foreign Jand, and Joveher m her
captivity never was the fairest of the daugh-
ters of Zion !

Iow it howls" ‘T'hat was avery avalanche,
The snow-w tnds preach charity to all who have
roofs over-head—towards the houseless and
them who huddle round hearths where the fire
1> dying or dead  Those blankets must have
been a Godsend 1ndced to not a few famihies,
and your plan 1s preferable to a Fancy-Fair
Yet that 1s good too—nor do we find fault with
them who dance for the Destitute. We sanc-
tion amusements that give rchel to misery-—
and the wealthy may waltz unblamed for be-
hoof of the poor

Again what a howlingin the clumney ! What
a blattering on the windows, and what a can-
nonading on the battlements' What can the
Night be about? and what has put old Nox
mto such a most outrageous passion? He has
driven our Wiiter Rhapsody clean out of our
noddle—and to-morrow we must be sending
for the slater, the plumbes, and the glazier To
20 to bed 1o such a hurly-burly, would be to
make an Ultra-Torysh achnowledgment, not
only of the divine right, but of the divine
power, of King Morpheus  Dut an Ultra-Tory
we are nol—though Ultra-Trimmers try to 1m-
pose upon themselves that fiction among a
thousand others, so we shall smoke a cigar,
and let sleep go to the dogs. the deuse, the
devil, and the Chartsts.

-
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Deuse a headache have you—speak in a whis-
per, and not a syllable of your excellent obser-
vation 1s lost, your coat 1s dry, except that a
few dewdrops hidve been shook over you from
the branches stirred by the sudden wing-clap
of the cushat—and as for toothache 1nterfermg
with dinner, you eat as 1if your tusks had been
just sharpened, and would not scruple to dis-
cuss nuts, upper-and-lower-jaw-work fashion,
against the best crackers in the county Andall
this comes of loohing at Stockgill-force, or any
other waterfall, in dry weather, after a few re-
freshing and fertihizing showers that make the
teibutary rills to murmur, and set at work a
thousand additional feeders to every Lake
Ha! Matutine Roses '—budding, half-blown,
consummate—you are, indeed, 1n irresistible
blusht We shall not say which of you we
love best—she Lnows 1t , but we see there 1s no
hope to-day for the old man—for you are all
paired—and he must trudge 1t solus, in capacity
of Guide-General of the Forces What! the
nymphs are going to pony 1t? And you intend,
you selfish fellows, that we shall hold all the
reins whenever the spint moveth you to de-
viate from bridle-path, to clamber cliff for a
bird’s-eye view, or dive into dells for some rare
plant?  Well, well—there 1s a tradition, that
once we were young ourselves, and so iedo-
lent of youth are these hills, that we are more
than half mchned to beheve 1t—so blush and
titter, and laugh and look down, ye innccent
wicked ones, each with her squre by her pal-
frey’s name, while good old Christopher, lihe a
true guide, keeps hobbling in the rear on his
Crutch  Holla there'—to the rnight of our
friend Mr Benson’s smithy—and to Rothay-
bridge Turn 1 at a gate to the right hand,
which, twenty to one, you will find open, that
the cattle may take an occasional promenade
along the turnpihe, and cool their palates with
a litile dutch grass, and” saunter along by M-
lar-bridge and Foxgill on to Pelter-bridge, and,
if you please, to Rydal-mere Thus, and thus
only, 1s scen the vale of Ambleside, and what
avale of grove, and glade, and stream, and
chff, and cottage, and villa, and grass-field, and
garden, and orchard, and—But not another
word, for you would forthwith compare our
description with the reality, and seemng 1t faint
and feeble, would toss 1t into the Rothay,
?:lfll'laugh as the Vol plumped over a water-
The sylvan—or say ratherthe forest scenery
—(for there 1s to us an indescribable differ-
ence between these two words)—of Rydal-
Park, was, 1n memory of living men, magnifi-
cent, and 1t stll contamns a treasure of old
trees Lady Diana’s white pea-fow ], sitting on
the himbs of that huge old tree hike creatures
newly alightedfrom the Isles of Paradise! all
undisturbed by the water-falls, which, as you
Ieep Baziog on the long-dependimng plumage 1l-
lﬁmmmg the forest-gloom, seem 1ndeed to lose
their sound, and to partake the peace of that
resplsndent show—each splendour a wondrous
ird' For they stretch themselves all up,
with their gracefui crests, o’ercanopied by the
Eg‘bmge draperied as from a throne And
ver surdy were seen 1n this dayhght world
such unterrestrial creatures—though come
37
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from afar, all happy as at home 1 the Fairies’
Oak.

By all means ride away into these woods, and
lose yourselves for half an hour among the
coomg of cushats, and the shrill shriek of
startled blackbirds, and the rustle of the harm-
less slow-worm among the last year’s red
beech-leaves No very great harm 1n a kiss
under the shadow ot an oak, (oh fie!) while
the magpie chatters angrily at safe distance,
and the more mnocent squirrel peeps down
upon you [rom a bough of the canopy, and,
hotsting his tail, glides mto the obscurity of
the loftiest umbiage You still continue to see
and hear, but the sight 1s a glimmer, and the
sound a hum, as 1fthe forest-glade were swarm-
1ing with bees, from the ground-flowers to the
herons’ nests Refreshed by_your dream of
Dryads, follow a lonesome din that 1ssues from
a pule of wooded chffs, and you are led to a
Water-fall Five minutes are enough for tak-
10g an impression, if your mind be of the right
matertal, and you carry 1t away with you fur-
ther down the Forest Such a torrent will not
reach the lake without disporting itself into
‘many htile cataracts,, and sawye ever such a
farry one as that flowing through below an
tvyed bridge mmto a cireular basin oversha-
dowed by the uncertain twihght of many
checkering branches, and washing the rock-
base of a Hermitage, :n which a sin-sickened,
or pleasure-palled man might, before his hairs
were gray, forget all the gratifications and all
the gutlt of the noisy world?

You are now all standing together 1n a group
beside Ivy-cotiage, the river gliding below 1ts
wooden bridge from Rydal-mere It 1s a per-
fect model of such architecture—breathing the
very spirit of Westmoreland The public road,
skirted by 1ts front paling, does not 1n the least
degree 1njure 1ts character of privacy and re-
tirement, so we think at this dewy hour of
prime, when the gossamer meets our faces,
extended from the honeysuckled slate-porch to
the trees on the other side of the turnpike And
see how the multitude of low-hanging roofs and
gable-ends, and dove-cot looking windows,
steal away up a green and shrnbberied acch-
vity, and termnating 1 wooded rocks that
seem part of the building, 1n the uniting rich-
ness of ivy, lichens, moss-roses, broom, and
sweel-brier, murmuring with birds and bees,
busy pear hive and nest' It would be ex-
tremely pleasant to breakfastin that deep-win-
dowed room on the ground-floor, on cream and
barley-cakes, eggs, coffee, and dry-toast, with
a hitle mutton-ham not too severely salted, and
at the conclusion, a nut-shell of Glenlivet aor
Cogniac  But, Lord preserve ye ! 1t 1s notjet
six o’clock 1n the morming, and what Chris-
tian hettle ssmmereth before seven? Yes, my
sweet Harriet, that sketch does you eredit, and
it1s far from bemg very unlike the original
Rather too many chimneys by about half-a-
‘dozen , and where did you find that steeple 1m-
mediately over the window marked “Dairy?”
"The pigs are somewhat too sumptuously lodged
in that elegant sty, and the hen-roost might ac-
commedate a pheemix  Bat the features of the
chief porch are very happily hit off—you have
caught the very atic 2in;nl: of the roof—and
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around us, and as the idea of morning dies,
sufhcient for our happiness 1s “the hight of
common day ’—the imagery of common eaith
There has been rain during the mght—enough,
and no more, to enliven nature—the mists dare
ascending composedly with promise of gentle
weather—and the sun, so mld that we can
look him 1 the face with unwinhing eyes,
gives assurance that as he has nisen so will
he reign, and so will he set 1n peace
Yet we cannot help thinling 1t somewhat
remarkable, that, to the best of our memory,
never once were we the very first out into the
dawn We say nothing of birds—for they,
with their sweet jargoning, anticipate 11, and
from their bed on the bough feel the foretun-
ning warmth of the sunrise, netther do we
allude to hares, for they are “hirplmg hame,”
to sleep away the hght hours, open-eyed, m
the briery quarry in the centre of the trachless
wood Lven cows and horses we can excuse
being up before us, for they have bivouached,
and the latter, as they often sleep standing,
are naturally somnambulists Weasels, too,
we can parden for running across the road be-
fore us, and as they reach the hole-in-the-wall,
showmg by their clear eyes that they have
been awake for hours, and have probably
breahfasted on leveret We have no spite at
chanticleer, nor the hooting owls against whom
he 15 so lustily erowing hours before the orient,
nor do we care although we know that 1s not
the fiist sudden plunge of the tyrant trout mnto
the mnsect cloud already hovering over the tarn
But we confess that 1t 1s a httle mortifying to
our prnde of time and place, to meet an old
beggar-woman, who from the dust on her tat-
tered brogues has evidently marched miles
from her last night’s wayside howf, and who
holds out her withered palm for charity, at an
hour when a cripple of fourscore might have
been supposed sleeping on her pallet of straw
A pedlar, too, who has got through a portion
of the Excursion before the sun has illumed
the mountam-tops, 1s mortifying, with his piled
pack and ellwand There, as we are a Chus-
t1an, 1s Ned Hurd, landing a pike on the margin
of the Reed-pool, on his way from Hayswater,
where he has been all mght anghng, nll his
creel 1s as heavy as a sermon, and a luttle
further on, comes 1ssming Iike a Dryad’s
daughter, from the gate i the lane, sweet,
little Alice Llleray, with a basket danghng
beneath her arm, going 1n her o1phan beauty
to gather, 1n their season, wild strawberiies or
violets in the woods
Sweet orphan of Wood-edge! what would
many a childless pair give for a creature one-
half so beavtiful as thou, to break the sullness
of a home that wants but one blessing to male
1t perfectly bappy' Yetthere are few or none
to lay a hand on that golden head, o1 leave a
kiss upoun its ringlets The father of Alce
Elleray was a wild and reckless youth, and,
going to the wars, died in a foreign land. Her
mother soon faded away of a broken heart,—
and who was to care for the orphan child of
the forgotten friendless? An old pauper who
hves 1 that hut, scarcely distitngmishable from
the sheilings of the charcoal-burners, was glad
to take her from the parish for a weekly mite
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that belps to cke out her own subsistence. For
twao or three years the child was felt a burden
by the sohitary widow, but ere she had reached
her fifth summer, Alice Dlleray never left the
hut without darhness seeming to overshadow
i—unever entered the door without bringing the
sunshine 'Where can the small, lonely crea-
turc have heard so many tunes, and ars, and
snatches of old songs—as if some fairy bird
had taught her melodies of fasry-land?  She s
now n her tenth year, nor an adler 1 her soli-
tude Do you wish for a flowery bracelet for
the necle of a chosen one, whose perfumes may
mingle with the bosom-balm of her virgmn
beauty? 'The orphan of Wood-edge will wreath
1t of blossoms cropt before the sun hath melted
the dew on leaf or petal  'Will you be for car-
rying away with you to the far-off cuy some
pretty little silvan toy, to remind jou of Am-
bleside, and Rydal, and other beautiful names
of beautiful lecahties near the lucid waters of
Windermere? Then, Lady! purchase, at Iit-
tle cost, from the fair basket-makher, an orna-
ment for your patlour, that will not disgrace
us fanciful furniture, and, as you sit at your
dreamy needlew orh, will recall the green forest-
glades of Biathy ot Calgarth  Industrious
creature ! each day 1s to thee, 1n thy sumphcity,
an entire hfe  All thoughts, all feelings, anse
and die 1 peace between sunrise and sunset,
What carest thou for bemg an orphan' know-
g, as thou well dost, that God 15 thy father
and thy mother, aud that a prayer to Him
brings health, food, and sleep to the innocent

Letting drop a curtsy, tanght by Nature, the
mother of the Graces, Alice Elleray, the arphan
of Wood-edge, without wawing to be tw.ce
bidden, tnlls, asif trom 2 silver pipe, a wild,
bird-hke warble, that 1n 1ts cheerfulness has
now and then a melancholy fall, and, at the
close of the song, hers are the only eyes that
are not dimmed with the haze of tears. Then
away she ghdes with a thankful smile, and
dancing over the greensward, Ithe an uncertain
sunbeammn, lays the treasure, won by her beauty,
her skill, and her industry, on the lap of her
old guardian, who blesses her with the uphft-
mg of withered hands

Meanwhile, we request you to walk away
with us up to Stochgll-torce  There has been
a new sertes of dry weather, to be sure, butto
our hlang, a waterfall 15 best 1n a ramless
summer  After a ifood, the nose 1s beyondall
endurance You get stunned and stupified tll
your head splits Then yjou mayxopen your
mouth hike a barn-door—we are speahing to
jou, sir—and roar into a fiiend’s ear all
vamn a remark on the cataract To him you.
are a dumb man In two minutes you are as
completely drenched mn spray as 1t you had
fallen out of a boat—and descend to dinner
with a toothache that keeps you 1n starvation
in the presence of provender sufhcient for a
whole bench of bishops In dry weather,
on the contrary, the waterfall 1s in moderation ,
and 1nstead of tumbling over the chit i a per-
petual peal of thunder, why, 1t shdes and shd-
ders mernly and musically away down the
green shelving rocks, and sinks mto repose 11
many a dim or lucid pool, amrdst whose foam-
bells 15 playng or asleep the fearless Natad.
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chimney were 1n flame—a tumultuous cloud
pours aloft, stragghng and broken, through the
broad slate stones that defend the mouth of the
vomutory from every blast The matron within
1s doubtless about to prepare brealfast, and
last year’s rotten pea-sticks have soon heated
the capactous gridiron Let the smoke-wreath
melt away at 1ts leisure, aud do you admure,
along with us, the infimte vanety of all those
httle shelving and <loping roofs To feel the
full force of the pecuhiar beauty of these antique
tenements, you must understand theiwr domes-
tic economy If 1gnorant of that, you can have
no conception of the meaning of any one thing
3 ou see—roofs, eaves, chimneys, beams, props,
doors, havals, and sheds, and hanging stair-
case, being all huddled together, as you think,
n uninteligible confusion, whereas they are
all precisely what and where they ought to be,
and have had their colours pamnted, forms
shaped, and places allotted by wind and wea-
ther, and the perpetually but pleasantly felt
necesstties of the natural eondimon of moun-
taineers
Dear, dear 1s the thateh' to"the eyes of a son
of Caledonia, for he may remember the house
1in which he was born, but what thatch was
ever »o0 beautiful as that slate from the quarry
of the White-moss? Tach one—no—not each
one—but almost each one—of these hittle over-
hanging roofs seems to have been slated, or
repaired at least, in 1its own separate season,
so various 1s the lustre of lichens that bathes
the whole, as richly as ever rock was bathed
fronting the sun on the mountain’s brow Here
and there 15 seen some small window, before
unobserved, curtained perhaps—for the states-
man, and the statesman’s wife, and the states-
man’s daughters, have a taste—a taste -
spired by domestic happiness, which, seeking
stmply comfort, urconsciously creates beauty,
and whatever 1ts homely hand touches, that 1t
adorns  There would seem to be many fire-
places 1n Brauthwaite-fold, from such a num-
ber of chimney-pillars, each nising up to a dif-
ferent altitude from a different base, round as
the bole of a tree—and elezant, as 1f shaped by
Vitruvius  To us, we confess, there 1s nothing
offensive 1n the most glaring white rough-cast
that ever changed a cottage mto a patch of
sunny snow  Yet here that grayish-tempered
unobtrusive hue does ceitainly blend to per-
fection with roof, rock, and sky Every in-
strument 1s i tune  Notevenin silvan glade,
nor amorys the mountain rocks, did wanderer’s
eyes ever behold a porch of meeting tree-stems,
or rechning chils, more gracefully festooned,
than the porch from which now issues one of
the fatrest of Westmenia's daughters With
one arm crossed before her eyes wn a sudden
burst of sunshine, with the other Lllnor Inman
waves to her little brother and sisters among
the barkepeclers 1n the Rydal woods The
graceful signal 1s repeated tll seen, and 1n a
few mmutes a boat steals twinkling from the
opposite side of the lake, each tug of the youth-
fl;_l }rowcrs distinetly heard through the hollow
of t }elvale A singing voice rises and ceases—
as ithe singer were watching the echo—and
1s not now the picture complete ?
After a ume old bwildings undergo no per-
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ceptible change, any more than old trees, and
after they have begun to feel the touch of de-
cay, 1t 15 long before they look melancholy, for
while they continue to be used, they cannot
help Joohing cheerful, and even dilapidation
1s painful only when felt to be hfeless The
house now 1n ruins, that we passed a few hun-
dred yards ago without you seeing it—we saw
1t with a sigh—among some dark firs, just be-
fore we began to ascend the ll, was many
years ago nhabited by Miles Mackareth, a
man of some substance, and umiversally es-
teemed for his honest and pious character
s ntegrity, however, wanted the grace of
courteousness, and his rehigion was somewhat
gloomy and austere, while all the habits of his
Iife’ were sad, secluded, and solitary  His fire-
side was always decent, but never cheerful—
there the passing traveller partook of an un-
grudzing, buta grave hospitahty , and although
neighbours dropping 1 unasked were always
treated as neighbours, yet seldom were they
mvited to pass an evening below his roof, ex-
cept upon the stated festivals of the seasons,
or some domestic event demanding socialty,
according fo the country custom  Year after
year the gloom deepened on s strong-marked
mntellectual countenance, and his hatr, once
black as jet became unuimely gray Indeed,
although htile more than fifty years old when
you saw his head uncovered, you would have
talren him for a man approaching to threescore
and ten His wife and only daughter, both
paturally of a cheerful disposition, grew every
year more retired, till at last they shunned sc-
clety altogether, and were seldom seen but at
church Andnow a vague rumour ran through
the hamlets of the neighbouring valleys, that
he was scarcely in his right mind—that he had
been heard by shepherds on the bills talking to
himself wild words, and pacing up and down
in a state of distraction The famly ceased
to attend divine worship, and as for some tune
the Sabbath had been the only day they were
visible, few or none now knew how they fared,
and by many they were nearly forgotten MMean-
while, during the whole summer, the miserable
man haunted the lonehest places, and, to the
terror of his wife and daughter, who had lost
all power over him, and durst not speak, fre-
quently passed whole days they knew not
where, and came home, silent, haggard, and
ghastly, about midnight His widow after-
wards told that he seldom slept, and never
without dreadful dreams—that often would he
sit up all mght 1n his bed, with eyes fixed and
staring on nothing, and uttering ejaculations
for mercy for all his sins

‘What these sins were he never confessed—
nor, as far as man may judge of man, had he
ever commitied any act that needed to lte
heavy on Ims conscience But his whole
being, he sud, was one black sin—and a
spirit had been sent to tell him, that his doom
was to be with the wiched through all the ages
of etermity  'That spinit, without form o sha-
dow—only a voice—seldom left his side day
or might, go where he would, but 1ts most
dreadful haunt was under a steep rock called
Blakeriggscaur, and thither, in whatever {i-
rection he turned his face on leaving his own
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nurtured Burns, and the Shepherd’s grave 1s
close to the cot m which he was born—within
heanng of the Bttrick’s mouraful voice on 1ts
way to meet the Yarrow Skiddaw oversha-
dows, and Greta freshens the bower of him
who framed,

« 0f Thalaba, the wild 1nd wond’rous song

Here the woods, mountams, and waters of Ry-
dal mmparadise the abode of the wisest of na-
tare’s bards, with whom poetry 1s religion  And
where was he ever s0 happy asin that region,
he who created © Christabetle,” “ beautiful ex-
ceedngly,” and sent the # Auncient Marmer”
on the wildest of all voyagings, and brought
hium back with the ghasthest of all crews, and
the strangest of all curses that ever haunted
crimel

Of ail Poets that ever lived, Wordsworth bas
been at once the most trathful and the most
wdeahizing , external nature from him has re-
cewved a soul,and becomes our teacher, while
he has so filled our minds with’ 1mages from
her, that every mood finds some fine affiniies
there, and thus we all hang for susténance and
delight on the bosom of our mughty Mother
‘We believe that there are many who have an
eye for Nature, and even a sense of the beau-
uful, without any very profound feehng, and
to them Wordsworth’s finest descriptive pas-
sages seem often langmd or diffuse, and not to
present to their eyes any distinct picture Per-
haps sometimes this objection may be just,
but to pamnt to the eye 1s easier than to the
wmagination—and Wordsworth, taking 1t for
granted that people can now see and hear, de-
sires to make them feel and understand, of his
pupil 1t must not be said,

* A primrose by the niver’s bnm
A yellow prunrose 1s 10 um,
And 1t 1 nothing more ,”*

the poet gives the something more till we start
at the disclosure as at a lovely appantion—yet
an appantion of beauty not foreign to the
flower, but exhaling from 15 petals, which till
that moment seemed to us but an ordinary
bunch of leaves In these lines 1s an humbler
example of how recondite may be the spirit of
beauty 1n any most famihar thing belonging to
the kungdom of nature, one higher far-—but of

the same kind—is couched i two immortal
Verses——

“To me the humblest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lic too deep for tears **

In what“would the poet differ from the wor-
thy man of prose, 1f his imagination possessed
not a beantfying and fransmuting power over
the objects of the manimate world? Nay, even
the naked truth uself i1s seen clearly but by
poetic eyes, and were a sumph all at once to
become a poet, he would all at once be stark-
staningmad ~ Yonder ass licking his lips at a
thistle, sees but water for him to drink 1n Wi-
dermere a-glow with the golden lights of set-
ling suns., The ostler or the boots at Lowood-
mn takes a somewhat higher flight, and for a
moment, pausing with curry-comb or black-
ing-brush 1n his suspended hand, calls on Sally
Chambermaid for gracious sake to look at
Pull-wyke 4The waiter who has culuvated
histaste from conversation with Lakers, learns

'
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their phraseology, and declares the sunset to
be exceedingly handsome. The Laker, who
sometimes has a soul, feels 1t rise within hun
as the rim of the orb disappears 1n the glow
of softened fire The arust comphments Na-
ture, by likeming her evening glones to a pic-
ture of Claud Lorrame—while the poet feels
the sense sablime
« Of sometinng far more deeply interfused,

Whose dwelling 1s the light of seting suns,

And the round ocean and the hving aw,

And the blue sky, and 1o the mind of man ; >

A motion and a spint that impels

All tmnfung things, all objects of all thought,
And rolls through ail things ”*

Compare any one page, or any twenty pages,
with the character given of Wordsworth’s
poetry 1n the obsolete criticism that sought to
send 1t to oblivion The poet now sits on his
throne 1n the blue serene—and no voice from
below dares deny his supremacy in his own
calm domunions And was it of him, whom
devout 1magination, dreaming of ages to come,
now sees, placed m his 1mmortality between
Milton and Spenser, that the whole land once
rang with nidicule, while her wise men wiped
their eyes “of tears that sacred puy had en-
gendered,” and then relieved thewr hearts by
joming 1 the laughter “ of the umiversal Bri-
tish nation 7 All the meffuble absurdities of
the bard are now embodted 1n Seven Volumes
—the sense of the ridiculous still survives
among us—our men of wit and power are not
all dead—we have yet our saturists, great and
small—editors 1n thousands, and contributors
i tens of thousands—yet not a whisper 1s
heard to breathe detraction from the genius of
the high-priest of nature, while the voice of
the awakened and enhightened land declares 1t
to be divine—using towards him not the lan-
guage merely of admiration but of reverence—
of love and gratitude, due to a benefactor of
bumanity, who has purified its passions by
lofuiest thoughts and noblest sentiments, still-
ing their turbulence by the same processes that
magmfy their power, and showing how the
soul, 1n ebb and flow, and when 1its tide 1s at
full, may be at once as strong and as serene as
the sea

There are few pictures pamted by hmm
merely for the pleasure of the eye, or even the
1magination, though dll the pictures he ever
painted are beautiful to both, they have all a
moral meaning—many a meaning more than
moral—and his poetry can be comprehended,
i 1ts full scape and spirit, but by those who

feel the sublimity of these four lines 1 his
“0Ode to Duty”—

“Tlowers laugh before thee on their beds,
And fragrance in thy footing treads,
‘Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong
And the most ancient heavens through ihee are fresh

and strong *’
Is thy hfe disturbed by gwlty or sinful pas-
sions?  Have they gained a mastery of thee—
and art thou indeed their slave? Thep the
poetry of Wordsworth must be to thee

“ Ag 1s a picture to 2 blind man’s eye ,”*

or 1f thine eyes yet See the hght 1n which 1t 1s

enveloped, and thy heart yet feels the beauty
it reveals, 1n spite of the clouds that overhang
282
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door, he was led by an iwrresistible 1mpulse,
even as a child 1s led by the hand Tenderly
and truly had he once loved his wife and
daughter, nor less because that love had been
of few words, and with a shade of sorrow But
now he looked on them almost as 1f they had
been stiangers—except at tumes, when he
started up, kissed them, and wept. His whole
soul was possessed by horrid fantasies, of
which 1t was 1tself object and vietun, and it
1s probable, that had he seen them both lying
dead, he would have left their corpses in the
house, and taken s way to the mountains
At last one might passed away and he came
not Is wife and daughter, who had not gone
to bed, went to the nearest house and told their
tale In an hour a hundred feet were travers-
g all the loneliest places—till a hat wasseen
floating on Loughrigg-tarn, and then all knew
that the search was near an end. Drags were
soon got from the fishermen on Windermere,
and a boat ciossed and recrossed the tarn on
1ts miserable quest, 1ll m an hour, during which
wife and daughter sat without speaking on a
stone by the water-edge, the body came floating
to the surface, with its long silver hair One
smgle shriek only, 1t 1s said, was heard, and
from that shriek tll three years afterwards,
his widow knew not that her husband was
with the dead On the brink of that small
sandy bay the body was laid down and cleansed
of the muddy weeds—his daughter’s own hands
assisting 1n the rueful work—and she walked
among the mourners, the day before the Sab-
bath, when the funeral enteied the littie burial-
ground of Langdale chapel, and the congrega-
tion sung a Christian psalm over the grave of
the forgiven suicide.

‘We cannot patronize the practice of walking
1n large parttes of ten or a score, ram-stam and
helter-skelter, on to the front-green or gravel-
walk of any private nobleman or gentleman’s
house, to enjoy, from a commanding station,
an extensive or picturesque view of the cir-
cumjacent countiy It 1s too much in the
style of the Fiee and Easy The family with-
in, sitting perhaps at dinner with the windows
open, or sewing and reading 1n a cool disha-
bille, cannot like to be stared in upon by so
many curious and inquisitive pupils all a-hunt
for prospects, nor were these rose bushes
planted there for pubhe use, nor that cherry-
tree 1n vain netted against the blackbirds Not
but that a parly may now and then excusably
enough pretend to lose their way 1n a strange
country, and looking around them 1n well
assumed bewilderment, bow hesutatingly and
respectfully to maid or matron at door or win-
dow, and, with a thousand apologies, hinger-
ingly offer to retire by the avenue gate, on the
other side of the spactous lawn, that terrace-
Ithe hangs over vale, lake, and river But to
avoud all possible imputation of mmpertinence,
follow our example, and make all sucn in-
cuisions by break of day We hold that, for
a couple of hours before and after sunrise,
all the earth 15 common pioperty Nobody
surely would think for a moment of looking

blackk on any number of freebooting lahers
commng_ full sail up the avenue, right against
the fiont, at four o’clock 1n the morning” At
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that hour, even the poet would grant them the
puvilege of the arbour where he sits when in-
spired, and writing for immortality He feels
conscious that he ought to have been 1n bed,
and hastens, on such occasions, to apologize
for lus ntrusion on strangers availing them.
selves of the mghts and privileges of the
Dawn.

Leaving Ivy-cottage, then, and its yet un-
breathing chimneys, turn 1n at the first gate to
yourright, (1f 1t be not bualt up, 1n which case
leap the wall,) and find your way the best you
can through among old pollarded and 1vyed
ash-trees, mtermingled with yews, and over
knolly ground, brier-woven, and here and there
whitened with the jagged thorn, 2! you reach,
through a slate stile, a wide gravel walk, shaded
by pine-trees, and open on the one side to an
orchard Proceed—and little more than a hun-
dred steps will land you on the front of Rydal-
mount, the house of the great Poet of the Lakes
Mr Wordsworth 1s not at home, but away to
cloud land in his httle boat so like the crescent
moon. But do not by too much eloquence
awaken the family, or scare the silence, or
frighten “the nnocent brightness of the new-
born day.” We hate all sentimentalism; but
we bid you, 1n his own words,

“Wath gentle hand
Touch, for there 1s a spirit 1n the leaves '™’

From a quaint platform of evergreens you
see a blue gleam of Windermere over the grove-
tops—close at hand are Rydal-hall and its an-
cient woods—right opposite the Loughrigg-
fells, ferny, roclky, and silvan, but the chief
breadth of breast pastoral—and to the right
Rydal-mere, seen, and scarcely seen, through
embowering trees, and mountain-masses bathed
in the morning hght, and the white-wrecathed
mists for a httle while longer shrouding their
summits A lately erected private chapel lifts
1ts little tower from below, surrounded by a
green, on which there are yet no graves—nor
do we Lknow if 1t be intended for a place of
burial A few houses are sleeping beyond the
chapel by the river side, and the people begin-
ning to set them m order, here and therea pil-
lar of smohe ascends into the air, giving cheer-
fulness and animation to the <cene

The Lake-Poets! ay,” their day 1s come
The lakes are worthy of the poets, and the
poets of the lakes That poets should love
and hive among lakes, once seemed most ab-
surd to critics whose domiciles wert on the
Nor-Loch, 1n which there was not sufficient
water for a tolerable quagmire Edmnburgh
Castle 1s a noble 1ock—so are the Salisbury
Craigs noble crargs—and Arthur’s Seat a noble
lon couchant, who, were he to leap down on
Auld Reekie, would break her back-bone and
bury her 1n the Cowgate But place them by
Pavey-ark, or Red-scaur, or the glamour of
Glaramara, and they would look about as mag-
nificent as an upset pack of cards Who, pray,
are the Nor-Loch poets ? Not the Minstrel—he
holds by the tenure of the T'weed Not Camp-
bell—“he heard in dreams the music of the
Clyde” Not Joanna Bailhe—her inspiration
was nursed on the Calder’s silvan banks and
the moors of Strathaven Stream-loving Cola

¢
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Prose 1s 4 million fimes more numerous than
verse Uhen prose umproves the more poetical
1t Lecomes, but verse, the moment 1t becomes
prosaic, goes to the dogs  Then, the connect-
ing hinks between two fine passages in yerse,
it s enjoined, shall be as hutle Iike verse as
rossible, nay, whole passages, crties say,
should be of that sort, and why, pray, not
prose at once’ Why chip the King’s Lnglish,
or the Emperor’s Genman, or the Sublune
Porte’s T'uihash, inte bits of dull pngle—pre-
tending to be verses merely because of the
proper nunber of syllables—some of them 1m-
prisoned pechaps i parentheses, where they
sit helplesslv protruding the bare soles of their
feet, hlefolits that have got muszy, in the stocks?

Wordsworth says well, that the language
of common people, when giving utterance to
assionate emotions, 1s highly figurative, and
Kcncc he concludes not so well fit for a lyrical
ballad ‘Thewr volubihity 1s great, nor few thewr
flowers of speech  But who ever heard them,
but by the merest accident, spout verses?
Rhyme do they never—the utmost they reach
1s oceastonal blanks But thewr prose! Ye
gods' how they do talh! The washerwoman
absolutely froths like her own tub, andyou
pever dream of asking her “how she is off for
soap?®” Paradise Lost' The Ixcuision' The
Task mdecd' No man of woman born, no
woman by man begotten, ever et lus or her
senses spoke lthe the authors of those poems
Hamlet, 1n his subhmest moods, speaks 1n
prose—Lady Macbeth talks prose mn her sleep
~and so 1t should be printed % Ont, damned
spot!” are three words of prose, and who that
beheld Siddons wringing her hands to wash
them of murder, did not feel that they were
the most dreadful ever extorted by remorse
from,guily ?

A green old age 1s the most loving season
of life, for almost all the other passions are
then dead or dymg—or the mund, no more at
the merey of a troubled heart, compares the
litle pleasure their gratification can ever yield
how with what 1t could at any tune long ago,
and lets them rest Dnvy 15 the worst dis-
tucber or embitterer of man’s dechning years,
but 1t does not desersc the name of a passion
~and 1s a discase, not of the poor 1n spirtt—
for they are blesscd—but of the mean, and then
they indeed are cursed  For our own parts
ue hnow Envy but 1s we have studied 1t 1n
olhers—and never felt 1t except towards the
wise and¥good, and then ’twas a longing
desire 1o be hike them~pamful only when we
thougnt that might neyer be, and that all our
lofueat aspirations might be i vam  OQur
civy of Gemus 1s of a natute so noble, that 1t
hnows no happiness ke that of guarding from
mildew the Lurels on the brows of the Muses’
Syons What a dear hind soul of 1crinic 1s old
Chnstopher North ' Watering the flovers of

postry, and removing the weeds that mnght
chchi them—letung 1n the sunshine upon thumn,
and funuing thua from the blast—proclauning
where the pardens grow, and Icading bo,s
and viesins it the pleasant alleys—te achim g
Beirts o love and eyes fo seo ther be ty,
anl elays.ty g, by the atributes 16 has pleasal
Dalire 10 bestow on the vanous orders, the
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plants of Paradive—This 15 our ocenpation—
and the happiess of witnessing them all crow-
mg 1 the bght of adnuration 15 our reward

I'mding our wa, baek Jas we choose o Ivy-
collage, we cross the wooden bridge, and away
along the western shore of Rydal-mere Hence
you see the mountams in magficent compo-
stion, and craggy coppices with intervening
areen ficlds shelving dovn to the lale maigin.
It 15 a small Iake, not much more than a nule
round, and of a very pecuhar character. One
memorable cottage only, as far as we remem-
ber, peeps on its shore from a grove of
sycamores, a statesman’s pleasant dwelling;
and there are the rums of snother on a slope
near the upper end, the ciurcle of the girden
sl visible, Every thing has a quiet but
wildish pastoral and stlvan look, and the bleat-
g of sheep fills the hollow of the hulls  The
lahe has a rcedy inlet and outlet, and the ang-
ler thinks of pike when hie looks upon such
harbours  There 1s a single boat-house, where
the Lady of the IIall has a padlocked and
pawnted barge for pleasure parties, and the
heronry on the high pine-trees of the only
1sland connects the scene with the ancicnt park
of Rydal, whose oalk woods, though thinned
and decayed, still preseive the majestc and
venerable character of anuquity and baromal
siate

Having taken a nzering farewell of Rydal-
mere, and of the new Chapel-tov cr, thatseems
among the groves already to be an antique,
we may cither sink down 1o the siream that
flows ont of Grassmere and connccts the two
lakes, crossing a wooden bridge, and then jom-
g the new road that swecps along to the
Village, or we may keep up on the face of the
hill, and by a terrace-path reach the Loughnggz-
road, a few hundred yards above Tail-end, a
pretty cottage-ornte which you will obsenve
crowning 2 wooded emincnce, and loolting
cheeifully abroad over alt the vale Theres
one Mount 1n particular, v hence we see to
advantage the dehightful panorama—cenarehing
mountains—Grassmere Lake far down below
your feet, with its one green pastoral tale, s1l-
van shores, and emerild meadows—huts and
homes sprinkled up and down in all directions
—the village paitly embowered 1n groves, and
partly open below the shadow of large smgle
trces—and the Churchitov er, almost always a
fine fiature in the scenery of the north of
Lngland, standing 1 stately simpheity among
the clustering tenuments, nor dwindied even
by the great height of the hills

It 15 pleasant to lo~e <ight entirely of a
buauttul seene, and to plod along fur a few
hundred yards tp almost objectless shadow.
Qur conceptions and fuelings are bri,ht and
strong from the nearncss of then objects, yet
the dreaun is some vhat diiferent frow the reals
ity All at onee, at a twrmng of the road, the
splendour reappe us Ithe an unfurlid baner,
and the heart leaps i the Joy of the senvea.
This sortof enjoyment Loty upon jou Lifure
you rcach the Village of Gruswere from the
potut of vison above duseribed, asda s'ringer
somtctimes 15 apt {0 doubt 3f 1t Le roadiy the
same Lihe—that one wlnd, avd tocse o
promontones, shufupg sote uch »ared Lonbs
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and the storms that trouble them, that bcauty’
will be nubearable, Ul tegret bucome temanse,
and 1emorse peuitence, and pemtence restore
thee to those mtmtions of the truth that illus
mine s sacred pages, and thou knowest and
feelest once more that

“The primal duties that shiine tloR--1ike stars,’*

that f’s best pleasmes grow hke flowers all
atound and beneath thy feet.

Nor arte we not pravileged to cherish g bet
ter feehng than pride m the behwed, or rather
knowledge, that Wi have helped to difluse
Wordsworth’s poetiy not only over this 1sland,
but the fuithest dependencies of the British
empire, and throughout the Umted States of
Amenca. Many thousands have owed to us
their emancipation from the piejudices agamnst
i, under which they had wilfully remaned
1gnotant of it duning many years, and we have
mstiaeted as mauy more, whose hearts were
fiee, how to foolk on 1t wath those eyes of fove
which alone can discover the Beanttful,  Com-
munications have been made to us trom across
the Atlantic, and from the heart of India~from
the Ocerdent and the Ortent—thanking us tor
havmg vindicated and extended the fame of the
best of aur Inmg bards, tll the name ot
Waordsworth has become a household word on
the banks of the Mississipprand the Gange.
It would have been so had we never ned, bu!
not so soon, and many a noble nature has wor-
shipped his genws, as displayed in our pages,
notn fragments but in perfeet poems, accom-
panted with our comments, who had no means
in those distant regions of possessing hus yo-
lumes, wheieas Maga thes on wings to the
uttermost parts of the earth.

As for our own dear Scotland—for whose
salte, with all her faults, the hght of day 1»
sweet (0 our eyes—iwenty yeats ago there
wete not lwenty copies—we question i there
were len—of the Lynical Ballads in all the
tand of the mountawm and the tlood. Now
Wardsworth 1s studied all Scotland over—and
Scotland 1s proud and happy to hnow, from his
Memorials of the Tows he has made thiough
her biown heaths and shaggy woois, that the
Bard’s heart overflows with hindness towards
her childien—that is songs have celebrated
the simple and heroic character of her olden
times, not left aunhonoured the virtues that yet
survive 1w her natonal character. All her
generous youth regard ham now as a great
Poet, and we have been more affected than we
should choose to confess, by the grateful ae-
knowledgment of many & gifted spirst, that to us
it was owing that they had opened their eyes
and their hearts to the ineffable beauty of that
poetry m which they had, under our wstruc-
tions, found not a vamn visionary delsght, but a

strength and succour and consolation, breathed
as from a shrine in the silence and solitude of
natuie, 1n which stood their father’s hut, sanc-
tifyme then humble birthplace with pous
thoughts that made the very weekdays to them
like Sabbaths—nor on the evening of the Sab-
bath mght they not blamelessly be blended
with those breathed from the Baible, enlaiging
their souls to rebgion by those meditative
smoods which such pure poetry mnspires, and
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by those habits of reflection whieh its study
forms, when pursued under the mnfluence of
thoughttul peace,

Why, 1t 1t were not for that everlasting—
we beg pardon—immortal Wordsworth—the
Lisxis, and all that belong to them, would be
our own—yte dwue—for we aie the heir-ap-
parent to the

“Bolu hing, of rocky Cunhesland *?

But Waordsworth never will—ncver can die;
and so we are i danger of being cheated out of
ourdue dominton, We cannot thini this fathor-
ly treatment of such a son—aud yet m our lofti-
est moods of fihal 1evesunce we have heard our-
selves exclaming, while

“The Catuact of Lodore

Peal'd 10 our orisons,’”

O Xmg! hve for ever!

Therefore, with the fear of the Dxcursion be-
fore our ey es, we 100k 10 Prose~—1o NUMLIoLs
prose—ay, though we say 1 that should not
54y 3, 10 Prose s NUIMCIoUs s 3Ny Verse—
and showed sueh scenes

“Ag srvage Rost dash'd, ot learged Pausai drew ™

Heére an Dnghsh lahe—there a Scotuish Joch-—
ull Turner grow jealous, and 1 homson flung
his brush at one of s own unfinished moun-
tains—when lo* a miracle! ‘Creative of gran-
deur in s very despatr, he stoed astonished
at the chiff that came prerapt from Ins canvas,
and christencd utself “the Eagle's BEyne,” as
1t fruwaed serenedy upon the sea, maddening in
& foamy circle at its maccessible feet,

Only in such prose as ours can the heart
pour forth 1ts effustons lithe a strong spring,
discharging ever so mauny gallons w1 a minute,
enther wuto pipes that conduct 1t through some
great Metropohitan city, or into a water-course
that soon becomes a rivulet, then a stream,
then a ruver, then a lake, and then a sen
Would Faney lunuriate ? ‘Then let her expand
wings of pros¢  Iun verse, however wregular,
her ihght 1> hime-twigged, and she soon tahes
to hoppiug on the ground Would Imagiation
dive? Let the beli 1n which she sinhs be con-
structed on the prase principle, and deepec
than ever plummet sunk, 1t will stavtle mon-
sters at the roats of the coral caves, et be un-
pervious to the strohes of the most tremendous
of tals, Would she soar? In a prose balloon
she seehs the stars  There 1s room and power
of ascension for any quantty of ballast—{lng
it out and up she goes? Let some gas escape,
and she descends far more giagerly than Mrs
Graham and Ius Seiene Highness , the grapuel
catches a stle, and she steps “hke a dreadless
angel unpursued” once more upon terra irma,
and may then celebrate her aenal voyage, #
she choose, 1 an Ode which will be sure near
the end to rise—1nto prose

Prose, we believe, 1s destined to drive what
1s called Poetry out of the world Hereisa
fau chailenge. Let any Poet send us a poem
of five hundred lines—blanks or not—on any
subject, and we shall write on that subject a
passage of the same number of wordf 1n
prose, and the Ddutors of the Quarterly, Edm.
burgh, and Westminister, shall decide which
deseives the prize. Milton was wofully wrong
in speaking of “prose or numerous verse.

’
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parng the family breakfast Lvery interest-
1ng object 1n the landscape seems edible—our
mouth waters all over the vale—as the village
clock tolls eight, we involuntanly say grace,
and Price on the Picturesque gives way to
Meg Dods’s Cookery

Mrs Bell of the Red Lion Inn, Grassmere,
can give a breakfast with any woman 1o Eng-
land  She bakes mcomparable bread—firm,
close, compact, and white, thin-crusted, and
admirably raised Her yeast always works
well What butter' Before 1t a primrose
must hide 1ts unyellowed head 'Then jam of
the finest quality, goose, rasp, and strawbcrry!
and as the jam 15, so are her jellies Hens
cackle that the eggs are fresh—and these
shrimps were sciaping the sand last night n
the Whitehavensea  What glorious bannocks
of barley-meal! Crisp wheaten cakes, too, no
thicker than a wafer Do not, our good sir,
appropriate that cut of pickled salmon, 1t 15
heavier than 1t looks, and will weigh about
four pounds One might live a thousand vears,
vet never weary of such mutton-ham  Virgin
honey, indeed' Let us hope that the bees
were not smothered, but by some gracious dis-
ciple of Bonar or Huber decoyed from a full
hive 1nto an empty one, with half the summer
and all the antumn before them to burld and
saturate their new Comb-Palace No bad
'ﬂ]mg 1s a cold pigeon pie, especially of cushats
To hear them coong 1n the centre-of a wood
1s one thing, and to see them lying at the hot-
tom of a pie1s another—which 1s the better,
depends entirely on time, place, and circum-
stauce, Well, a beef-steals at breakfast 1s ra-
ther startling—but let us iry a bit with these
fine ingenuous youthful potatoes, from a hght
sandy soil on a warm slope Next to the
country clergy, smugglers are the most Spirit~
ual of characters, and we venly believe that
obe “sma’ sull” Our dear sii—you are in
orders, we believe—wl] you have the good-
ness to return thanks? Yes, now you may
Ting the bell for the bill Moderate ndeed!

Vith a day’s work oefore one, there 1s nothing
hke the deep broad basis of biealfast

————

SECOND SAUNTLR

I 1s yet only ten o’clock—and what 2 mul-
utude of thoughts and feehngs, sights and
founds, Lghts and shadows have been ours
uce sunrise! Had we been 1n bed, all would

ave remamed unfelt and unknown But, to
X heesure. one dream mght have been worth
owm all  Dreams, however, when they are
o l;‘; ar}e gone, be they of bliss o1 bale, heaven
¥ he shades. No one weeps over a dream

M such tears no one would sympathize
bll;‘s,s’l’]s reality, “ the sober certamty of waking
B and to 1t memory shall ching  Let the
> J‘;.ct of our sorrow belong to the living world,

nd, transient though 1t be, 1ts power may
I!;'ll‘lklllmortal Away then, as of little worth,
drcm(: unsubstantial and wavering world of
humbls’ and 1n thewr place give us the very
o est hiymanities, so much the better 1f

loyed 1n some beaunful scenc of nature hke
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this, where all 1s steadfast but the clouds
whose very being 1s change, and the flow of
waters that have been in motion since the
Flood

Ha' a splendid equipage with a coronet,
And out steps, handed by her elated husband, a
high-born, beautiful and graceful bride They
are mahing a tour of the Lakes, and the honey-
moon hath not yet filled her horns  If there
be 1ndecd such a thing as happiness on this
earth, here 1t 1s—youth, elegance, heakth, rank,
riches, and love—all united in ties that death
alone can sunder How they hang tovards
each other—the blissful pair' Blind 1a their
passion to all the scenery they came to admire,
or beholding 1t but by fits and snatches, with
eyes that can see only one object She hath
alrcady learnt to forget father and motber,
and sister and brother, and all the young crea-
wures like herself—cvery one—that shared the
pastmes and the confidence of her virgin
youthhood. With her, as with Gencvieve—

“All thoughtx, 111 passions, 2l dehights,
Whatcver stirg this morta! frame,
All are but numisters of T ove
And fued ns sacred flame '?

And wll this holy state of the spririt endure? No
—it will fade, and fade, and fade away, so imper-
ceptibly, so unconsciously, (so like the shorten-
ing of the long summer days, that lose minute
after minute of the hght, ull again we hear the
yellow leaves rusthng in autumnal twibight,)
that the heart within that snow-drifted bosom
will inow not how great has been the change,
till at last 1t shall be told the truth, and know
that all mortal emotion, however paradisiacal,
15 born to die

Tain would we believe that forebodings like
these are, on all such occasions, whispered by
a blind and 1gnorant misanthropy, and that of
wedded Iife 1t may generally be said,

“ 0O happy state, where souls together draw,
Where love 13 hberty, and nature law '’

‘What profound powers of affection, grief, pity,
sympathy, delight, and religton belong, by 1ts
constitution, to the fiame of every human soul '
And if the courses of hfe have not greatly
thwarted the divine dispensations of nature,
will they not all rise into gemal play within
bosoms consecrated to each other’s happiness,
t1ll comes betwcen them the cold hand of death?
1t would seem that every thing fair and good
maust flourish under that holy necessity—every
thing foul and bad fade away, and that no
quarrel or unkindness could ever be between
pilgnims travelling together through time to
eternity, whether their path lead through an
Eden or a waste Habut itself comes with hum-
ble hearts to be gracious and bempgn, they
who have once loved, will not, for that very
reason, cease to love, memory shall brighten
when hope decays, and 1f the present be not
now so bhssful, so thriiling, so steeped 1n rap-
ture as 1t was 1n the golden priume, yet shall it
without repinag suffice to them whose thoughts
borrow unconsciously sweet comforts “from
the past and future, and have been taught by
mutual cares and sorrows to indulze temperced
expectations of the best earthly felieity. And
15 1t not so ! How much tranquulity and con-
tentment in human homes! Calm ontlowings
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pations with the varying mountamn-rndges and
ranges, that show top over top m bewildering
succession, and give hints of other valleys
beyond, and of Tarns rarely visited, among the
moorland wastes A single long dum shadow,
falling across the water, alters the whole physi-
ognomy of the scene—nor less a smgle bright
streak of sunshine, brighteming up some fea-
ture formerly hidden, and giving auimation
and expression to the whole face of the Lake
About a short mile from the Village Inn, you
will pass by, without seemng it~—unless warned
not to do so—one of the most singularly beau-
tiful habitations n the world It belongs to a
“gentleman of the name of Barber, and, we be-
lieve, has been almost entirely built by him—
the original hut on which his taste has worked
having been a mere shell The spirit of the
place seems 1o us to be that of Shadowy Si-
lence Its bounds are small, but it is an 1ndi-
visible part of a hillside so secret and silvan,
that 1t might be the haunt of the roe You
hear the tinkle of a nll, nvisible among the
hazels—a bird sings or flutters—a bee hums
Ins way through the bewildering woods—but
no louder sound Sowme fine old forest-trees
extend widely their cool and ghmmering shade,
and a few stumps or armless trunks, whose
bulk 15 increased by a load of ivy that hides
the hollow wherein the owls have their dom-
cile, give an air of antiquity to the spot, that,
but for other accompaniments, would almost
be melancholy As 1t1s, the scene has a pen-
swve character As yet you have seen no
house, and wonder whither the gravel-walks
are to conduct you, winding fancifully and
fantasticaily through the smooth-shaven Jawn,
bestrewed by a few large leaves of the horse-
chestnut or sycamore DBut there are clus-
tered verandas where the nightingale might
woo the rose, and lattice-windows reaching
from eaves to ground-sill, so sheltered that
they might stand open 1n storm and rain, and
tall circular chimneys, shaped almost hke the
stems of the trees that overshadow the roof
irregular, and over all a gleam of blue sky and
a few motionless clouds The noisy world
ceases to be, and the tranqm! heart, dehighted
wnth the sweet seclusion, breathes, “Oh' that
this were my cell, and that I were a hermn?’
But you soon see that the proprietor 1s nota
hermat, for everywhere you discern unosten-
tatious traces of that elegance and refinement
that belong to social and cultivated hfe, no-
thing rude and rough-hewn, yet nothing prim
and precise  Snails and spiders are taught to
keep thewr own places, and among the flowers
of that hanging garden on a sunny slope, nota
weed 15 to be seen, for weeds are beantiful
only by the wayside, 1n the matung of hedge-
roots, by the mossy stone, and the bnnk of the
well 1n the brae—and are offensive only when
they mntrude 1nto society above their own rank;,
and where they have the air and accent of
aliens By pretty pebbled steps of stairs you
moilnt up from platform to platform of the
sloping woodland banks—the prospect widen-
ng as youascend, ull from a bridge thatspans
a leaping nivulet, you behold 1 full blow all
Grassmere Vale, Village, Church-tower, and
Lake, the whole of the mountains, and a noble
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arch of sky, the circumference of that httle
world of peace

Circumscribed as are the boundaries of this
place, yet the grounds are so artfully, while one
thinks so artlessly, laid out, that, wandering
through their labyrinthine recesses, you might
believe yourself 1o an extensive wilderness
Here you come out upon a green open glade—
(you see by the sundial 1t 15 past seven o’clock)
—there the arms of an 1mmense tree oversha-
dow what s 1n 1tseif a scene—yonder you have
an alley that serpentizes into gloom and ob-
scurity—and from that chff you doubtless
would see over the tree-tops 1nto the outer and
airy world Whath all its natural beaultes 1s
intermingled an agreeable quaintness, that
shows the owner has occasionally been worle-
ing 1u the spint of fancy, almost caprice; the
taol-house in the garden 1s not without 1ts orna-
ments—the barn seems habitable, and the byre
has somewhat the appearance of a chapel.
You see at once that the man who lives here,
instead of bewng sick of the world, 1s attached
to ail elegant socialties and amities, that he
uses silver cups mnstead of maple bowls, shows
his scallop-shell among other curiosities 1n his
cabinet, and will treat the passing pilgrim with
pure water from the spring, 1f he insists upon
that beverage, but will first offer him a glass
of the yellow cowshp-wine, the cooling claret,
or the sparkhing champagne. |

Perhaps we are all beginning to get a httle
hungry, but 1t 1s too soon to breakfast, so,
leaving the village of Grassmere on the right,
keep your eye on Helm-crag, while we are
finding, without seeking, our way up Easdale
Easdale 15 an arm of Grassmere, and in the
words of Mr Green the artist, “1t1s in places
profusely wooded, and charmmngly sequestered
among the mountains” Here you may hunt
the walterfalls, 1 rainy weather easiy run
down, but difficult of detection 1n a drought
Several pretty rustic bndges cross and recross
the main stream and its tributaries, the col-
tages, in nook and on hillside, are among the
most picturesque and engaging in the whole
country, the vale widens mlo spacions and
noble meadow-grounds, on which might sut-
ably stand the mansion of any nobleman 1n
England—as you near 1its head, every thing
gets wild. and broken, with a shght touch of
dreariness, and by no very difficult asceut, we
might reach Easdale-tarn in less than an
hour’s wallung from Grassmere—a lonely and
impressive scene, and the baunt of the angler
almost as frequently as of the shepherd

How far canr we enjoy the beauty of exter-
nal nature under a sharp appente for breakfast
or dinner? On our imagination the effect of
bunger 1s somewhat singular 'We no longer
regard sheep, for instance, as the fleecy or the
bleating flock Their wool or thewr baaing 1s
nothing to us—we think of necks, and gigols,
and saddles of mutton, and even the lamb
frisking on the sunny bank 15 eaten by us 1n
the shape of steaks and fry If 1t 1s in the
morning, we see no part of the cow but her
udder, distiling richest milkiness Instead of
ascending to heaven on the smoke of a cottage
chimney, we put our arms round the column,
and descend on the hd of tife great paun pre-
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ful, therefore, mayst tnou be, as the dove in
the sunshine on the Tower-top—and as the
dove serene, when she sitteth on her nest
within the yew-tree’s gloom, far within the
wood !

Passing from our episode, Jet us say that
we are too well acquainted with your taste,
feeling, and judgment, to tell you on what ob-
jects to gaze or glance, 1 such a scene as the
vale ‘and village of Grassmere Of yourselves
you will find out the nooks and corners from
which the pretty whitewashed and flowermng
cottages do most picturesquely combine with
cach other, and wiuth the hills, and groves, and
old church-tower Without our gmiding hand
will you ascend knoll and eminence, be there
pathway or no pathway, and discover for your-
selves new Lake-Landscapes Led by your
own sweet and 1dle, chaste and noble fancies,
you will disappear, single, or 1 pairs and
parties, into little woody wildernesses, where
you will see nothing but ground-ilowers and a
ghmmering contiguity of shade Solitude some-
tumes, you know, 1s best society, and short
retirement urges sweet return Various travels
or voyages of discovery may be undertahen,
and thetr grand object attained in httle more
than an hour The sudden whirr of a cushat
1s an wcident, or the leaping of a lamb among
the broom In the quiet of nature, matchless
seems the music of the milkmaid’s song—and
of the hearty laugh of the haymalers, cioss-
1ng the meadow 1n rows, how sweet the cheer-
ful echo from Helm-crag' Grassmere appears
by far the most beautiful place n all the Lake-
country You buy a field—build a cottage—
and 1n 1magmation hie (for they are too short
to enable you to sit) beneath thershadow of
your own trees'

In an Dnghsh village—highland or lowland
—seldom 1s there any spot so beautiful as the
churchyard That of Giassmere 1s especially
50, with the pensive shadows of the old church-
tower setthng over 1ts cheerful graves Ay,
its cheerful graves' Startle not at the word
as too strong—for the pigeons are cooing in
belfry, the stream 1s murmuring round the
mossy churchyard wall, a few lambs are Jying
on the mounds, and flowers laughing 1n the
sunshie over the cells of the dead But hark!
the bell tolls—one—one—one—a funeral knetll,
spealting not of tume, but of etermty' To-day
there 1s to he a burial—and close to the wall
of the Toxger you see the new-dug grave,

Hush! The sound of singing voices 1n yon-
der wood, deadened by the weight of umbrage !
Now 1t 1ssues forth into the clear an, and now
all 15 silence—but the pause speaks of death
Again the melancholy swell ascends the sky—
and then comes slowly along the funeral pro-
cession, the coffin borne aloft, and the mourn-
ers all m white, for 1t 1s a virgin who 1s
carried to her last home Let every head be
reverently uncovered while the psalm enters
the gate, and the bier 1s borue for haly rites
along the chancel of the church, and laid
down close to thealtar A smothered sobbing
disturbeth not the service—"tis a human spirit
breathing 1 accordance with the divine  Mor-

tals weeping for the ammortal—Darth’s pas-
sions cleaving to one who 15 now 1n heaven,
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Was she one flower of many, and singled
out by death’s unspaiing finger from 4 wreath
of beauty, whose remaming blossoms scem
now to have lost all their fragrance and all
their brightness? Or was she the sole dehight
of her grayhaired parents’ eyes, and 1s the voice
of joy extingwished 1 their low-roofed home
for ever? Had her loveliness been beloved,
and had her mmnocent hopes anuicipated the
bridal-day, nor her heart, whose beatings were
numbered, ever feared that narrow bed? All
that we know 1s her name and age—you see
them ghittering on her cofiin—* Anabella Irvine,
aged x1x years "

The day seems something dim, now that we
are all on our way back to Ambleside, and,
although the clouds are neither heavier nor
mote numerous than before, somehow or other
the sun 1s a Iittle obscured  We must not in-
dulge too long 1in a mournful mood—yet let us
all sit down under the shadow of this grove of
sycamores, overshadowing this reedy bay of
Rydal-mere, and listen to a Tale of Tears

Many a tame tradition, embalmed in a few
pathetic verses, ives for ages, while the mem-
ory of the most affecting incidents, to which
gemis has allied no general emotion, fades
lilkke the must, and Jeaves heart-rendiug griefs
undeplored  Elegies and dirges might indeed
have well been sung amidst the green ruins
of yonder Cottage, that locks now almost hhe
a fallen wall—at best, the remnants of a cattle-
shed shaken down by the storm

Thirty years ago—how short a time 1n na-
tional history—how long 1n that of private
sorrows '—all tongues were speaking of the
death that there befell, and to have seen the
weeping, you would have thought that the
funeral could never have been forgotten  But
stop now the shepherd on the hill, and ask him
who lived 1n that nook, and chance 15 he
knows not even thewr name, much less the
story of their afflictions It was inhabited by
Allan Fleming, his wife, and an only child,
known famiharly in her own small world by
the name of Lucy or tue Forp In almost
every district among the mountains, there 1s
its peculiar pride—some one creature to whom
nature has been especially kind, and whose
personal beauty, sweetness of disposition, and
felt superiority of mind and manner, single her
out, unconsctously, as an object of attraction
and praise, making her the Mpy-day Queen of
the unending year Such a darling was Lucy
Fleming ere she had fimshed her thirteenth
year, and strangers, who had heard tell of her
loveliness, ofien dropt in, as if by accident, to
see the Beauty of Rydal-mere Her parents
rejorced 1n their child, nor was there any rea-
son why they should dishke the expression of
delight and wonder with which so many re-
garded her Shy was she as a woodland bird,
but as fond too of her nest, and, when there
was nothing near to disturb her, her life was
almost a perpetual hymn Irom joy to sad-
ness, and from sadness to joy, [rom sile.rce to
song, and from song to silence, from stllness
like that of the butterfly on the flower, to mo-
tion like that of the same creature wavering
m the sunshine over the wood-top—was lo

Lucy as welcome a change as the change of



208 -

of hfe shaded 1n domestic privacy, and seen
but at times coming out into the open hght!
‘What brave patience under poverty' What
beaunful resignauon m gref' Riches take
wings to themselves and flee away—yet with-
out and within the door there is the decency
of a changed, not an unhappy lot—The clouds
of adversity darken men’s chdracters even as
1f they were the shadows of dishonour, but con-
science quails not i the gloom—The well out
of which humlity hath her daily drink, 1s
nearly dried up to the very spring, but she up-
braideth not Heaven—Children, those flowers
that make the hovel’s earthen floor dehightful
as the glades of Paradise, wither mn a day, but
there 1s holy comfort 1n the mother’s tears,
ner are the groans of the father altogether with-
out relief—for they have gone whither they
came, and are blooming now 1n the bowers of
Heaven
Reverse the picture—and tremble for the
fate of those whom God hath made one, and
whom no man must put asunder In common
natures, what hot and sensunal passions, whose
gratification ends 1n indifference, disgust, loath-
ing, or hatred' What a power of misery, from
freting to madness, lies n that mean but
mighty word—Temper' The face, to whose
meek beauty smiles seemed native during the
days of virgin love, shows now but a sneer, a
scowl, a fiown, or a glare of scorn The shape
of those features 1s still fine—the eye of the
gazelle—the Grecian nose and forehead—the
wory teeth, so small and regular—and thin
line of ruby lips breathing Circassian luxury—
the snow-drifts of the bosom still heave there
—a lovelier waist Apollo never encircled step-
ping from the chariot of the sun—nor imbs
more graceful dud ever Diana veil beneath the
shadows of Mount Latmos But she 1s a fiend
—a dev1l incarnate, and the sovereign beauty
of three counties has made your house a hell
But suppose that you have had the sense
and sagacity to marry a homely wife—or one
comely at the best—nay, even that you have
sought to secure your peace by admitted ug-
hiness—or wedded a woman whom all tongues
call—plain , then may an nsurance-ticket, in-
deed, flame lite the sun 1p mniature on the
front of your house—but what Joint-Stock
Company can undertake to repay the loss 1n-
curred by the perpetual singeing of the smoul?
dering flames of strife, that blaze up without
warning at bed and board, and keep youin an
everlasting alarm of fire? We defy vou to
utter the most glaring truth that shall not be
nstantly contradicted The maostrational pro-
posals for a day or hour of pleasure, at home
or abroad, are on the nail negatived as absurd
If you dine at home every day for a month, she
wonders why nobody asks you out, and fears
you take no trouble to make yourself agreeable
If you dine from home one day mm a month,
then are you charged with being addicted to
tavern-clubs Children are perpetual bones of
conténtion—there 15 hatied and sorrow 1n
house-bills—rent and taxes are productive of
endless grievances, and although education be
an excellent thing—indeed quite a fortane m
itself~especially to a poor Scotsman gomng to
England, where all the people are barbarous—
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yet1s 1t wnitatingly expensive when a great
Northern Nursery sends out 1ts hordes, and
gawky hoydens and hobble-te-hoys are getting
themselves accomphished in the foreign lan-
guages, music, drawing, geography, the use of
the globes, and the dumb-bells

¢ Let observation, with extensive view,

Survey mankind from China to Peru

(Two bad hnes-by the way, though written by
Dr Johnson)—and observation will find the
Iiterature of all countries filled with sarcasms
against the marriage-life  Our old Scottish
songs and ballads, especially, delight 1n repre-
senting it as a state of ludicrous misery and
discomfort  There 1s little or no tallt of horns
—the dilemma of Enghsh wit, but every in-
dividual moment of every individual minute,
of every individual hour, of every imndividual
day, and so on, has its pecuhar, appropri-
ate, characteristie, and incurable wretchedness
Yet the delightful thing 15, that in spite of all
this jeering and gibing, and grinnmng and hiss-
ing, and pomnting with the finger—marrying
and giving 1 marriage, births and christen-
1gs, continue their career of prosperity, and
the legitimate population doubles 1tself some-
where about every thirty-five years Single
houses rise out of the earth—double houses
become villages—uvillages towns—towns cities,
and our Metropolis s itself a world’

‘While the lyrical poetry of Scotland 1s thus
rife with reproach agawmst wedlock, 1t 1s equal-
ly rife with panegyric on the tender passion
that leads into its toils In one page you
shudder in a cold sweat over the mean miseries
of the poor “gudeman,” in the next you see,
unconscious of the same approaching destiny,
the enamoured youth lying on his Mary’s
bosom beneath the millkwhite thorn The
pastoral pipe 1s tuned under a fate that hurries
on all hiving creatures to love, and not one
lawfal embrace 1s shunned from any other
fears than those which themselves spring up
m the poor man’s thoughtful heart The
wicked betray, and the weak fall—bilter tears
are shed at midmight from eyes once bright as
the day—fair faces never smile agaimn, and
many a hut has 1ts broken heart—hope, comes
and goes, finally vanquishing, or yielding to
despair—crowned passion dies the sated death,
or, with 1ncrease of appette, grows by what
1t feeds on—wide, but unseen, over all the
regions of the land, are cheated hopes, vamn
desires, gnawing Jealousy, dispirted fear, and
swarthy-souled Tevenge—beseechin¥s, seduc-
tions, suicides, and insamties—and all, all
spring from the root of Love, yet all the
nations of the earth call the Tree blest, and
long as time endures, will continue to flock
thither panting to devour the frunage, of which
every other golden globe 1s poison and death

Smile away then, with all thy most 1rresisti-
ble blandishments, thou young and happy
Bride What business have we to prophesy
bedimming tears tothose resplendent eyes? or
that the talisman of that witchmng smile can
ever lose 1(s magic? Are not the high-born
daughters of Dngland also the high-souled?
And hath not honour and virtue, and charity
and rehgion, guarded for centures the Jofty
line of thy pure and unpoliuted blood? Joy-
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would soon desert her brolcen-hearted? Yet
kind thoughts, wishes, hopes, and beliefs pre-
vailed, nor were there wanting stories of the
olden tune, of low-born maidens married to
youths of high estate, and raised from hut to
hall, becomng mothers of a lordly lme of sons,
that were counsellors to Kings and Princes

In Spring, Mr, Howard went away for afew
months—it was saud to the great city—and on
his return at midsummer, Luey was to be his
bude They parted with a few peaceful tears,
and though absent were stll together  And
now a letter came, saying that before another
Sabbath he would be at the Fold A few fields
1 Bascdale, long mortgaged beyond therr fee-
sumple by the hard-working statesman from
whom they reluctantly were passing away, had
meanwhile been purchased by Yr Howard,
and 1n that cottage they were to abtde, till they
had built for themselves a house a hittle further
up the side of the silvan hill, below the shadov
of Helm-crag Lucy saw the Sabbath of his
return and its golden sun, but it was 1 her
mind’s eye only, for ere 1t was to descend
behind the lls, she was not to be among the
number of hving things

Up Forest-Ullswater the youth had come by
the light of the setting sun, and as he crossed
the mountans to Grassmere by the majestic
pass of the Hawse, sull as every new star
arose 1n heaven, with 1t arose as lustrous a
new emotion from the bosom of his betrothed
The midmght hour had been fived for lus re-
turn to the Fold, and as he reached the chffs
above White-moss, according to agreement a
hght was burning n the low window, the very
planet of love It seemed to shed a bright
serenity over all the vale, and the moon-ght-
tering waters of Rydal-mere were as animage
of life, pure, lonely, undisturbed, and at the
pensive hour how profound! ¢ Blessing and
praise be to the gracious God ' who framed my
spuit so to dehight 1n his beauttful and glorious
creation—blessing and praise to the Holy One,
fo1 the boon of my Lucy’s mnocent and reli-
gious love' Prayers crowded fast into his
soul, and tears of joy fell from his eyes, as he
stood at the threshold, almost afrud 1n the
trembling of life-deep affection to meet her first
embrace

In the silence, sobs and sighs, and one or two
long deep groans! Then in another moment, he
saw, through the open door of the 10om where
Lucy used to sleep, several figures moving to
and fro in the hght, and one figuie upon 1ts
Lnees, who else could 1t be but her father!
Unnoticed he became one of the pale-faced
company—and there he beheld her on her bed,
mute and motionless, her face covered with a
deplorable beauty—eves closed, and her hands
clasped upon her breast' « Dead, dead, dead ¥
muttered i his ringing ears a voice from the
tombs, and he fell down 1 the midst of them
with great violence upon the floor

Encircled with arms that lay round him
softer and silhier far than tlower-wreaths on
the neck of a child who has laid him down
trom play, was he when he awoke from that fit
—lymng even on his own maiden’s bed, and
within herwvery bosom, that beat yet, although
soon about to beat mo more At that blest
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awakemng moment, he might have thought he
saw the first ghmpse of hght of the morning
after his marnage-day, for her face was turn-
ed towards lis breast, and with her famnt
breathings he fcit the touch of tears Nottcars
alone now bedimmed those eyes, for tears he
could have lussed away, but the blue hds were
heavy with something that was not slumber—
the orbs themselves were scarcely visible—and
her voice—it was gone, to be heard never
agam, ull m the choir of white-robed spirits
that sing at the right hand of God

Yet, no one doubted that she knew him—
him who had dropt down, like a superior being,
from another sphcre, on the 1nnoceace of her
simple childhood—had taught her to know so
much of her own soul—to love her parents
with a profounder and more holy love-—to see,
in characters more divine, Heaven’s promises
of forgiveness to every contrite heart~—and a
Iife of perfect blesscdness beyond death and the
grave A smile that shone over her face the
moment that she had been brought to know
that he had come at last, and was migh at hand
—and thatnever left 1t while her bosom moved
—no—not for all the three days and mght,
that he continued fo sit beside the corpse, w hen
father and mother were forgetung their cares
1n sleep—that smule told all who stood around,
watching her departure, neighbour, friend,
priest, parent, and him the suddenly distracted
and desolate, that in the very moment of eapt-
ration, she knew hm well, and was recom-
mending hum and his afflictions to the pity of
One who died to save smners

Threedays and three mghts, we have said, did
he sit beside her, who so soon was to have been
hs bride—and come or go who would 1nto the
room, he saw them not—his s1zht was fixed on
the winding-sheet, eyeing it without a single
tear from feet to forehead, and sometimes look-
g up to heaven As men forgotien in dun-
geons have lived miserably long without food,
so did he—and so he would have done, on and
on to the most far-off funeral day Trom that
one chartr, close to the bedside, he never rose
Night after might, when all the jale was
hushed, he never slept.  Through one of the
midnights there had been a great thunder-
storm, the ightning sminng a chif close to the
cottage, but it seemed that he heaid 1t not—
and duung the floods of next day, to lnm the
roaring vale was silent  On the mornmg of
the funeral, the old people—for now they
seemed {0 be old—wept to see humn sitting still
beside their dead chald, for each of the fuw
remaimng hours had now its own sad ofhice,
and a man had come to nail down the coifin
Three black specks suddenly alighted on the
face of the corpse—and then off—and’on—and
away—and returning—was heard the buzzing
of large thies, attracted by beauty u1 15 cor-
ruption ¢ Ha--ha' starting up, he cried in
horror—* What irds of prey are these, whom
Satan hath sent to devour the corpse!” He
beeame strichen with 1 sort of paly—and,
being led out to the open air, was Jawd down,
seeminzly as dead as her wathin, on the zreea
darsied tarf, where, bencath the shadow of the
sycamore, they had so ofin sat, bulding up
beaututul visions of a lons blisaful hife

» A )
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Lights and shadows, breezes and calms, 1n the
mountain-country of her birth
One summer day, a youthful stranger ap-
peared at the door of the house, and afler an
hour’s stay, during which Lucy was from
home, asked 1f they would let him have lodg-
ing with them for a few months—a single room
for bed and books, and that he would take his
meals with the family Enthusiastc boy! to
him poetry had been the hght of hfe, nor did
ever creature of poetry belong more entirely
than he to the world of 1magination He had
come 1into the free mountain 1egion from the
confinement of college-walls, and his spint
expanded within him like a rambow No
eyes had he for 1ealities—all nature was seen
in the hght of gemus—not a single object at
sunrise and sunset the same  All was beautt-
ful within the circle of the green hll-tops,
whether shrouded in the soft mists or clearly
outlined 1n a cloudless sky Home, friends,
colleges, cities—all sunk away into oblivion,
and Harny Howanb felt as 1f wafted off on the
wings of a spirit, and set down m a land be-
yond the sea, foreign to all he had before ex-
perienced, yet 1n 1ts perfect and endless beauty
appealing every hour more tenderly and
strongly to a spint awakened to new power,
and revelling 1n new emotion  In that cottage
he took up his abode In a few weeks camea
hbrary of books mn all languages, and there
was much wondering talk over all the country-
side about the mysterious young stranger who
now hived at the Fold
Every day—and, when he chose to absent
himself from his haunts among the hills, every
hour was Lucy before the young poet’s eyes—
and every hour did her beauty wax more beau-
tifsl 1 his imagination  Who Mr Howard
was, or even if that weie indeed his real name,
no one knews; but none doubted that he was
of gentle birth, and all with whom he had ever
conversed 1 s elegant amenity, could have
sworn that a youth so bland and free, and with
such a voice, and such eyes, would not have
injured the humblest of God’s creatures, much
less such a creature as Lucy of the Fold It
was 1ndeed even so—fot, before the long sum-
mer days were gone, he who had never had a
sister, loved her even as 1if she had slept on the
same maternal bosom Father or mother he
now had none-—indeed, scarcely one near re-
lation—although he was rich in this world’s
riches, but in them poor 1 comparison with
the noble endowments that nature had lavished
upon his mind His guardians took httle heed
of the splendid but wayward youth—and knew
not now whither his fancies had carried him,
were 1t even to some savaze land Thus, the
Fold became to him the one dearest roof under
the roof of heaven All the simple on-goings
of that humble home, love and imagination
beautified into poetry, and all the rough or
coatser edges of lowly life, were softened
awayn the hight of gemus that transmuted
every thing on which 1t fell, while all the si-
lent 1ntimations which nature gave there of
her primal sympathies, in the hut as fine and
forceful as in the hall, showed to his exeited
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the hearth around which was read the morn-
ing and the evening prayer

What wild schemes does not love imagine,
and i the face of very impossibility achieve !
“I will take Lucy to myself, if 1t should be n
place of all the world I will myself shed hght
ovel her being, till 1n a new spring 1t shall be
adoined with iving flowers that fade not away,
perennial and self-renewed In a few years
the bright docile cieature will have the soul
of a very angel—and then, before God and at
his holy altar, mine shall she become for ever
—here and hereafter—in this paradise of earth,
and, 1f more celestial be, i the paradise of
heaven”

Thus two summers and two winters wheeled
away into the past, and in the change, imper-
ceptible from day to day, but glorious at last,
wiought on Lucy’s nature by communication
with one »0 prodigally endowed, scarcely could
her parents believe 1t was their same child,
except that she was dutiful as before, as affec-
tionate, and as fond of all the famihar objects,
dead or hving, round and about her birth-
place She had now grown to woman’s sta-
tme—tall, though she scarcely seemed so
except when among her playmates, and 1n her
maturing lovehness, fulfilling, and far more
than fulfiling the fair promise of her child-
hood Never once had the young stranger—
stranger no more—spoken to daughter, father,
or mother, of his love Indeed, for all that he
felt towards Lucy there must have been some
other word than love Tenderness, which was
almost pity—an affection that was often sad—
wonder at her surpassing beauty, nor less at
her anconsciousness of its power—admiration
of her spiritual qualities, that ever rose up to
meet 1nstruction as 1f already formed—and
that heart-throbbing that stirs the blood of youth
when the innocent eyes 1t loves are beaming
1n the twilight through smiles or through tears,
—these, and a thousand other feelings, and
above all, the creative faculty of a poet’s soul,
now consututed his very being when Lucy
was 1 presence, nor forsook him when he was
alone among the mountains

At last 1t was known through the country
that Mr Howard—the stranger, the scholar, the
poet, the elegant gentleman, of whom nobody
Iknew much, but whom eveiry body loved, and
whose father must at the least have been a
lord, was going—in a yeai or less—to marry
the daughter of Allan Fleming—Lucy of the
Fold Ob, grief and shame to the pdrents—if
still living—of the noble Boy! Oh, sorrow for
himself when his passion dies—when the
dream 1s dissolved—and when, in place of the
angel of hght who now moves before him, he
sees only a child of earth, lowly-born, and long
1udely bred—a being only fair as many others
are fair, sister mn her simphicity to maidens no
less pleasing than she, and partaking of many
weahnesses, frailttes, and faults now unknown
to herself 1n her happmess, and to him 1 his
love! Was there no one to rescue them from
such a fate—from a few months of unaginary
bliss, and from many years of real bale? How
could such a man as Allan Fleming be so -

spint pre-emnently lovely, and chamed 1t to, fatuated as sell his child to fickla youth, who
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Perronrcar hiterature 1s a type of many of
the most beautiful things and interesting events
1n nature, or say, rather, that they are types
of it—the Flowers and the Stars As to
Flowers, they are the prettiest periodicals ever
published 1n folio—the leaves are wire-wove
and hot-pressed by Nature’s self, their cir-
culation 1s wide over all the land, from castle
to cottage they are regularly taken 1n, as old
age bends over, them, his jouth 1s renewed,
and you see childhood poring upon them
pressed close to 1its very bosom Some of them
are ephemeral—their contents are exhaled be-
tween the mising and setting sun  Once a-
week others break through their green, pink,
or crimson cover, and how delightful, on the
seventh day, smiles in the sunshine the Sab-
bath Flower—a Sunday publication perused
without blame by the most religious—even be-
fore morning prayer' Each month, indeed,
throughout the whole year, has 1ts own Flower
periodical Some are annual, some blenmal,
some triennial, and there are perennials that
seem to hve for ever—and yet are still periodi-
cal—though our love will not allow us to know
when they die, and phenis-hike reappear from
their own ashes So much for Flowers—typify-
g or typified ,—leaves emblematical of pages
—buds of binding—dew-veils of covers—and
the wafting away of bloom and fragrance like
the dissemination of fine feelings, bright fan-
cles, and winged thoughts

The Flowers are the periodicals of the earth
—the Stars are the periodicals of heaven
With what unfaling regularity do the numbers
1ssue forth' Hesperus and Luecifer? ye are
one concern 'The Pole-star 1s studied by all
nations How popular the poetry of the }Moon'
On what subject does not the Sun throw lhight?
No fear of hurting your eyes by reading that
fine clear large type on that softened page As
you turn them over, one blue, another yellow,
and another green, all are ahke delightful to
the pupil, dear as the very apple of his eye
Yes, the great Periodical Préss of heaven 1s
unceasi:gly at work—night and day, the only
free power all over the world—’tis indeed like
the air we breathe—if we have it not, we die

Look, then, at all paper periodicals with
pleasure, for sake of the Flowers and the Stars
Suppose them all extinet, and life would be
Iihe a flowerless earth, a starless heaven We
should soon forget the Seasons The periodi-
cals of the Diternal would soen all lose their
meaning, were there no longer any periodicals

of the Internal These are the lights and sha-
dows of life, mernly dancing or gravely steal-
g over the dial, remembrancers of the past
—teachers of the present—prophets of the
future hours Were they all dead, Spring
ovould 1n vain renew her promise—wearisome
would be the interminable summer days the
—fruis of autumn tastcless—the winter 1ngle

bhink mournfully round the hearth Whatare
the blessed Seasons themselves, 1n nature and
and in Thomson, but periodicals of a larger
growth? We should doubt the goodness of
that man’s heart, who loved not the periodical
Iterature of earth and sky—who would not
weep to see one of 1ts flowers wither—one of
its stars fall—one beauty die on its humble
bed—one glory drop from 1ts lofty sphere
Let them bloom and burn on—flowers 1n which
there 1s no poison, stars in which there 1s no
disease—~whose blossoms are all sweet, and
whose ray s are all sanative—both alike steeped
m dew, and both, to the fine ear of nature’s
worshipper, bathed 1n mustc

Pomposo never reads Magazine poetry—nor,
we presume, ever looks at a field or wayside
flower He studies only the standard authors
He walks only in gardens with high brick
walls—and then admuires only at 2 hint from
the head-gardener Pomposo does not know
that many of the finest poems of our day first
appeared mn magazines—or, worse sull, in
newspapers, and that in our periodicals, daily
and weekly, equally with the monthl'es and
quarterlies, 1s to be found the best criticism
of poetry any where extant, supenor far, 1n
that upretending form, to nine-tenths of the
learned lucubrations of Germany~—though
some of 1t, too, 1s good—almost as one’s heart
could desire 'What 1s the circulation even
of a popular volume of verses—if any such
there be—to that of a number of Maga? Hun-
dreds of thousands at home peruse 1t before 1t
15 a week old—as many abroad ere the moon
has thrice renewed her horns, and the Series
ceases not—regular as the Seasons that make
up the perfect year Our periodical hterature
—say of 1t what you will—gives light to the
heads and heat to the heatts of millions of our
race The greatest and best men of the age
have not disdatned to belong to the brother-
hood ,—and thus the hovel holds what must
not be missing n the hall—the furniture of
the cot 15 the same as that of the palace—and
duke and ditcher read their lessons from the
same page

Good people have said, and 1t would be mis-
anthropical to disbehieve or disecredit their
judgment, that our Prose 1s onginal—nay, has
created a new eia 1n the history of Périodical
Luterature  Only think of that, Christopher,
and up with your Tail ike a Peacock! Why,
there 1s some comfort in that reflection, while
we sit rubbing our withered hands up and
down on these shrivelled shanks Our feet are
on the fender, and that fice 1s felt on our face,
but we venly believe our 1ce-cold shanks
would not shrinh from the application of the
redhot poker Peter has 2 notion that but for
that redhot poker the fire would go out, so to
humour him we lct 1t reroain 1n the ribs, and
occastonally brandish 1t round our head in
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The company assembled, but not before his
eyes—the hier was lifted up and moved away
down the silvan slope, and away round the
head of the Lake, and over the wooden bridge,
accompanied, here and there, as 1t passed the
wayside houses on the road to Grassmere, by
the sound of psalms—but he saw-—he heard
not, when the last sound of the spade re-
bounded from the smooth arch of the grave, he
was not by~—but all the while he was lying
where theyleft hum, with one or two pitying
dalesmen at his head and feet When he
awoke again and rose up, the cottage of the
Fold was as if she had never been born~—for
she had vanished for ever and aye, and her
sixteen years’ smiling hife was all extinguished
1n the dust -

Weeks and months passed on, and stll
there was a vacant wildness 1n s eyes, and a
mortal ghastlimess all over his face, tnexpres-
sive of a reasonable soul It scarcely seemed
that he knew where he was, or 1n what part of
the earth, yet, when left by himself, he never
sought to move beyond the boundaries of the
Fold Dunng the first faimnt ghmmerngs of
returning reason, he would utter her name,
over and over many times, with a mournful
voice, but still he knew not that she was dead
—then he began to caution them all to tread
softly, for that sleep had fallen npon her, and
her fever in its blessed balm might abate—
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then with groans, too affecting to be borne by
those who heard them, he would ask why,
since she was dead, God had the cruelty to
keep him, her husband,n hife, and finally and
last of all, he imagmned himself 1n Grassmere
Chuichyard, and clasping a httle mound on
the green, which 1t was evident he thought was
her grave, he wept over 1t for hours and hours,
and Jussed 1it, and placed a stone at 1its head,
and sometimes all at once broke out mnto fits
of laughter, till the hideous fainting-fits return~
ed, and after long convulsions left him lymg
as 1if stone-dead As for his bodily frame,
when Lucy’s father lfted 1t up 1z his arms,
hittle heavier was 1t than a bundle of withered
fern Nobody supposed that one so miserably
attenuated and ghost-like could for many days
be alive—yet not till the earth had thrice re-
volved round the sunm, did that body die, and
then 1t was buried far away from the Told,
the banks of Rydal-water, and the sweet moun-
tamns of Westmoreland, for after passing like
a shadow through many foreign lands, he
ceased his pilgizmage in Palestine, even be-
neath the shadow of Mount Sion, and was laid,
with a lock of hawr—which, from the place 1t
held, strangers knew to have belonged to one
dearly beloved—close to his heart, on which 1t
had lain so long, and was to moulder away 1n
darkness together, by Christian hands and 1n
a Christtan sepulchre.
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eighty, the History m his youth at forty, and
1t 1s fearful to dream what the brawnful and
heartless metaphysician would have been, had
he never heard of the Illad and the Odyssey
What 1s the gieatest of prose-writers 1 com-
panson v ith a great poet? Naj-—we shall not
be deterred by the fear of self-contradiction
(see our “Stroll to Grassmere”) from ashing
who 1s a great prose-uriter ' 'We cannot name
one; they all sink in Shahspeare Campbell
finely asks and answels—
< W sthout the simile from partisl beauty won,

Oh* what were man? 4 world without a sun ™’
Suppose the world without poe'ry—how ab-
surd would seem the Sun' Strip the word
“ phenomena” of 1ts poetical meaning, and
forthwith the whole human race, “moving
about m worlds realized,” would lose their
po&e:rs of speech DBut, thank Heavea' we
ar@lakers all Inhabiing, v e verly believe,
a real, and substartial, and palpable outer
world, which nevertheless shall one day perish
I'ke a scroll, we build our bowers of joy 1n the
Apparent, and lie down to rest 1n a drapery of
Dreams

Thus we often love to dream our s.lent way
even through tne nowy world  And dreamers
are with dreamers spiritually, though m the
body apart, nor wandering at will thml they
whence they come, or whither they are going,
assured by dehight that they will reach their
journey’s end—like a bee, that 1n miny a
nmusical gyration goes humming ronnd men’s
heads and tree-tops, aimlessly curious mn his
joy, yet knowing mstnctively the straight line
that intersects all those airy eircles, leading to
and fro between his hive m the garden and the
honey-dew on the heather hills

‘What can 1t be that now recalls to our re-
membrance a few lines of Esap, the dehghtful
old Fabubst, the Merry and Wise, vho set our
souls a-thinking and our hearts a feching 1n
boyhood, by moral Icssons read to them 1 al-
most every incident befalling 1n Itfd’s common
walks—solemn as Sunomdes n this his sole
surviving elegiac stran?

“What v ery wo, 1 hat endlesz stnife
Bring’st thou to morttf nien, O T ife!
Lach hour the s dri v tnoir breath
Alas' the wretches all despur
To flee the 1lls thes caunot bear
But through the gites of De ith

“Yet beautiful exceedinzly
Are all the works of God—
The starry heavens, the roting <ed,
Fhe earth—thine own ahode
Blest arc they all, and bleat the i bt
Of sun by day, ad moon by mght

“Yea happy all—all hlest ,—but this
To man alone 1s given,
‘Whene’er he trics to ctteh at bliss,
1o 2ri-p the v rath of Heaven,
For Jus are ever-vexing fears,
And bitter thoughts—and bitter tears

“ And vet how beautif 1l art Thon
On Barth and Sca--and on tae brow
Of starry Heaven ' The Night
¢ ends forth the moan Thee to 1dorn ,
And Thee to glonfy the Morn
Re.tores the Orb ot Light

“Yet 2l 18 full of Pasn 1nd Dread
Bedrenel?’d in tears tor e sur shed -
The dirkness render’d wors
Py zicung of joy—and 1if by Heaven
2 Blesyn s <ecme b to be g1ven, i
It changis te o Curee
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Even 1o our paraphrase are not these lines
very impressive? In the original they are
much more solemn  Thev are not querulous,
yet full of lamentauon We see in them not
a weak spint quartelling vith fate, but a strong
spirit subdued by a sense of the condittons on
which life has been gtven, conditions against
which 1t 15 vain to contend, to which 1t 1s haid
to submit, but which may yet be borne by a
will deriving strength from uecessity, and 1in
itself noble by nature Nor, dark as the doc-
trine 1s, can we say 1t 1s false Intellect and
Imagmation may from doleful expenences
have too mnch generalized their inductions,
50 as to seem to themselves to have establish-
ed the Law of Misery as the Law of ILafe.
But perhaps 1t 15 only thus that the Truth can
be made available to man, as 1t regards the
necessity of Endmance. All1s not wretched-
ness, but the soul seehs to support nself by
the behef that it 1s really so  Ilolding that
creed, it has no excuse for itself, if at any tune
it 1$ stung to madness by misery, or grovelsin
the dust in 4 passion of grief, none, 1f at any
ume 1t delivers itself wholly up, abandoning
itself to joy, and acts as 1f 1t trusted to the
permanence of any blessing under the lav- of
Mutability The Poet, 1n the bour of profound
emotion, declres that evely blessing sent from
heavenis a Nemesis Thatoracular response
mspires awe A salutary fear 15 Lept alivein
the foohish by such savings of the wise Lven
t0 us—now~—they sound like a knell Rels-
gron has 1structed Philosophy; and for Fate
we substitute God  But all men feel that the
foundations of T'aith are laid 1n the dark depths
of theiwr being, and that all human happiness
15 mystertously allied with pam and sorrow
The most perfect bliss 15 ever awful, as if we
enjoycd 1t under the shadow of some great and
graclous wing that would not lung be detamned
fr m heaven

It 1s not for ordinary minds to attempt ziv-
g utterance to such sumphicities  On thesr
tongues truths become truisms Sentiments,
that seem always fresh, falling from the hyps
of moral wisdom, aie stale in the mouths of
men uninmitiated in the greater mysteries Ge-
nius colours common words with an mmpres-
stve hight, that males them moral 1o all eyes
~—bhreathes into them an affecting musie, that
steals into all beatts e a revelation and a
1eligion  They become memorable They
pass, as maxims, from generation to genera-
tion, and all because the divinity that 1s 1n
every man’s bosom responds to the truthful
strain 1t had of yore tself inspired  Just so
with the men we meet on our life-journey
One man 1s mmpresstve m all his loohs and
words, on all serious or solemn occdsions, and
we carry away with us moral impressions from
his eyes or ips  Anpother man says the same
things, or ncarly so, and perhaps with more
feryour, and his locks are silver But we for-
get his peison in an hour, nor does his voice
ever haunt our solitude Simonidds—Solon
—Esop '—why do <uch lines of theirs as those
assuie us they were Sages? The same senti-
ments are the staple of many a sermon that
has soothed smners mto snoring sleep

Men take refuge «ven n ocular deception
2c?2
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moments of enthusiasm when the Crutch looks
tame, and the Xnout a silken leash for Itahan
Greyhound

Old Simomides—old Mimnermus—old The.
ognis—old Solon—old Anacreon—old Sopho-
cles—old Pindar—old' Hesiod—old Homer—
and old Methuselah! What mean we by the
word old? All these men are old 1 three
hghts—they hived to a raven age—long, long
ago—and we heard tell of them 1n our youth
Their glory dawned on us 1n a dream of Iife’s
golden piime—and far away seems now that
dawn, as 1f 1n another world beyond a miliion
seas' In that use of the word “old,” far from
us 15 all thought of dotage or decay Old are
tho.e great personages as the stars are old, a
heaven there 1s 1n which are seen shimng, for
ever young, all the most ancient spiritual
“orbs of Song”

In our delight, too, we love to speak of old
Venus and of old Cupid—of old Eve and of old
Cleopatra~of old Helen and of old Dahlah,
vea, of old Psyche, though her aerial wings are
as rainbow-bright as the first hour she waved
them 1in the eye of the youthful Sun

How full of endearment “old boy ’—«old
girl "—« Old Christopher North '"— old Ma-
ga' To our sumplest sayings age seems to
give a consecration which youth reverses
And why may not our hand, withered some-
what though 11 be, but yet unpalsied, point out
aloft to heedless eyes single light or constella-
tion, or lily by herself or in groups unsuspect-
ed along the waysides of our mortal pl-
grimage

Age like ours 1s even more loveable than
venerable, and, thinking on ourselves, were
we a joung woman, we should assuredly
many an old man Indeed, no man ought to
marry before thirty, forty, fifty, or sixty, and,
were 1t not that life 1s so short, soon enough
at three-score and ten At seventy you are
sager than ever, thongh scarcely so strong
You and hife love each other as well as ever,
vet ’tis unpleasant, when saitling on Winder-
mere or Lochlomond with your bride, to
observe the man 1n the Honey moon looking at
you with a congratulatory grin of condolence,
to fear that the old villain will smile over your
grave 1n the Season of Kirns and Harvest
Homes, when the fiddle 1s heard 1n every farm-
house, and the bagpipes are lowing like cattle
on a thousand hills  Fain would he mnsure his
life on the Tipperary Tables DBut the ena-
moured annuitant 1s haunted with visions of
his own Funeral deploying 1n a long line of

chariots—one at the head of all armed with
scythes—through the eity, into the wide gates
of the Geeyfriars  Lovely 1s his bride 1 white,
nor less so his widow in black—more so 1n
gray, portentous of a great change Sad, too,
to the Sage the thought of leaving s first-
born as yet unborn—or if born, haply an elfish
creature with a precocious countenance, look-
ing aserf he had begun hfe with borrowing ten
years at least from his own father—auld-far-
rant as a Fairy, and gash as the Last of the
Lairds

Dearly do we love the young—yea, the
young of all animals—the young swallows
twittering from thewr straw-bwilt shed—the
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young lambs bleating on the lea—the young
bees, God bless them T on their first flight away
off to the heather—the young butterfires, who,
born in the morning, will die of old age ere
night—the young salmon-fry glorymg in the
gravel at the first feeling of their fins—the
young adders basking, ere they can bite, 1n the
sum, as yet unconscious, like sucking satirists,
of thewr stings—young pigs, pretty dears' all
asqueak with thewr curled tals after prolific
grumphy—young lions and tigers, charming
cubs' like very Chnstian children nuzzling 1n
thetr nurse’s breast—young devils, ere Satan
has sent them to Sin, who keeps a fashionable
boarding-school 1n Hades, and sends up into
the world above-ground only her finished
scholars

Oh!' lad of the ightsome foichead’ Thou
art smiling at Us, and for the sake of our own
Past we enjoy thy Present, and pardon the
contumely with which thou silently insultest
our thin gray hawrs  Just such another “ were
we at Ravensburg” “Caipe Diem” was then
our moito, as now it 1s yours, “no fear that
dinner cool,” for we fed then, as you feed now,
on flowers and fruits of Eden  'We hived then
under the reign of the Seven Senses, Imagina-
tion was Prime Minister, and Reason, as Lord
Chancellor, had the keeping of the Royal Con-
science, and they were kings, not tyrants—we
subjeets, not slaves  Supercilious as thou art,
Puer, art thou as well 1ead 1n Greek as we
were at thy flowermg age? Come close that
we may whisper into thine ear—while we lean
our left shoulder on thine—our night on the
Crutch The time will come when thou wilt
be, O Son of the Morning' even like unto the
shadow by thy side’ Was he not once a
mountaineer? If he be a vain-glorious boaster,
give him the he, Ben-y-glow and thy brother-
hood~—ye who so often heard our shouts mned
with the red deer’s belling—tossed back 1n ex-
ultation by Echo, Ommpresent Auditress on
youth’s golden hills

Know, all ye Neophytes, that three lovely
Sisters often visit the old man’s solitude—
Memory, Imagination, Hope It would be hard
to say which 1s the most beautiful. Memory
has deep, dark, quiet eyes, and when she closes
their light, the Iong eyelashes lie like shadows
on her pensive cheeks, that smile fantly as 1if
the dreamer were half asleep—a visionary
slumbe1, which sometimes the dewdrop melt-
ing on the leaf will break, sometunesenot the
thunder-peal with all i1ts echoes Imaginaton
1s a brighter and bolder Beauty, with large
lamping eyes of uncertan coloui, as if fluctu-
ating with rawnbow light, and with features fine
as those which Grecian genius gave to the
Muses 1n the Parian Marble, yet 1n thewr dar-
g delicacy defined lhike the face of Apollo
As for Hope—divinest of the divine—Collns,
in one long line of hight, has pawmnted the picture
of the angel,—

¢ And Hope enchanted smiled, and waved her golden
hair

Al our great prose-writers owe the glory of
their power, to our great poets Iven Hobbes
translated Homer as well—that 13 as ill—as
Thucydides, the Epic i his priume after



SENVOY 307

mpathy with them, we acknowledge our
stjrfoull)erhgod with aff our kind  We do far
more 'The strength that 13 untasked, lends
\self to divide the foad under which another1s
Lowed , and the calamty that lies on the heads
of men 15 lightened, while those who at the
wme are not called to bear, are yet withng to
wvolve themselves mn the sorrow of a brother
S0 soothed by such sympathy may 2 pooi
mortal be, that the wretch almost upbraids
himself for transient gleams of gladness, as
If he were false to the sorraw which he sighs
to think he ought t have cherished more sa-
credly widun lus miserable heart

One word embraces all these pages of ours
—Memorials Friends are lost to us by re-
moval—for then even the dearest are often ut-
terly forgotten. But let something that once
was theirs suddenly meet our eyes, and 1n a
wmoment, returmng fiom the region of the 1ising
or the setting sun, the friend of our youth seems
at our side, unehanged s voice apd bis smile,
or dearer to our eyes than ever, because of
some affecing change wrovght on face and
figure by climate and by years Let 1t he but
h1s name wiitten with lis own hand on the
title-page of a book, or a few sylables on the
margm of a favourite passage whieh long ago
we have read together, “ when hife nself was
new,” and peetry overilowed the whole woild,
or 3 lock of ker hairin whose eyes we first
knew the meaning of the word “ depth” And
if death had stretched out the absence mto the
dun arms of eternity—and removed the dis-
tance awas 1nto that bourne from which no
trayeller retmns—the absence and the distance
of her on whose forehcad once hung the rehie
we adore—what heart may abide the beauty
of the ghost that doth sometnnes at midnight
appear at ow sleepless bed, and with pale up-
hfted arms waft over us at once a blessing and
a farewell?

Why so sad a word—Fmewell2 We should
not weep m wishing wellare, nor sully feheny
with tears  But we do weep because evyl Ites
luthing o wait over all the earth fo1 the mno-
cent and the good, the happy and the beautiful,
and, when guarded no more by our eyes, it
seems as 1f the deman would leap out upon his
prey  Orisst because we are so selfish that
we cannot bear the thaught of losiag the sight
of the happieess of a beloved objcet, and are
troubled with 2 strange jealousy of beings un-
known fo us, and for erer to be unknown,
about™te be taken into the very heart, per-
haps, of the friend from whom we ave part-
g, and to whom in that fear we gmve almost
a sullen farewell” Q¢ does the shadow of

death pass over us while ne stand for the last
nme together on the sea-shore, and see the ship
with all her sails about to voyage away 1o the
uttermost parts of the earth?  Or do we shund-
der at the thought of mutabibity in all created
things—and knaw thatere afew suns shallhave
brightened the path of the swift vessel on the
sea, we shall be dumly remembered—at laet
forgotten—and all those davs, months, and
years that once seemed eternal, swallowed up
1n ey erlasting oblrvion !

Wih us all ambitious desnes some years
ago expired  Fai rather would we read than
wrile now-a-days—far rather than read, sit
with shut eyes and no book 1n the room~—far
rather than so sit, walk about alone any whele

« Beueath the umbrage deép

1 hiat shades the sitent world of memory "
Shall we hve? or “like beasts and- common
people die?™ There 15 something harsh and
granng in the eollocanon of these words of the
& Melancholy Cowley .” yet he meant no harm,
for be was a lund, good creature as ever was
born, and a tine genns He there has ex-
pressed concisely, but oo abruptly, the mere
fact of their falling alike and together into ob-
hvion Far better Gray’s exquisite words,

 On some foud breast the parting soul relies'”’

The reliance 1s firm and sure, e “fond
breast” 1s faith{ul to its trust, and dying, trans-
mits 1t to another, ull afte; two or three trans~
msstons—holy all, but famter and dimmer—-
the pious tradition dies, and all memonal of
the love and the delight, the pity and the sor-
row, 15 swallowed up m vacant nizht
Posthumous Mame ! Prond words—yet may
theéy beTiETed 1 an humble spint * The com-
mou lot of man 1s, after death—obhvion Yet
gentus, however small 1ts sphere, if conversant
with the conditions of the bumean heart, may
vivify with ndestrueubdle lif: some happy de-
hmeations, that shall continue to be held dear
by suceessive sorrowers m this vale of tears
If the name of the dehineator continue o have
something sacred in 1ts sound—obscure to the
many as it may be, or non-esistent—the hope
of such posthumons fame 1s sufficient to one
who overrates not his own éndowments And
as the hope has 1ts root in love and sympathy,
he who by his wnlings has mspired towards
hunself, when in life, some of these feelings mn
the hearts of nota few who never saw his face,
seems to be justified 1 believing that even
after final obhrteration of Hie jacet from hs
tombstone, s memory will be Tegarded with

somethmg of the same affection 1n his Re-
SMAINSG

THE END
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from despair Over buried beauty, that once
glowed with the same passion that consumes
themselves, they build a white marble tomb,
or a green grass grave, and forget much they
ought to remember—all profoundes thoughts—
while gazing on the epiuaph of leticas o1 of
flowers 'Ths a vision to their senses, with
which Imagmation would fain seek to delude
Love And’uswell that the deception prospers,
for what if Love could bid the burnal-ground
giveup ordisclose tsdead * Or 1if Love’s eyes
saw throuch dust as through an? What 1f
this planet—which men call Earth—wege at
all umes seen and felt to be 1 cemetery circling
round the sun that feeds 1t with death, and not
a globe of gieen animated with life—even as
the dewdrop on the rose’s leaf 15 annmated with
millions of invistble creatures, wantoning in
bliss boin of the sunshine and the vernal
prime ?

Are we sermonizing oveimuch 1n this our
L’Exvor to these our misnamed Recns arzons ?
Even a sermon 1s not always useless, the few
concluding sentences are sometimes luminous,
like stars nsing on a dull twilight, the Itle
flower that attracted Park’s eyes when he was
famting 1n the desert, was to him beauteous as
the rose of Sharon, theie 1s solemnity in the
shadow of quiet trees on a noisy road, a
chuichyard may be felt even 1n a village fair,
a face of sorrow passes by us 1n our gaiety,
neither unfelt nor unremembered 1n 1ts uncom-
plaining calm, and sweet from some stll
house 1n city stir 1s

“The voice of psalms, the siumple song of praise **

‘We daresay you are a very modest person,
but we aie all given to self-glorification, pri-
vate men and puoblic, individuals and nations,
and every one Era and Ego has been prouder
than another of1tsrespectiveachievements To
hear the Present Generation speal, such an
elderly gentleman as the Past Generation
begins to suspect that his personal on1gin lies
hid 1n the darkness of antiquity, and worse—
that he 1s of the Pechs Now, we offer to back
the Past Generation against the Present Genela-
tion, at any feat the Present Generation chooses,
and give the long odds Say Poetry Well,
we bring to the scratch a few champions—
such as, Beattie, Cowper, Crabbe, Rogers,
Bowles, Burns, Baillie, Campbell, Graham,
Montgomery, Scott, Southey, Coleridge, Words-
woith, Hunt, Hogg, Shelley, Keates, Policl,
Cunningham, Bloomfield, Clare, and—isum
tencatis amct—Ourselves
“ Al with waistcoats of red and breeches of blue,

And mighty long tails that come swingeing through ”’
And at sight of the cavalcade—for each poet
1s on his Pegasus—the champions of the Pre-
sent Generation, accoutred 1n corduroy lults
and top-boots, and on animals which “ well do
we know, hut dare not name,” wheel to the
right about with “one dismal unmiversal bray,”
brandishing their wooden sabres, till, frenzied
by their bwn tumpeters, they chairge madly a
pahsade n their own rear, and as dismounted
cavalry make good their retreat This 1n their

strategics 15 called a drawn battle
Heroes, alive or dead, of the Past Genera-
tion, we bid you hail' Exceeding happiness to

RECREATIONS OF CHRISTOPHER NORTH.

"have been boin among such DBirths—to have
lived among such Lives—ito be buried among
such Graves O gieat glory to have seen such
Stats rising one afier another larger and more
lustrous—at times, when dilated with delight,
more like Moons than Stars—lihe Seraphs
hovering over the earth they loved, though
scemng so high up m heaven!

To whom now may the young enthusiast
turn as to Bemngs of the same kind with hime
self, but of a higher order, and therefore with
a love that fears no sin 1n its wdolatry? The
young enthusiast may turn to some of the
living, but he will think more of others who
are gone T'he dead know not of his love, and
he can hold no communion with the grave
But Poets never die—immortal 1n their wolhs,
the Library 1s the world of spiruts, there they
dwell, the same as 1n the flesh, when by medi-
tation most cleansed and purihed—yet $th
some holy change 1t seems—a change not 1
them bat 1n us, who are stilled by the stillness,
and atirtbute something supeinatural to the
Living Dead

Since first this Golden Pen of ours—given
us by one who meant it but for a memorial—
began, many years ago, 10 let drop on pape: a
few careless words, what quires so distamed—
some pages, let us hope, with durable ink—
have accumulated on our hands' Some haugh-
ty ones have chosen to say rather, how many
leaves have been wafted away to wither? But
not a few of the gifted—near and afar—have
called on us with other voices—reminding us
that long ago we were elected, on sight ot our
credentials—not indeed without a few black
balls—into the Brotherhood The shelt marhed
with ou1 1nitials exhibits some half-dozen
volumes only, and has toom for scores I
may not be easily found in that vast Libraiy,
but, humble member as we are, we feel it now
to be a point of honour to nake an oceasional
contribution to the Club So here 15 the Firsr
Senirs of what we have chosen to call our
Rrenesirrows There have been much recast-
g and remoulding—many alteiauons, be-
lieved by us to have been wrought with no
unskilful spirit of change—cruel, we confess,
to our feelings, rejections of numerous lucu-
brations to their father deai—and 1if we may
use such words, not a few creations, in the
same gemal spirit 1n which we worked of old
—aot always unrewarded by sympathy, which
1s better than praise .

For hindness shown when kindness was
most needed—for sy mpathy and affection—ye?,
love utself—fo1 giief and pity not misplaced,
though bestowed 1n a mistaken belief of oul
condition, forlorn indeed, but not wholly foi-
lorn—for solace and encouragement sent to us
fiom afar, from cities and solitudes, and from
beyond seas and oceans, fiomn brethren who
never saw our face, and never may sce i, we
owe a debt of everlasting gratitude, and hfe
itself must leave our heart, that beats not now
as 1t used to beat, but with dismal trepidation,
before 1t forget, or cease to remember as clearly
as now 1t hears them, every one of the many
words that came sweetly and solemnly to us
from the Great and Goud Joy and sorrow
make up the lot of our mortal estate, and by

L




(126 Chesnut strect, Ploladelphia,

CAREY & E;!ART’S MEW PUBLICATIONS.

THE MODERN ESSAYISTS,
AT LSS THAN IIAJ1 PRICD
The great suecess that h1d attended the publicalion of ! tion of buing the finest wit and smrtest divine of the age

tv IModern Essayists, compnaing the Critial and Miscel-
faneous writings ot the most disunguiched wuthors of mo-
durn times, has nduced the publishers to issue a new,
re vised and vory cheap edition, with tinely engraived Por-
tr uts of the authors, and while they have added to the
series the writmgs of several distinguizhed authors, they
have reduced the price more THAN ONE HALS'

The writings of each author wll be compnsed in a sin-
gle octavo volume, wll printed from new type, on te,
winty paper, manufactured expressly for tius cdition

The serscs will contam a1l the most able papers that have
ever appeared in 7he Edinsurgh Review, The London Quar-
terin Review, and Blacl wood’s Muganne, and may indeed be
called the cream of those publications

1t 15 only necessary to mention the names of those au-
thars whos¢ writings will appear

7" Babingrton Mucaulay, Sir Walter Scott,

Archibald Alison, Lord Jejfrey,

Rer Swdaey Snuth, Str James Macl intosh

Profexsor Balson, T Noon Tulfourd,

Jawney Stephen, J G Lochhart,

Lnomas Carlyle, William Guord,

Rubert Southey, J. Wilson Crocher,

IWdham Hadtt, Henry Hallam

‘L he populanity of the authors, and the extreme modera-
tion of the price, recommend them

1o Heads ot 1 amilles, tor their chuldren, as perfict mo-
dels of stvle

To M inagers of Book Societies, Book Clubs, &c

To “chool Inspectors, Schoolmasters, ind futors, as
suitable £1fls as prises, or adapted for School Libraries

Travellers on a Journey will find in these portable and
che1p volumes something to read on the road, adapted 1o
Gl 1 cornur tn 4 portuiinteau or carpet-hag

‘To Paseengers on Board a Ship, here are ample materials
in a narrow compass for whiling away the monotonous
hours of a se1 voyage

1o Officers n the Army and Navy, and to all Deonoimists
in spice or pochet, whoe, having luuted chambers, and
sm ill hook-shelves, desire to lny up for themselves & con-
centrated Library, at a moderate expenditure

To all who have Friends i Distant Countries, as an ac-
ceptable present to send out to them

1h¢ Modern Essayists will yicld to the Settler 1 the
Bachw oods of Amcrica, the most valuable and interesting
writings of all the most distingntshed authors of our tue,
at luss than one quarier the price they could be obtamed i
any other form

1he Student and Tover of Literature at Home, who has
Itherto been compelled to wade through voluwes of Re-
vicws for a single article, mny now become pocseseed of
every article worth reading, for little more than the cost of the
annual subsertption

The followins 13 extracted from a very able article on
Mr Maciuliy, by Mr L P Whipple

[t 13 Linpossibie 10 cast even @ careless Jance over the
hiter iture of the Tist thirtv years, without percesving the

rominent station orcupied by crities, reviews rs and ¢ss1y -

sts  Criticrn m the old divg of Monthly Reviews and Gen-
tlumen’s Magazmes, was qmte an humble occupation, ind
w13 chictlv monopohized by the *barren rscals’ of lettors,
who seribbled, sinned and starved in attics and cellars, but
it fjas simce been lmost oaalted to © creative art, and
mibers ynong 13 professors some of the most 1ccom-
plished w %rs of the 13¢  Denms, Rl mer, Winstanley,
Theophilus Cibber, Grithths, and other  cimnent hinds,’ as
wtllag the nameless contrthutory to defitnct periodicals and
deceased prmphle ts, have departed, body and soul, 1nd 1 ft
Bot vwrick bohund, and their plices have beun supphied
by such tnen 13 Coleridge Carlvie, Macaulas, funb Hiz-
lite, Jeffrey, Wilson  Gifford, Mackintosh, Sydney Sunth,
Haltam, Cunpbell, Falfourd and Bro1.hamn Indced every
celchryied writer of the present contury, without, 1t13 be-
fteved, a solitary vxeeption, has dabbled or execlled i criti-
clsn 1t his been the road 10 fume and profit, and has com-
manded both 1pplause and puinens, when the unfortun e
obgects ot 1t hive beon blessed with neither Many of the
sizongest winds of the age will le wve no other record be -
hind them, than critical (ssays and populir gpeeclies 1o
tho~ who have made criticisin # business, it his led to
succees n other profissions The Edinburgh Review,
which took the fead in the estabhshunent of the now order
of things, was projyccted m a lofty Atuc by two bricflcss
brrrlators 1nd 1 tithcless parson, the former are now lords,
and the Jatter 18 o snyg, prebendary, rojoscing in the reputa-

That cclubrated journal made resviewing more respectable
than wthorship It was started at a thwe when the de-
genericy of Literature demanded 1 radical reform, ind a
shirp vun of critiesm  1ts contnbutors were men Wwho
poszes~ed talents and wformation, and so fur held a slight
advantage over mo=t of tho-e they revicwed, s ho did not
happen 10 posscss cither  Grab Street quarterly quaged to
its foundtions, as the northern comct shot its porte ntous
glarcinto the dark illeys, w b re bathos and puenhty buszed
and uved “he eitizens of Brussels, on the ni it prestous
to Whaterlno, wcre hardly more terror-struc’s tian the vast
array of tited authers who, cvery three months, wailed the
appearance of the baleful lummary, and, sturting at every
sound w hich betokened its arrival,

¢Winspered with white hips, the foe' it comes' 1t comes*’

“In the early and palmy days of tite Review, when re-
viewers were wits and writers were hacks the shore of the
great ocean of bouks was *heaped with the damnned hihe
pebbles ? Like an ‘eagle in 1 doveente,” it fluttered the
le aves of the M rva press, and stitled the wedh notes of
mmb&ile ele.ance, and the dull croah of msipud yulgarty,
fvarned 1 norance, and pompous hunulity  lhe descent of
Attila on the Roman Dinpire w1s not a2 more aw ful visita-
tion to the Tialians, than the “fell swoop® of the Ldinburgh
Review on the dozenerate denizens of Grub Strect and Pa-
ternoster Row It carricd rumn and devastation wherever
1t went, 1nd m most cases it carried thos: severe but pro-
vidential dizpensitions to the rizht places, and made havoe
conetstent both with political and poetic justice The Ldin-
bursh reviewers v cre found not to Lie of the old school of
critics  Fhey wore not contented wath the humble task of
chromichng the appe trance of books and meekly condcns-
mz their weak contents for the cdincation of lazy heaids,
but whien they dugned to red and antiyze the work the
Judzed they sought raher for opportuniics to diaplny theit
own wit wmd knowledge thin 1o flatfer the vanity of the
author, or to increase s readers Many of their most
splendid 1rticles were essays rather than reviews The
writer, whose work afforded the name of the subject, was
swnmarily disposced of 1 a quic sneer, a terse sarcasm, or
a funt panesyric, and the runainder of the article hardly
recogmi~cd hus evastence It s tothese purcly onoinil con-
tnibution~, wntten by men of the first order of tilent, that
the Revicw owes most of 18 reput wion

Ihe North American Review rem ks

Vo have mumated our I h apinion of the value of the
ess1y nd disquusitions wath wilnch Brittsh Peniodie il Iitera-
ture §» now ~o unply tlled  An connent publishing bouse
in Pufadedphia has very wizdly undert iken to reprint these,
and to ,ive thum a gencri! circulation in the United
States '

CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS
WRITINGS of LHHOMAS BABINGTON MACAUIAY
m one volume, with 1 nncdy engraved Portrait, from
an ongingl prture by Heury Inman

CUNTENTS

Milton, Mackintovh’s Ilistory of the
Macinvelly, Revolution ot Dnclind,
Dryden, »ir Johin Mialcoln’s Life of
History, Lord Clive

I lam?’s Constitutional His-
tory
Somhéy's Colloquies on So-

cictv,

AMoore’s Life of Byron,

Southey 3 Bunyan's
grun’s I’ro,ress,

Cruker’s Boswell’s Iifc of
John~on,

Lord Nugent’s Momoirs of
Hampden,

Nares’s Mconoirs of Lord
Burghbley,

Dumont’s Recollections of
Mirabenn,

Lord Mahon's War of The
succession,

Walpole's Letters to Sir I
Mann,

Thaek wr1y 's IHistory of Earl
Chathan,

Earn Chathany, 24 part

Lord Bacon,

Pil-

Life and Wnitings of Sir W
FTemple,

Church and State

Ranke's INstory of the Popes,

Cownleyaml Milton,

Mitford 5 History of Grecce,

Ihe Athensan Orators,

Comic Dramatists of the Re-
sloration,

Tord Hallﬁnd .

Warren IM-tnes,

Frederse the Greas,

Lays ot Ancient Rome,

Midame D’ \rblay,

Addison,

Birere's Memonrs,

Montgomery's Forma,

Coived Disabilmesofthe Jews,

Mt on Governilent,

Benthaw’s Defence of Mill,

Utiitariin Lheory of Go-
vernment

A xemittiuke of FIVE DOLLARS will pay for the ESSAYS of MACAULAY, ALISON
SYDNLY SMITH, and PROFESSORR WILSON, full boundd in cloth aund siit,
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CAREY & HART'S NEW PUBLICATIONS

CRITICAL WRITINGS OF T NOON
'é‘tLI' OURD and JAMES »1LPHLA, n one volume,
Vo

“Ii (Talfourd’s) cntical writings mamfest 1n every
pige 4 sincere, carnest, and sympathizing fove of ttellec-
tual excellence and morat beauty  Che kindliness of tem-
per and tendurness of sentiment with which they are ani-
mated 1re continually suggesting pleasant thoughts of the

author ’—North American Review

THE CRITICAL WRITINGS OF SIR
WALTER SCOTT, complete in one volume, Evo,
with a Portrast

We have spent a whole day in the soctety of lus mighty
spint, and fe2lt 1o sensation of weariness, we re ud 0l imd-
might, and reluct intly laid the volumes 1side m obedience
toour pained ind heavy eyelids  We were 4l but illne~s
could not keep us 1way fromn the Ma,ictan, for on the fol-
low iz mornut we were up with the—no, not the Inrh but
the milk-man, ind agatn itent upon these treasures of an-
struction and delight’ We can master your ordinary two
voluithe Amenican novel m three hours, by a stop-watch,
but fiere we have only got through v ith these Miscell imes
afterthree days’ constant reading® o of the papersne
had retd hefore, but what of that?  Fhey were none the
less charming,—we should as soon thinh ot getting w earicd
wih the 51,1t ot “ 2 niver, windingat 15 own swer ¢ will * 7

[.7-’cw rorid

SIR JAMES MACKINTOSH’S CON-
IMIBUTIONS TO PHE CDINBORGH REVIEW
Collected mnd edited by lus Son  In one volume, 8vo,
with « Portrait

SELECTIONS FROM THE LONDON
QUARTERLY REVIEW  Bemgthe bestarticles that
hive appeared nthit able periodical, vhich nunbers

awong its contnbutors, ‘
bouthey, Wilson Croker, Lockhart,
Hallam, Gifford, Heber,
Milman, Scott, &c &c
Inl one volume, 8vo, with a fine Portrait of J G Lock-
{5844

MODERN FRENCH ESSAYISTS

CARLY & HARE sl shortly publish the Madern Irench
fasn1yists, consisting of the Critical and Hictonicsl
westins of the moat distinguished Irench authors of
modoern 13mLs

THE HISTORICAL ESSAYS,
Publishcd under the title of “Ten Yeirs’ Historieal
Studics, nd Nirrves of the olerovinginn Cra or
Scenes of the S1ith Centary ** by M Au.ustinThierry
author of * The Conquest of Cnglind by the “»ormany
Complite mone yolume  Prive %1
“Bur those who wWish to apprectiate Thierry’s po vers
must judge hun, not by the ‘Conquete,” but by lus recent
¢ Reerts de Tomps Merormngiens,’ 1w which we have 1 narra-
tive umting Walter Scott’s hveliness of detasd and d’{h
matic cffect, with the ooscrvance off historical truth -
London Quarterly Review

«The ¢ Narrative of the Merovinginn Lr1’ 13 the produc-
tion of the mature and prictused hand of 1ts author it 1s
gyentrilly 1 work of art, thou h Important et relatine
10 dis seic, 1 of story are amphied in it A8 o portrature
of the :ntl}cunur), 1t 18 unequalicd 1t joms the pie-
turestjucntss, annmation and excitms interest of a umclnl.)
Scott, to the mmute fdehity of exhaustive erudition ”—
Brstisk and Forerrn Review

HISTORICAL ES3A\YS of M Sismondi 1vol Bvo,with

t Portrait
MISCELL ANTOUS WRITINGD of M 3Michelet 1 vol

5V, with ¢ Portrast
CRITICAT AND HISTORICAL CSbAYS, by M de Cha-

teruorind - 1vol mvo
HislORICAL D3~AYS, by M Guardin

HISTORY OF THE ANGLO-SAXONS,
I rom the cirliest peniod to the Noruan Cowpue t 1y
Sharon Curner, author of * Lhe 8icred History of the
World > In two volumes, Svo, cloth gt Frire re-
aueced to 1 w0

' Th s vdation Is an exact repriat of the London edition,
and containg Al the saxon langua,e thitype ot which wos
€18t ¢ xprossiv for it ihe Fremed cdition of which 1 con-
sulerabile tusmby £ have boon buported Into thiscountey dous
vot contain & single word of Sazon —Beston Morsang Post

POETS AND POETRY OF EUROPE,
with Biosrapincal Notes and  Translations, from
the carlicst period to the pre«ont tune, by Henry W
longfillon. * In one large Evo volume, EL0 pages
Hlugtrated

The above volume contains translations from the Anglo-
Saxon, Ieelandic, owedush, Damsh Dutel, German, Polsb,
Fronch, Itahan, Spamsh, Portugucse, &¢ &¢

POETS AND POETRY OF ENGLAND,
In the DMumetecnth Century, by Ifufus W Griswold
In one Inrge 8vo volume, with a splendid Portr it of
Byron in the Albaman costume, and other Iilustra~
tons  Price $3 50
Tins volume contuns Biographical and Critical Naotices
of more than sixty writers, Who huve wntte n in the present
century, and besydes Liberal sclections from Byron, Reott,
Wordsworth, Shelley  heats, Colerdge, Crmpheldl, snd
othe ri well Anow n i America, contains the most 1dmirabin
productions of Wilson, Landor, Birry Cornw tll, Ieanyaon,
Milnes, Hood, Barrett and all the younger pocts now at-
tricting attention i Fogland, and a9y yet unpubliehod
this country  Yatha freat deal that1s familiar, it undoubt~
edly embraces as much thit 13 new to the great mass of
readurs as any book of the sedson

POETS AND POETRY OF AMERICA,
Ly Rufus W Griswold  wixthedition Inone volume,
8vo sath Portraits of Dana, Bryant, spra.ue, Halleek,
and [onfello v, and many other beantiful fHustr ttions
Price A3

Of the PoeTs and Porzay of Asenica it 3 <carcely ne-

cesaary for the publishers to spoah, 1s it 218 thre tdy puc~ed
mnto a Sicth Fduon—O01 the Porrs and Poerry of Evae
LAND Just fssued, they mav be allowed to stite that it con-
tamns selections from the works of many debghtful Poct3
but Iittiv hnawn in this country, but who ouly require (o be
hnownto be adnured  The Voruwr by Mo Loacresiow
will probably b the most irteresting of the sories, 13 it
cant uns translations from 2l the distin wishicd Pocts of 7r%
duferent countries wiath 1 complety history of their iitera~
ture from the carliest tunes

CARLY & ITARLT wull shortly publish

TIIE PROSL WRITERS of AMLRICA 2nd the ir Works,
by Rutus W Griswold, in one volne, ovo, wi'l nuume
rous portrdits

THE PROSLE WPITERS of GDRMANY and their
Works, by I I Hedze, 1n une volume, 8vo, with Por-
triits

Tifi, PROSE WRILTRS of CNGIAND, TRANCE
11AIY, &c, and their Worgs, In two volumes, bvo
with Portrats

Thiers’s History of the French Revolution-.
The Consulaute and the Empirc.

HISTORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLU-
TION By M A Tiers lntwolarge octavo volumes,
of upvards of 1500 pages P reduced to
31 25, being the chcapest book ever publisbed

HISTORY OF THE CONSULATE AND
THE FMPIRL of NAPOILON By M A& lliers
Being the Complctinn of hls History of the Fronelt Revo-
Iution, now publf<liing m Numbers 8t 12} cuntg v 1ch to
be completed o ten Numbers A rewmittance of ors
duollar will pay for the complete v orl

SIR WALTER SCOTT’S COMPLETE
WORRS, n 10 volumes, byo, compristn,,

The Yaveriey Yorvels, Lives of the Sovelsts,

Lito of Napoleon, 1utters on Domseroio,y and

gtical Wauras Voatcherafy de,
Poe &;;d' the Life of Scott, by Lockhapt  Price $10

THE HISTORY OF THE WAR IN THE
PLNINSUL A, ANL IV THL SOUTH O FRAMCE,
from the yaar 1207 tothe vear Wl By Lol W I 1
Nipier, OB Carnufully repanted frons the lo arth edis
tion, 1nd cumplele s dour Dange Fyo anltm #, *with
tity Plites of Pliis of Battles,” etc Ve fedueed

1o 5659 [l
THE LIFE OF LORENZO DE MEDICI,
antficent by Williamy Resene, I q A
l(;zxu(ldxxlllﬁu?hmnm:‘» xohur):w neo e th ‘\p,fcudlx
and all the Noted 16 O orfpusat ciditlo L Prre redueed
(05375
NOCTES AMBROSIANA OF BLA’CK-
WUOU, complute i § Larg. volumes Prhe 3¢ 3



CAREY & HART'S NEW PUBLICATIONS
THE WORKS OF THE REV. SYDNEY

There probably never wag 1 series of artieles commmuni-
cated to a periodical, which ean challens comp iriaon with
those of Micanlay, tor artstic ment  ‘They nre charwetor-
12¢d by many of the quilities of heart wnd nund which
stamp the productions of an Ldmburgh rovicwer, but m
the combmation of various «acellences they Qur cxcel the
finest ¢ fforts of the class  As ulmble ind ag conrtsr in wit
14 dydney Smith, an cye quiek to soize all those delieate
refinements of Iangudare and happy turns of eaprogqion,
which chirm ug in Jefirev, displiying much of the fmge -
rious scorn, pisstonite strength and swolhine diction ot
Broughm, s brlhant and s aeute e ontieal digneation
as Hasdtt, without the unsoundness ot wind which disfi-
gurey the finest composiions af tht reaursable man, 1t
tunes eviucing a centicad Judement wiich would not dis-
grace the stern gravity of Hrllam, wd 1 ringe of thonght
and know Judee which retnind i of Mackintosh,—>M wault
seems to be the wbstract and epitome of the whole Journf,
—sgcems the utmost thet an [ dinhurgh revicwer *“can
come to?! Ife dolghts cvery one—hirly or low, mtelizont
orignornt  Higspiue {3 of 20 keen 1 flasour that it tickles
the coarsest pilite  He his the unhesitating suffra,, 9 of
men of taste, and the plaudits of the nullion  1he man
who lits a common hnowledge of the Lnghsh lapguade,
and the schiolir who his mistered fts refinemonty) ~com
equally sensible to the chirm of Ins dictiop No matter
how unprotusing the subject on which he writes may ap-
pear to the conunon ¢3¢, in s hands it fs mude pleasing
btatistics, history, hiography, political economy, 2l sutler
a trapsformation into * sometlng rich 2l strange *' Pro-
saists are made to love pociry, tory politiuiins to sympa-
thize with IlTampden and Milton, wd novel-rcaders to ob-
tun some idea of Bicon tnd his philosophy  ‘1he won-
derful clearness, pomnt, ind vijour of his slyle, scnd bis
thoughts nght nto cvery brain Dhudedd, & person who 1s
utterly insensible 1o the witchery ot Muaciuly’s dition,
must be either a Yahoo or a beatitied intelhgence

CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOQOUS
WRITINGS of \ARCHIBALD AlISON, Author of
“T1he Iistory of Lurope,” m one volume, 8vo, with a

Portrait  'rice $1 50
CONTENTS
Chateaubriand, Miltary Treason and Civic
Napoleon, Soldiers,
Possuet, Mirabenu,
Poland, Buiwer’s Athens,

Madame de Stacl, ‘The Reizn of Terror,

N uonal Monuments, The Trench Revolution of
Marshal Ney, 1810,

Robert Bruce, The Il of Turhey,

Paris in 1814, ‘The Spanish Revolution of

The J ouvre m 1814, 1820,

Tyrol, Karamsin'’s Russia,

Trance in 1833, L{Tucts of the French Revo-
Ttalv, lution of 1810,

De st rt1on of Portugal,
Wetlmngton,

Carlist Stengele m Spaun,
The Atfeh nstan Lxpedition,
The Future, &c &c

Scott, Camphell 1nd Byron,
8Schools of Design,

T amartme,

‘L he Copvnight Question,
Michelet’s T'rance,
Arnold’s Rome,

RECREATIONS OF CHRISTOPHER
NORIH, (Ton~ WiLsow,) 1n one yolume, Svo, with a
Portrit  Price One Dollar

CONTENTS

Christopher in lus Sporting Mid-dny,

Jacket, Sicred Poetry,
A Tale of Expiation, Christopher in lus Aviary,
Mormns Monolo_ue, Dr Kitchiner,
1he I'ield of Flowers, Roliloquy on the Setsons,
Cottages A lew Words on Thomson,
An Hour’sTalk aboutPoetry, The Snowball Bicker of
Inch Crum Pie dmont
A Day at Windermere, Clinsting Dreams,
The Moors, Our Winter Quarters,
Tighland Snow -Storm, Stroll to Grassniere,
The Holy Child, L’Envoy
Our Parish, ¢

“And not les's far that wonderfirl series of articles by
Wilson, 1n Blackwaood’s Magazine—in their Jind as truly
amazing and as truly glorwus as the romances of Scott or the
poetry of Wordsworth Far and wide 1nd much as these
papers have been 1dmired, wherever the Dnghish language
18 read, I still question whether inv one man hasa just ulea
of them as ¢_whole ""—Lrtract from Howitt’s ¢ Rural Life *’

“The outpouring of 1 .ifted "1 tutorcd, 1ud an exuberant
mind, on men and mann¢ rs—literature, science, 1nd philo-
sophy—and all embued by the peenliar phases of that imnd,
whe lter viewed an the tight of lunuour, wit, suntunent,
pathos, fancv or unagm tion **— Literary Gurette

“A blize of dizziing i ht whieh literilly blnulsus wiile
the tumult that its perusal cattses witlun us, makes us per-

fuctly llé.lpless Y'—Cambridae Chrouscle N
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form Bul,

The Ballot,

Iirst Tctter to Archdeacun
Simgleton,

Sceond | eiter to Archdencon
Singleton

Third” Letter to Archdeacon
Singleton

Letter on the Charicter of
Sir James ackintosh,

T etter to Lord John Russell,

Scrmon on the Duties of the
Queen,

The Lawjer that tempted
Christ a Sermmon

The Judge that smutes con-
trary to the Law. 4 er-
non,

A letter to the Efcetors upon
the Catholiv Question,

A Sermon on the Rules of
Chnistran Charity,
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MISCELLANEOUS

AND /
E~5AY 5 Of THOMAS CARLYLE,n one Svo vol , with

Portrant

CONTENTS

Jean Paul I'riedrich Richter—5tate of German Iitern-
ture—Werner—Goaethe's Helen v—Goethe —Hurns—Ileyne
Germin _ Plavwrights—Volt tire—"Nov ths—>igns _ of the
Fimes—Jean Paul Triedrich Richter ag un—On History—
Schiller—The Mbcllun,.en [ied—Early Gerunn I nerature
— Favlor’s Historic survey ot German Poetry—Character-
15tics — Tohneon — Death of Gocthe — Goethe’s Worha—
Diderot—On History 1.11n—Count Caghiestro—Corn Law

Rbvmes—"1he Diainond Nechlace — Miribes

— Lireian

Parhiamentary Histov——Walter Scott, &¢ &

CRITICAL WRITINGS OF FRANGCIS

JEICREY, 1 one bvo volume, with 1 Portrut

“Tt1s n book not to be read only, but studied It isa
vast repcrtory, or rather 1system or nstitire embhracing
the whole circle of letters—1f we except the € YLt scrences
—and contuns within 1tself, not m a desultory form, but
1 a well-digested scheme more original conception, bold

and fe wrless speculation and just rersoning
yarieties of subjects, than are to

on all hinds and
be found in any Enghsh

writer with whom we are 2cqnunted within the present or

the 11st generation
and his fulicity of expression,

11~ choice of words 1s unbounded,
to the ost 1mpilpable shade

of direrimnation,1lmoest miraculous Plaviullively,and full

of 1illustrition, no subject 18 s0

dull or so dry that he cannot

mvest it with interest, and none so tnfling thit it cannot

acquire dignity and el zance from his pencil

Independent-

1y, ows ever, of mere style, and apart from the great variety
of subjc efs embr iced by his pen, the distnguishing feature

of his writings,

and that m which he excels lus contempo-

rary reviewers, is the deep vein of practicaM thouzht w hich
runs throughout them all **—North British Revieo









