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HOREZ SUBSECIVAE.

““ 4 lady, resident in Devonshire, gai.?fgl into one of ber
parlours, discovered a young ass, who bad found its way inlo
the room, and carefully closed the door upon bimself. He bad
evidently not been long in this situation before bhe bad nibbled
a part of Cicers’s Orations, and eaten nearly all the index of
a folio edition of Seneca in Latin, a large part of a velume of
La Bruyére's Maxims in French, and several pages of Cecilia.
He bad done no other mischief whatever, and not a wvestige
remained of the leaves that be bad devonred.””—Pierce EGan.
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PEREFACE.

IN making my bow, with this Second Series,

I don’t go the length of the man (an ances-
tor, I suppose, of Uriah Heep) of whom Robert
Hall tells, < that he was for ever begging pardon
of all flesh for being in the body ;” but I sincerely
wish this volume had been better than it is, or
half as good as I wished it to be. There have
been many reasons for this; some good, some
bad. Perhaps my wish was not strong enough
to condense itself into will, and maybe could
was not commensurate with would ; or, as it is
in the last line of an odd doggrel verse that

comes into my head as [ write—

1 wud nut lyv all ways,
T wud nut ef T cud ;
But, I kneed nut fret about ir,
"Caws I cudn’t ef I wud”’

‘These Hours must, I fear, appear to many Sué-



Vil Preface.

seciviores—idler than ever; and some of the
studies—browner than brown. I had intended
to sober them by two professional papers—one,
on the Doctrine and Practice of Prevention in
Medicine ; and the other, on the Management
of Convalescence, how to make the most of it;
but these must wait for that season which we
may hope Felix of old did after all encounter,
and they will. For what is not mine, I am sure
all my readers will thank me; and thank still
more the kind friend who has, through my
importunity, allowed me to steal so much of
her < Mystifications,” which I am mistaken
greatly if my readers do not relish and value.
I have, by the kindness of Dr. Cairns, ap-
pended my letter to him, which forms a sup-
plementary chapter to his admirable Memoir of
my father. I sumehnw wished it, lame and 1m-
perfect and wandering as it is, to be in these
Hours. It 1s little else than an expansion, and
often, I fear, a dilution of the noble pas-
sage, by the same friend and brother, which
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closes the Preface to the First Series. May
my father’s Master, and his, deal kindly with
him, as he has dealt with the dead !

-l

Ferrvary 1861.
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VAUGHAN’S POEMS, &c.

‘ ‘ JHAT do you think of Dr. Channing,
Mr. Coleridge ?” said a brisk young

gentleman to the mighty discourser, as he sat
next him at a small tea-party. ¢ Before enter-
ing upon that question, Sir,” said Coleridge,
opening upon his inquirer those ¢ noticeable
grey eyes,” with a vague and placid stare, and
settling himself in his seat for the night, <]
must put you in possession of my views, iz
extenso, on the origin, progress, present condi-
tion, future likelihoods, and absolute essence of
the Unitarian controversy, and especially the
conclusions I have, upon the whole, come to on
the great question of what may be termed the
philosophy of religious difference.” In like
manner, before telling our readers what we
think of Henry Vaughan, the Silurist, or of

«V.,” or of Henry Ellison, the Bornnatural, or
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of E. V. K., it would have been very pleasant
(to ourselves) to have given, in extenso, our
views de Re Poeticd, its nature, its laws and
office, its means and ends; and to have made
known how much and how little we agreed on
these points with such worthies as Aristotle and
Plato, Horace and Richard Baxter, Petronius
Arbiter and Blaise Pascal, Ulric von Hutten
and Boileau, Hurdis and Hurd, Dr. Arnold
and Montaigne, Harris of Salisbury and his
famous uncle, Burke and ¢ John Buncle,”
Montesquieu and Sir Philip Sidney, Dr. John-
son and the two Wartons, George Gascoyne
and Spenser’s friend Gabriel Harvey, Putten-
ham and Webbe, George Herbert and George
Sand, Petrarch and Pinciano, Vida and Julius
Cesar Scaliger, Pontanus and Savage Landor,
Leigh Hunt and Quinctilian, or Tacitus (which-
ever of the two wrote the Dialogue De Oratori-
bus, in which there 1s so much of the best phi-
losophy, criticism, and expression), Lords Bacon
and Buchan and Dr. Blair, Dugald Stewart and
John Dryden, Charles Lamb and Professor
Wilson, Vinet of Lausanne and John Foster,
Lord Jeffrey and the two brothers Hare, Drs.
Fuller and South, John Milton and Dr. Drake,
Dante and ¢ Edie Ochiltree,” Wordsworth and
John Bunyan, Plutarch and Winkelman, the
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Coleridges, Samuel, Sara, Hartley, Derwent,
and Henry Nelson, Sir Egerton Bridges, Victor
Cousin and ¢“the Doctor,” George Moir and
Madame de Staél, Dr. Fracastorius and Professor
Keble, Martinus Scriblerus and Sir Thomas
Browne, Macaulay and the Bishop of Cldyne,
Collins and Gray and Sir James Mackintosh,
Hazlitt and John Ruskin, Shakspere and Jack-
son of Exeter, Dallas and De Quincey, and the
six Taylors, Jeremy, William, Isaac, Jane, John
Edward, and Henry. We would have had great
pleasure in quoting what these famous women
and men have written on the essence and the
art of poetry, and to have shown how strangely
they differ, and how as strangely at times they
agree. But as it 1s not related at what time of
the evening our brisk young gentleman got his
answer regarding Dr. Channing, so it likewise
remains untold what our readers have lost and
gained in our not fulfilling our somewhat exten-
sive desire.

It 1s with poetry as with flowers or fruits, and
the delicious juices of meats and fishes, we would
all rather have them, and smell them, and taste
them, than hear about them. Itisa good thing
to know all about a lily, its scientific ins and
outs, its botany, its archzology, its asthetics,
even its anatomy and ¢ organic radicals,” but it
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is a better thing to look at itself, and < consider”
it how 1t grows—
‘¢ White, radiant, spotless, exquisitely pure.”

It 1s one thing to know what your peach is, that
it 1s the fruit of a rosal exogen, and is of the
nature of a true drupe, with its carpel solitary,
and 1ts style proceeding from the apex,—that
its ovules are anatropal, and that its putamen
separates sponte sud from the sacrocarp ; to know,
moreover, how many kinds of peaches and nec-
tarines there are in the world, and how happy
the Canadian pigs must be of an evening munch-
ing the downy odoriferous drupes under the
trees, and what an aroma this must give to the
resulting pork,'—it is another and a better thing
to pluck the peach, and sink your teeth into its
fragrant flesh. We remember only one excep-
tion to this rule. Who has ever yet tasted the
roast pig of reality which came up to the roast
pig of Charles Lamb? Who can forget “ that
young and tender suckling, under a moon old,
guiltless as yet of the stye, with no original speck
of the amor immunditie—the hereditary failing
of the first parent, yet manifest, and which, when
prepared aright, is, of all the delicacies in the

' We are given to understand that peach-fed pork is a
poor pork after all, and goes soon into decomposition. We
are not sorry to know this,
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mundus edibilis, the most delicate—obsoniorum
facile princeps—whose fat is not fat, but an n-
definable sweetness growing up toward it—the
tender blossoming of fat—fat cropped in the bud
—taken in the shoot—in the first innocence, the
cream and quintessence of the child-pig’s yet
pure food—the lean not lean, but a kind of ani-
mal manna—calestis—cibus ille angelorum—or
rather shall we say, fat and lean (if it must be
so) so blended and running into each other, that
both together make but one ambrosial result.”
But here, as elsewhere, the exception proves
the rule, and even the perusal of ¢ Original ”
Walker’s delicious schemes of dinners at Love-
grove’s, with flounders water-zoutched, and iced
claret, would stand little chance against an invi-
tation to a party of six to Blackwall, with ¢ Tom
Young of the Treasury” as Prime Minister.
Poetry 1s the expression of the beautiful—by
words—the beautiful of the outer and of the in-
ner world : whatever 1s delectable to the eye or
the ear, the every sense of the body and of the
soul—it presides over wveras dulcedines rerum.
It implies at once a vision and a faculty, a gift
and an art. There must be the vivid concep-
tion of the beautiful, and its fit manifestation in
numerous language. A thought may be poet-
ical, and yet not poetry ; it may be a sort of
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mother liquor, holding in solution the poetical
element, but waiting and wanting its precipita-
tion,—its concentration into the bright and
compacted crystal. It is the very blossom and
fragrancy and bloom of all human thoughts,
passions, emotions, language ; having for its im-
mediate object—its very essence—pleasure and
delectation rather than truth; but springing
from truth, as the flower from its fixed and un-
seen root. To use the words of Puttenham in
reference to SirWalter Raleigh, poetry is a lofty,
insolent (unusual) and passionate thing.

It 1s not philosophy, it 1s not science, it 1s not
morality, it 1s not religion, any more than red 1s
or ever can be blue or yellow, or than one thing
can ever be another; but it feeds on, it glorifies
and exalts, it impassionates them all. A poet will
be the better of all the wisdom, and all the good-
ness, and all the science, and all the talent he
can gather into himself, but qud poet he is a
minister and an interpreter of 70 xahov, and of
nothing else.  Philosophy and poetry are not
opposites, but neither are they convertibles.
They are twin sisters ;—in the words of Augus-
tine :—“ PHrLocaLia e¢f PHILOSOPHIA prope
similiter cognominate sunt, et quasi gentiles inter
se videri volunt et sunt. Quid est enim Philoso-
phia? amor sapientie. Quid Philocalia ? amor
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pulchritudinis. Germane igitur iste sunt pror-
sus, et eodem parente procreate.” Fracastorius
beautifully illustrates this in his  Naugerius,
sive De Poeticd Dialogus.” He has been di-
viding writers, or composers as he calls them,
into historians, or those who record appearances ;
philosophers, who seek out causes; and poets,
who perceive and express veras pulchritudines
rerum, quicquid maximum et magnificum, quicquid
pulcherrimum, quicquid dulcissimum ; and as an
example, he says, if the historian describe the
ongoings of this visible universe; I am taught;
if the philosopher announce the doctrine of a
spiritual essence pervading and regulating all
things, I admire; but if the poet take up the
same theme, and sing—
““ Pripcipio calum ac terras camposque liguentes

Lucentemque globum lune, titaniaque astra

Spiritus intus alit ; totamgue infusa per artus

Mens agitat molem et magno se corpore miscet.”
81 inquam, eandem rem, hoc pacto referat mihi,
non admirabor solum, sed adamabo: et divinum
nescio quid, in animum Wmihi immissum existi-
mabo.”

In the quotation which he gives, we at once
detect the proper tools and cunning of the poet:
fancy gives us liguentes campos, titania astra,
lucentem globum lunwe, and phantasy or imagina-
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tion, in virtue of its royal and transmuting
power, gives us intus alit—infusa per artus—
and that magnificent idea, magno se corpore miscet
—this 1s the divinum nescio quid—the proper
work of the imagination—the master and specific
faculty of the poet—that which makes him what
he 1s, as the wings make a bird, and which, to
borrow the noble words of the Book of Wisdom,
‘“ 1s more moving than motion,—is one only, and
yet manifold, subtle, lively, clear, plain, quick,
which cannot be letted, passing and going through
all things by reason of her pureness; being one,
she can do all things; and remaining in herself,
she maketh all things new.”

The following 1s Fracastorius’ definition of a
man who not only writes verses, but is by nature
a poet : < Est autem ille naturd poeta, qui aptus
est veris revum pulchritudinibus capi monerique ;
et qui per illas loqui et scribere potest ;” and he
gives the lines of Virgil,—

¢ Aut sicuti nigrum
Llicibus crebris sacra nemus accubat wmbra,”
as an instance of the poetical transformation.
All that was merely actual or informative might
have been given in the words sicuti nemus, but
phantasy sets to work, and wvidete, per quas pul-
chritudines, nemus depinxit; addens ACCUBAT, ET
NIGRUM crebris ilicibus et sSACRA UMBRA ! quam
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0b rem, recte Pontanus dicebat, finem esse poete,
apposite dicere ad admirationem, simpliciter, et
per universalem bene dicendi ideam. This 1s what
we call the bean idéal, or ka7 éEoyny the ideal—
what Bacon describes as ‘“a more ample great-
ness, a more exact goodness, and a more absolute
variety than can be found in the nature of things,
the world being in proportion inferior to the
soul, and the exhibition of which doth raise and
erect the mind by submitting /e shews of things
to the desires of the mind.” It 1s ¢ the won-
drous and goodly paterne” of which Spenser
sings 1n his “ Hymne in honour of Beautie:”—

““ What time this world’s great Workmaister did cast
To make al things such as we now behold,
It seems that be befire bis eyes bad plast
A goodly Paterne, to whose perfect mould
He fashioned them, as comely as he could,
‘That now so faire and seemly they appeare,
As nought may be amended any wheare.

¢ That wondrous: Paterne wheresoere it bee,
Whether in earth layd up in secret store,
Or else in heaven, that no man may it see
With sinfull eyes, for feare it to deflore,
Is perfect Beautie, which all men adore—
T'hat is the thing that giveth pleasant grace
Lo all things fair.

““ For through infusion of celestial powre
The duller earth it quickneth with delight,
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And life-full spirits privily doth powre
Lhrough all the parts, that to the looker's sight
T hey seeme to please.”’

It is that « loveliness” which Mr. Ruskin calls
¢ the signature of God on his works,” the daz-
zling printings of His fingers, and to the unfold-
ing of which he has devoted, with so much of
the highest philosophy and eloquence, a great
part of the second volume of “ Modern Painters.”

But we are as bad as Mr. Coleridge, and are
defrauding our readers of their fruits and flowers,
their peaches and lilses.

Henry Vaughan, ¢ Silurist,” as he was called,
from his being born in South
Wales, the country of the
Silures, was sprung from one
of the most ancient and noble
families of the Principality.
Two of his ancestors, Sir
Roger Vaughanand Sir David
Gam, fell at Agincourt. It
1s said that Shakspere visited
Scethrog, the family-castle in
i Brecknockshire; and Malone

«Sic sedebat.” guesses that it was when there
that he fell in with the word “ Puck.” Near
Scethrog, there is Cwn-Pooky, or Pwecca, the
Goblin’s valley, which belonged to the Vaughans;
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and Crofton Croker gives, in his Fairy Legends,
a fac-simile of a portrait, drawn by a Welsh
peasant, of a Pwecca, which (whom ?) he himself
had seen sitting on a mile-stone,! by the road-
side, in the early morning, a very unlikely per-
sonage, one would think, to say,—

““I go, I go; look how I go;
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow.”

We can more easily imagine him as one of

those Sprites—
“¢ That do run

By the triple Hecat’s team,
From the presence of the Sun,
Following darkness like a dream.”

Henry, our poet, was born in 1621 ; and had
a twin-brother, Thomas. Newton, his birth-

' We confess to being considerably affected when we look
at this odd little fellow, as he sits there with his innocent
upturned toes, and a certain forlorn dignity and meek sad-
ness, as of ¢“ one who once had wings.” What is he? and
whence ! Is he a surface or a substance ? is he smooth and
warm ? 1s he glossy, like a. blackberry # or has he on him
<¢ the raven down of darkness,” like an unfledged chick of
night? and if we smoothed him, would he smile? Does
that large eye wink? and is it a hole through to the other
side ? (whatever that may be;) and is that a small crescent
moon of darkness swimming in its disc ! or does the eye dis-
close a bright light from within, where his soul sits and
enjoys bright day ? Is he a point of admiration whose head
is too heavy, or a quaver or crotchet that has lost his neigh-
bours, and fallen out of the scale ? Is he an aspiring Tadpole
in search of an idea? What have been and what will be
the fortunes of this our small Nigel (Nige/lus)? Think of
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place, 1s now a farm-house on the banks of the
Usk, the scenery of which is of great beauty.
The twins entered Jesus College, Oxford, in
1638. This was early in the Great Rebellion,
and Charles then kept his Court at Oxford.
The young Vaughans were hot Royalists ;
Thomas bore arms, and Henry was imprisoned.
Thomas, after many perils, retired to Oxford,
and devoted his life to alchemy, under the
patronage of Sir Robert Murray, Secretary of
State for Scotland, himself addicted to these
studies. He published a number of works,
with such titles as “ Anthroposophia Theomagica,
or a Discourse of the Nature of Man, and his
State after Death, grounded on his Creator’s
Proto-chemistry ;” ¢ Magia Adamica, with a
full discovery of the true Calum terre, or the
Magician’s Heavenly Chaos and the first matter
of all things.”

Henry seems to have been intimate with the

¢« Elia” having him sent up from the Goblin Valley, packed
in wool, and finding him lively! how he and ¢ Mary”
would doat upon him, feeding him upon some celestial,
unspeakable pap, ¢ sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes, or
Cytherea’s breath.” How the brother and sister would
croon over him ¢ with murmurs made to bless,” calling him
their “ tender novice” ¢ in the first bloom of his nigritude,”
their belated straggler from the ¢ rear of darkness thin,” their
little night-shade, not deadly, their infantile Will-o’-the-wisp
caught before his sins, their ¢¢ poor Blot,” ¢ their innocent
Blackness,” their ¢¢ dim Speck.”
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famous wits of his time : ¢ Great Ben,” Cart-
wright, Randolph, Fletcher, &c. His first pub-
lication was 1n 1646 :— Poems, with the Tenth
Satyre of Juvenal Englished, by Henry Vaughan,
Gent.” After taking his degree in London as
M.D., he settled at his birthplace, Newton,
where he lived and died the doctor of the dis-
trict. About this time he prepared for the
press his little volume, ““Olor Iscanus, the Swan
of Usk,” which was afterwards published by his
brother Thomas, without the poet’s consent.
We are fortunate in possessing a copy of this
curious volume, which 1s now marked in the
Catalogues as ¢ Rariss.” It contains a few
original poems; some of them epistles to his
friends, hit off with great vigour, wit, and
humour. Speaking of the change of times, and
the reign of the Roundheads, he says,—

<¢ Here’s brotherly Ruffs and Beards, and a strange sight
Of high monumental Hats, tane at the fight
Of cighty-eight ; while every Burgesse foots
The mortal Pavement in eternall boots.”
There i1s a line in one of the letters which

strikes us as of great beauty : —

¢ Feed on the vocal silence of his eye.”
And there i1s a very clever poem .4d Amicum
Feneratorem, 1n defiance of his friend’s demand
of repayment of a loan.
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There 1s great beauty and delicacy of expres-

sion 1n these two stanzas of an epithalamium : —

““ Blessings as rich and fragrant crown your heads,

As the mild heaven on roses sheds,
When at their cheeks (like pearls) they weare
The clouds that court them in a tear.

““Fresh as the houres may all your pleasures be,

And healthfull as Eternitie !

Sweet as the flowre’s first breath, and close
As th’ unseen spreadings of the Rose
When she unfolds her curtained head,

And makes her bosome the Sun’s bed !”

The translations from Ovid, Boece, and Cas-

simir, are excellent.

The following lines conclude an invitation to

a friend :(—

¢ Come then! and while the slow isicle hangs

At the stiffe thatch, and Winter’s frosty pangs
Benumme the year, blithe as of old let us

Mid’ noise and war, of peace and mirth discusse.
This portion thou wert born for. Why should we
Vex at the time’s ridiculous miserie ?

An age that thus hath fooled itself, and will,

Spite of thy teeth and mine, persist so still.

Let’s sit then at this fire ; and, while wee steal

A revell in the Town, let others seal,

Purchase, and cheat, and who can let them pay,
Till those black deeds bring on the darksome day.
Innocent spenders wee ! a better use

Shall wear out our short lease, and leave the obtuse
Rout to their husks. They and their bags at best

Have cares in carnest. Wee care for a jest !”
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When about thirty years of age, he had a
long and serious illness, during which his mind
underwent an entire and final change on the most
important of all subjects ; and thenceforward he
seems to have lived “soberly, righteously, and
godly.”

In his Preface to the < Silex Scintillans,” he
says, “ The God of the spirits of all flesh hath
granted me a further use of mine than I did look
for in the body ; and when I expected and had
prepared for a message of death, then did he
answer me with life; I hope to his glory, and
my great advantage; that I may flourish not
with leafe only, but with some fruitalso.” And
he speaks of himself as one of the converts of
““ that blessed man, Mr. George Herbert.”

Soon after, he published a little volume,
called “ Flores Solitudinis,” partly prose and
partly verse. ‘The prose, as Mr. Lyte justly
remarks, 1s simple and nervous, unlike his poetry,
which 1s occasionally deformed with the conceit
of his time.

The verses entitled ¢ St. Paulinus to his wife
Theresia,” have much of the vigourand thought-
fulness and point of Cowper. In 1655, he
published a second edition, or more correctly a
re-issue, for it was not reprinted, of his Silex
Scintillans, with a second part added. He seems

B
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not to have given anything after this to the
public, during the next forty years of his life.

He was twice married, and died in 1695, aged
73, at Newton, on the banks of his beloved
Usk, where he had spent his useful, blameless,
and, we doubt not, happy life ; living from day
to day in the eye of Nature, and in his soli-
tary rides and walks in that wild and beautiful
country, finding full exercise for that fine sense
of the beauty and wondrousness of all visible
things, ““the earth and every common sight,”
the expression of which he has so worthily em-
bodied in his poems.

In “The Retreate,” he thus expresses this
passionate love of Nature—

¢ Happy those early dayes, when I
Shin’d in my Angell-infancy !
Before I understood this place
Appointed for my second race,
Or taught my soul to fancy ought
But a white, Celestiall thought ;
When yet I had not walkt above
A mile or two from my first love,
And looking back, at that short space,
Could see a glimpse of his bright face ;
When on some gilded Cloud or flowre
My gazing soul would dwell an houre,
And in those weaker glories spy
Some shadows of eternity ;
Before I taught my tongue to wound
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My Conscience with a sinfule sound,
Or had the black art to dispence
A sev’rall sinne to ev'ry sence,
But felt through all this fleshly dresse
Bright shootes of everlastingnesse.

O how I long to travell back,
And tread again that ancient track !
That I might once more reach that plaine,
Where first I left my glorious traine ;
From whence th’ Inlightned spirit sees

Thart shady City of Palme trees.”

To use the words of Lord Jeffrey as applied
to Shakspeare, Vaughan seems to have had in
large measure and of finest quality, ¢ that inde-
structible love of flowers, and odours, and dews,
and clear waters, and soft airs and sounds, and
bright skies, and woodland solitudes, and moon-
light, which are the material elements of poetry ;
and that fine sense of their undefinable relation
to mental emotion which is its essence and its
vivifying power.”

And though what Sir Walter says of the
country surgeon is too true, that he is worse fed
and harder wrought than any one else in the
parish, except i1t be his horse; still, to a man
like Vaughan, to whom the love of nature and its
scrutiny was a constant passion, few occupations
could have furnished ampler and more exquisite
manifestations of her magnificence and beauty.
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Many of his finest descriptions give us quite the
notion of their having been composed when
going his rounds on his Welsh pony among the
glens and hills, and their unspeakable soli-
tudes. Such lines as the following to a Star
were probably direct from nature on some cloud-
less night :—

“« Whatever ’tis, whose beauty here below
Attracts thee thus, and makes thee stream and flow,
And winde and curle, and wink and smile,
Shifting thy gate and guile.”

He is one of the earliest of our poets who
treats external nature subjectively rather than
objectively, in which he was followed by Gray
(especially in his letters) and Collins and Cow-
per, and in some measure by Warton, until it
reached its consummation, and perhaps its ex-
cess, in Wordsworth. ;

We shall now give our readers some speci-
mens from the reprint of the §ilex by Mr.
Pickering, so admirably edited by the Rev. H.
F. Lyte, himself a true poet, of whose careful
life of our author we have made very free use.

THE T1MBER.

«* Sure thou didst flourish once! and many Springs,
Many bright mornings, much dew, many shawers
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Past o’er thy head : many light Hearts and Wings,
Which now are dead, lodg’d in thy living bowers.

¢ And still a new succession sings and flies ;
Fresh groves grow up, and their green branches shoot
Towards the old and still enduring skies ;
While the low Violet thriveth at their root.

¢ But thou beneath the sad and heavy Line
Of death dost waste all senseless, cold and dark ;
Where not so much as dreams of light may shine,
Nor any thought of greenness, leaf or bark.

¢ And yet, as if some deep hate and dissent,
Bred in thy growth betwixt high winds and thee,
Were still alive, thou dost great storms resent,
Before they come, and know’st how near they be.

<¢ Else all at rest thou lyest, and the fierce breath
Of tempests can no more disturb thy ease ;
But this thy strange resentment after death
Means only those who broke in life thy peace.”

This poem 1s founded upon the superstition
that a tree which had been blown down by the
wind gave signs of restlessness and anger before
the coming of a storm from the quarter
whence came its own fall. It seems to us full
of the finest phantasy and expression.

Tae WorLbp.

<] saw Eternity the other night
Like a great Ring of pure and endless light,
All calm as it was bright ; 5
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And round beneath it, Time in hours, days, years,
Driv’'n by the spheres

Like a vast shadow mov’d, in which the world
And all her train were hurl’d,”

There 1s a wonderful magnificence about this;
and what a Bunyan-like reality is given to the
vision by  the other night” ! |

Man.

¢« Weighing the stedfastness and state
Of some mean things which here below reside,
Where birds like watchful Clocks the noiseless date
And Intercourse of times divide,
Where Bees at night get home and hive, and flowrs,
Early as well as late,
Rise with the Sun, and set in the same bowrs :

¢« I would, said I, my God would give
The staidness of these things to man! for these
To His divine appointments ever cleave,
And no new business breaks their peace ;
The birds nor sow nor reap, yet sup and dine,
The flowres without clothes live,
Yet Solomon was never drest so fine.

¢ Man hath still either toyes or Care ;
He hath no root, nor to one place is ty’d,
Bur ever restless and Irregular
About this Earth doth run and ride.
He knows he hath a home, but scarce knows where ;
He says it is so far,
That he hath quite forgot how to go there.

¢ He knocks at all doors, strays and roams :
Nay hath not so much wit as some stones have,
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-

Which in the darkest nights point to their homes
By some hid sense their Maker gave :
Man is the shuttle, to whose winding quest
And passage through these looms
God order’d motion, but ordain’d no rest.”

There 1s great moral force about this; its
measure and words put one in mind of the
majestic lines of Shirley, beginning

¢ The glories of our earthly state
Are shadows, not substantial things.™

CoCK-CROWING.
¢¢ Father of lights! what Sunnie seed,
What glance of day hast thou confin’d
Into this bird? To all the breed
This busie Ray thou hast assign’d ;
Their magnetisme works all night,
And dreams of Paradise and light.
“« Their eyes watch for the morning-hue,
Their little grain expelling night
So shines and sings, as if it knew
The path unto the house of light.
It seems their candle, howe’er done,
Was tinn’d and lighted at the sunne.”

This 1s a conceit, but an exquisite one.

ProvibexcE.

‘¢ Sacred and secret hand !
By whose assisting, swift command
The Angel shewd that holy Well,
Which freed poor Hagar from her fears,
And turn’d to smiles the begging tears
Of yong, distresséd Ishmael.”
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There 1s something very beautiful and touch-
ing in the opening of this on Providence, and
in the “ yong distresséd Ishmael.”

Tre Dawning.

““* Ah! what time wilt thou come ? when shall that crie,
The Bridegroome’s Comming ! fill the sky ?
Shall it in the Evening run
When our words and works are done ?

Or will thy all-surprizing light
Break at midnight,
When either sleep, or some dark pleasure
Possesseth mad man without measure ?
Or shall these early, fragrant hours
Unlock thy bowres ?
And with their blush of light descry
Thy locks crown’d with eternitie ?
Indeed, it is the only time
That with thy glory doth best chime ;
All now are stirring, ev’ry field
Full hymns doth yield ;
The whole Creation shakes off night,
And for thy shadow looks the light.”

This last line is full of grandeur and originality.

The Law anp THE GOSPEL.

«¢ Lord, when thou didst on §#nas pitch,
And shine from Paraw, when a firie Law,
Pronounc’d with thunder and thy threats, did thaw
Thy People’s hearts, when all thy weeds were rich,
And Inaccessible for light,
Terrour, and might ;—
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How did poore flesh, which after thou didst weare,

Then faint and fear !
Thy Chosen flock, like leafs in a high wind,
Whisper’d obedience, and their heads inclin’d.”

The idea in the last lines, we may suppose,
was suggested by what Isaiah says of the effect
produced on Ahaz and the men of Judah,
when they heard that Rezin, king of Syria, had
joined Israel against them. ‘“And his heart
was moved, and the heart of his people, as the
trees of the wood are moved by the winds.”

Hory ScripTUuRES.

““ Welcome, dear book, soul’s Joy and food ! The feast
Of Spirits ; Heav’n extracted lyes in thee.
Thou art life’s Charter, The Dove’s spotless nest
Where souls are hatch’d unto Eternitie.

¢ In thee the hidden stone, the Manna lies ;
Thou art the great Elixir rare and Choice ;
The Key that opens to all Mysteries,
The Word in Characters, God in the Voice.”

This 1s very like Herbert, and not inferior
to him.

In a poem having the odd mark of «4],”
and which seems to have been written after
the death of some dear friends, are these
two stanzas, the last of which 1s singularly pa-
thetic -—
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“They are all gone into the world of light !
And I alone sit lingring here !
Their very memory is fair and bright,

And my sad thoughts doth clear.

“He that hath found some fledg’d bird’s nest may know
At first sight if the bird be flown ;
But what fair Dell or Grove he sings in now,
T'hat 1s to him unknown.”

Referring to Nicodemus visiting our Lord :—

Tae Nigar. (Joun w1, 2.)

¢¢ Most blest believer he !
Who in that land of darkness and blinde eyes
Thy long expected healing wings could see,
When thou didst rise;
And, what can never more be done,
Did at midnight speak with the Sun!

““ O who will tell me where
He found thee at that dead and silent hour ?
What hallow’d solitary ground did bear
So rare a flower ;
Within whose sacred leaves did lie
The fulness of the Deity ?

¢ No mercy-seat of gold,
No dead and dusty Cherub, nor carved stone,
But his own living works, did my Lord hold
And lodge alone ;
Where trees and herbs did watch and peep,
And wonder, while the Jews did sleep.

¢ Dear night! this world’s defeat ;
The stop to busie fools ; care’s check and curb;
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The day of Spirits ; my soul’s calm retreat
Which none disturb !
Christ’s' progress and his prayer time ;
The hours to which high Heaven doth chime.

¢ God’s silent, searching flight :
When my Lord’s head is filled with dew, and all
His locks are wet with the clear drops of night ;
His still, soft call;
"His knocking time ; the soul’s dumb watch,
When spirits their Fair Kindred catch.

« Were all my loud, evil days,
Calm and unhaunted as is Thy dark Tent,
Whose peace but by some Angel’s wing or voice
Is seldom rent;
Then I in Heaven all the long year
Would keep, and never wander here.”

At the end he has these striking words—

¢ There 1s in God, some say,
A deep but dazzling darkness i

This brings to our mind the concluding sen-
tence of Mr. Ruskin’s fifth chapter in his second
volume—*¢ The infinity of God is not mysteri-
ous, it 1s only unfathomable ; not concealed, but
incomprehensible ; it is a clear infinity, the dark-
ness of the pure, unsearchable sea.” Plato, if we
rightly remember, says—¢ Truth is the body of

God, light is His shadow.”

1 Mark i. 35; Luke xxi. 37.
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DEeaTH.

““ Though since thy first sad entrance
By just Abel’s blood,
"T'is now six thousand years well nigh,
And still thy sovereignty holds good ;
Yet by none art thou understood.

¢« We talk and name thee with much ease,
As a tryed thing,
And every one can slight his lease,
As if it ended in a Spring,
Which shades and bowers doth rent-free bring.

¢ To thy dark land these heedless go,
But there was One
Who search’d it quite through to and fro,
And then, returning like the Sun,
Discover’d all that there 1s done.

¢ And since his death we throughly see
All thy dark way ;
Thy shades but thin and narrow be,
Which his first looks will quickly fray :
Mists make but triumphs for the day.”

TaE WATER-FALL.

<« With what deep murmurs, through time’s silent stealth,
Doth thy transparent, cool and watry wealth
Here flowing fall,
And chide and call,
As if his liquid, loose Retinue staid
Lingring, and were of this steep place afraid.”
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THE SHOWER.

<« Waters above! Eternal springs !
The dew that silvers the Dove’s wings !
O welcome, welcome to the sad !
Give dry dust drink, drink that makes glad.
Many fair Evenings, many flowers
Sweetened with rich and gentle showers,
Have I enjoyed, and down have ran
Many a fine and shining Sun ;
But never, till this happy hour,
Was blest with such an evening shower !"

What a curious felicity about the repetition
of ““ drink ” in the fourth line.

« [saac’s Marriage ” is one of the best of the
pieces, but 1s too long for insertion.

“ THE Rainpow ”’
has seldom been better sung :

¢¢ Still young and fine! but what is still in view
We slight as old and soil’d, though fresh and new.
How bright wert thou, when Shem’s admiring eye
Thy burnisht, flaming Arch did first descry !
When Terah, Nahor, Haran, Abram, Lot,
The youthful world’s gray fathers in one knot,
Did with intentive looks watch every hour
For thy new light, and trembled at each shower !
When thou dost shine darkness looks white and fair,
Forms turn to Musick, clouds to smiles and air :
Rain gently spends his honey-drops, and pours
Balm on the cleft earth, milk on grass and flowers.
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Bright pledge of peace and Sunshine ! the sure tye
Of thy Lord’s hand, the object! of His eye!
When I behold thee, though my light be dim,
Distant and low, I can in thine see Him

Who looks upen thee from His glorious throne,
And mindes the Covenant *twixt 4/ and Owe.

‘What a knot of the grey fathers !
¢¢ Terah, Nahor, Haran, Abram, Lot!”

Our readers will see whence Campbell stole,
and how he spoiled in the stealing (by omitting
the word ¢ youthful”), the well-known line in
his ¢ Rainbow”—

““ How came the world’s grey fathers forth
To view the sacred sign.”

Campbell did not disdain to take this, and no one
will say much against him, though 1t looks ill,
occurring in a poem on the rainbow ; but we
cannot so easily forgive him for saying that
¢ Vaughan is one of the harshest even of the
inferior order of conceit, having some few scat-
tered thoughts that meet our eye amidst his
harsh pages, like wild flowers on a barren
heath.”

¢« Rules and Lessons” 1s his longest andone
of his best poems ; but we must send our readers
to the book itself, where they will find much to
make them grateful to “ The Silurist” and to

1 Gen. ix. 16.
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Mr, Pickering, who has already done such good
service for the best of our elder literature.

We have said little about the deep godliness,
the spiritual Christianity, with which every poem
is penetrated and quickened. Those who can
detect and relish this best, will not be the worse
pleased at our saying little about it. Vaughan’s
religion 1s deep, lively, personal, tender, kindly,
impassioned, temperate, central. His religion
orows up, effloresces into the ideas and forms of
poetry as naturally, as noiselessly, as beautifully
as the life of the unseen seed finds its way up
into the “ bright consummate flower.”

Of ¢« IX. Poems by V.,” we would say with
the Quarterly, Baws pev, axna ‘PO4A. They
combine rare excellences; the concentration, the
finish, the gravity of a man’s thought, with the
tenderness, the insight, the constitutional sorrow-
fulness of a woman’s—her purity, her passionate-
ness, her delicate and keen sense and expression.
We confess we would rather have been the
author of any one of the nine poems in this little
volume, than of the somewhat tremendous, ab-
surd, raw, loud, and fuliginous ¢ Festus,” with
his many thousands of lines and his amazing
reputation, his bad English, bad religion, bad
philosophy, and very bad jokes—his ¢ buttered
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thunder” (this is his own phrase), and his poor
devil of a Lucifer—we would, we repeat (having
in this our subita ac seva indignatio run ourselves
a little out of breath),as much rather keep com-
pany with “V.” than with Mr. Bailey, as we
would prefer going to sea for pleasure, in a trim
little yacht, with its free motions, its quiet, its
cleanliness, to taking a state berth in some Fire-
King steamer of one thousand horse power, with
his mighty and troublous throb, his smoke, his
exasperated steam, his clangour, and fire and
fury, his otls and smells. .

Had we time, and were this the fit place, we
could, we think, make something out of this com-
parison of the boat with its sail and its rudder,
and the unseen, wayward, serviceable winds play-
ing about it, inspiring it, and swaying its course,
—and the iron steamer, with its machinery, its
coarse energy, its noises and philosophy, its
ungainly build and gait, its perilousness from
within ; and we think we could show how much
of what Aristotle, Lord Jeffrey, Charles Lamb,
or Edmund Burke would have called genuine
poetry, there 1s in the slender “ V.,” and how
little in the big ¢ Festus.”'

1 We have made repeated attempts, but we cannot get
through this poem. It beats us. We must want the Festus
sense. Some of our best friends, with whom we generally
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our best friends, with whom we generally agree
on such matters, are distressed for us, and repeat
long passages with great energy and apparent
intelligence and satisfaction. Meanwhile, having
read the six pages of public opinion at the end
of the third and People’s edition, we take it for
granted that it is a great performance, that, to
use one of the author’s own words, there is a
mighty < somethingness” about it—and we can
entirely acquiesce in the quotation from 7he
Sunday Times, that they ““ read it with astonish-
ment, and closed i1t with bewilderment.” It would
appear from these opinions, which from their
intensity, variety, and number (upwards of §0),
are curious signs of the times, that Mr. Bailey
has not so much improved on, as happily super-
seded the authors of Job and Ecclesiastes, of the
Divine Comedy, of Paradise Lost and Regained,
of Dr. Faustus, Hamlet, and Faust, of Don
Juan, the Course of Time, St. Leon, the Jolly
Beggars, and the Loves of the Angels.

He is more sublime and simple than Job—
more royally witty and wise, more to the quick
and the point than Solomon—more picturesque,
more Intense, more pathetic than Dante—more
Miltonic (we have no other word) than Milton
—more dreadful, more curiously blasphemous,
more sonorous than Marlowe—moreworldly-wise

c
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and clever, and intellectually svelt than Goethe.
More passionate, more eloquent, more impudent
than Byron—more orthodox, more edifying,
more precocious than Pollok—more absorptive
and inveterate than Godwin; and more hearty
and tender, more of love and manhood all
compact than Burns—more gay than Moore—
more uvpeavovs than Shakspeare.

It may be so. We have made repeated and
resolute 1ncursions in various directions into
his torrid zone, but have always come out
greatly scorched and stunned and affronted.
Never before did we come across such an amount
of energetic and tremendous words, going
‘“ sounding on their dim and perilous way,”
like a cataract at midnight—not flowing like
a stream, nor leaping like a clear waterfall,
but always among breakers—roaring and tear-
ing and tempesting with a sort of transcen-
dental din; and then what power of energizing
and speaking, and philosophizing and preaching,
and laughing and joking and love-making, 7
vacuo! As far as we can judge, and as far as we
can keep our senses in such a region, 1t seems to
us not a poem at all, hardly even poetical—but
rather the materials for a poem, made up of
science, religion, and love, the (very raw) ma-
terials of a structure— as if the bricksand mortar,
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and lath and plaster, and furniture, and fire and
fuel and meat and drink, and inhabitants male
and female, of a house were all mixed ¢ through
other” in one enormous iméroglio. It is a sort
of fire-mist, out of which poetry, like a star,
might by curdling, condensation, crystallization,
have been developed, after much purging, refin-
ing, and cooling, much time and pains. Mr.
Bailey is, we believe, still a young man full of
energy—full, we doubt not, of great and good
aims ; let him read over a passage, we daresay
he knows it well, in the second book of Milton
on Church Government, he will there, among
many other things worthy of his regard, find
that < the wily subtleties and refluxes of man’s
thoughts from within,” which is the haunt and
main region of his song, may be ¢ painted out
and described” with ““a solid and treatable
smoothness.” If he paint out and describe after
this manner, he may yet more than make up for
this sin of his youth ; and let him take our word
for it and fling away nine-tenths of his adjectives,
and 1n the words of Old Shirley—

““ Compose his poem clean without ’em.
A row of stately SuestanTives would march
Like Switzers, and bear all the fields before ’em ;
Carry their weight; show fair, like Deeds enroli’d ;
Not Writs, that are first made and after filed.
Thence first came up the title of Blank Verse ;}—
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You know, sir, what Blank signifies ;—when the 5Ensc,
First framed, is tied with adjectives like points,
Hang’t, ’tis pedantic vulgar poetry.

Let children, when they versify, stick bere

And there, these piddling words for want of matter.
Poets write masculine numbers.”

Here are some of ¢ V.’s” Roses—

THE GRAVE.

““I stood within the grave’s o’ershadowing vault ;
Gloomy and damp it stretch’d its vast domain ;
Shades were its bnundar}r ; for my strain’d E}'e sought
For other limit to its width in vain.

““ Faint from the entrance came a daylight ray,
And distant sound of living men and things ;
This, in th’ encountering darkness pass’d away,
That, took the tone in which a mourner sings.
I Iit a torch at a sepulchral lamp,
Which shot a thread of light amid the gloom ;
And feebly burning ’gainst the rolling damp,
I bore it through the regions of the tomb.

‘¢ Around me stretch’d the slumbers of the dead,
W hereof the silence ached upon my ear ;
More and more noiseless did I make my tread,
And yet its echoes chill’d my heart with fear.

¢ The former men of every age and place,
From all their wand’rings gather’d, round me lay ;
The dust of wither’d Empires did I trace,
And stood ’mid Generations pass’d away.

««] saw whole cities, that in flood or fire,
Or famine or the plague, gave up their breath ;
Whole armies whom a day beheld expire,
Swept by ten thousands to the arms of Death.
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‘I saw the old world’s white and wave-swept bones,
A giant heap of creatures that had been ;
Far and confused the broken skeletons
Lay strewn beyond mine eye’s remotest ken.

¢ Death’s various shrines—the Urn, the Stone, the Lamp—
Were scatter’d round, confused, amid the dead ;
Symbols and Types were mould’ring in the damp,
Their shapes were waning and their meaning fled.

“Unspuken tongues, perchance in praise or wo,
Were character’d on tablets Time had swept ;
And deep were balf their letters bid below
e thick small dust of these they once had wep!.

““No hand was here to wipe the dust away ;
No reader of the writing traced beneath ;
No spirit sitting by its form of clay ;
No sigh nor sound from all the heaps of Death.

““ One place alone bad ceased to bold its prey ;
A form bad presi’d it and was there no more ;
The garments of the Grave beside it lay,
Where once they wrapp’d bim on the rocky floor.

““He only with returning footsteps broke
TH eternal calm wherewith the Tomb was bound ;
Among the slecping Dead alone He woke,
And bless’d wwith outstretchd bands the bost around.

““ Well is it that such blessing bovers here,

1o soothe each sad surviver of the throng,

Who baunt the portals of the solemn sphere,
And pour their wo the loaded air along.

««T'hey to the verge bave follow’d what they love,
And on th’ insuperable threshold stand ;
With cherish’d names its speechless calm reprove,
And stretch in the abyss their ungrasp’d band.



38 Vaughan's Poems, &c.

““ But vainly there they seck their soul’s relief,
And of th’ obdurate Grave its prey implore ;

Till Death himself shall medicine their grief,
Closing their eyes by those they wept before.

“¢ All that have died, the Earth’s whole race, repose
Where Death collects his Treasures, heap on heap ;
O’er each one’s busy day, the nightshades close ;
Its Actors, Sufferers, Schools, Kings, Armies—sleep.”

The lines 1n italics are of the highest qua-
lity, both in thought and word; the allusicn to
Him who by dying abolished death, seems to
us wonderfully fine—sudden, simple,—it brings
to our mind the lines already quoted from
‘f’aughan —_

¢ But there was One
Who search’d it quite through to and fro,
And then returning like the Sun,
Discover’d all that there is done.”
W hat a rich line this 1s !

““ And pour their wo the loaded air along.”

¢ The insuperable threshold !

Do our readers remember the dying Corinne’s
words?  Fe mourrais seule—au reste, ce moment
se passe de secours; nos amis ne peuvent nous
suivre que jusquw’ au seutl de la vie. La, commen-
cent des pensées dont le trouble et la profondeur ne
sauraient se confler.

We have only space for one more—verses
entitled “ Heart’s-Ease.”
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Heart's-Eask.

“ Oh, Heart’s-Ease, dost thou lie within that flower ;
How shall I draw thee thence 7—so much I need
The healing aid of thine enshrined power
To veil the past—and bid the time good speed !

¢ I gather jt—it withers on my breast ;
The heart’s-ease dies when it is laid on mine ;
Methinks there is no shape by Joy possess’d,
Would better fare than thou, upon that shrine.

4

Take from me things gone by—oh ! change the past—
Renew the lost—restore me the decay’d ;—

Bring back the days whose tide has ebb’d so fast—
Give form again to the fantastic shade!

““ My hope, that never grew to certainty,—
My youth, that perish’d in its vain desire,—
My fond ambition, crush’d ere it could be

Aught save a self-consuming, wasted fire :

-

* Bring these anew, and set me once again
In the delusion of Life’s Infancy—
I was not happy, but I knew not then
That happy I was never doom’d to be.

¢ Till these things are, and powers divine descend—
Love, kindness, jov, and hope, to gild my day,

In vain the emblem leaves towards me bend,

Thy Spirit, Heart’s-Ease, 1s too far away !””

We would fain have given two poems entitled
« Bessy ” and “ Youth and Age.” Everything
in this little volume 1s select and good. Sensi-
bility and sense in right measure and propor-
tion and keeping, and in pure, strong, classical
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language ; no intemperance of thought or phrase.
Why does not ¢ V.” write more ?

We do not very well know how to introduce
our friend Mr. Ellison, ¢ The Bornnatural,”
who addresses his ¢ Madmoments to the Light-
headed of Society at large.” We feel as a father,
a mother, or other near of kin would at intro-
ducing an ungainly gifted and much loved son
or kinsman, who had the knack of putting his
worst foot foremost, and making himself zm-
primis ridiculous.

There is something wrong in all awkwardness,
a want of nature somewhere, and we feel affronted
even still, after we have taken the Bornnaturall
to our heart, and admire and love him, at his
absurd gratuitous self-befoolment. The book
1s at first sight one farrago of oddities and of-
fences—coarse foreign paper—bad printing—
italics broad-cast over every page—the words
run into each other in a way we are glad to say
1s as yet quite original, making such extraordi-
nary monsters of words as these—beingsriddle
—sunbeammotes—gooddeed — midjune — sum-
merair —selffavour — seraphechoes — puredeed-

! In his Preface he explains the title Bornnatural, as mean-
ing ““ one who inherits the natural sentiments and tastes to’
which he was born, still artunsullied and customfree.”



Vaughan's Poems, Oc. 41

prompter—barkskeel, &c. Now we like Anglo-
Saxon and the polygamous German,' but we
like better the well of English undefiled—a well,
by the bye, much oftener spoken of than drawn
from ; but to fashion such words as these words
are, is as monstrous as for a painter to compose
an animal not out of the elements, but out of
the entire bodies of several, of an ass, for in-
stance, a cock and a crocodile, so as to produce
an outrageous individual, with whom even a
duck-billed Platypus would think twice before
he fraternized—ornithorynchous and paradoxical
though he be, poor fellow. |

And yet our Bornnatural’s two thick and
closely small-printed volumes are as full of
poetry as is an “1impassioned grape” of its
noble liquor.

He 1s a true poet. But he has not the art
of singling his thoughts, an art as useful in
composition as in husbandry, as necessary for
young fancies as young turnips. Those who
have seen our turnip fields in early summer, with

\ ex. gr—Konstantinopolitanischerdudelsackspfeifergecelle.
Here is a word as long as the sea-serpent—but, like it,
having a head and tail, being what lawyers call wnum quid
—not an up and down series of infatuated phoce, as Profes-
sor Owen somewhat insolently asserts. Here is what the
Bornnatural would have made of it—

AConstantinopolitanbagpiperontof bisapprenticeship.



42 Vaughan's Poems, &,

the hoers at their work, will understand our re-
ference. If any one wishes to read these really
remarkable volumes, we would advise them to
begin with “ Season Changes” and “ Emma, a
Tale.” We give two Odes on Psyche, which
are as nearly perfect as anything out of Milton
or Tennyson.

The story 1s the well-known one of Psyche
and Cupid, told at such length, and with so
much beauty and pathos and picturesqueness by
Apuleius, 1n his < Golden Ass.” Psyche is the
human soul—a beautiful young woman. Cupid
1s spiritual, heavenly love—a comely youth.
They are married, and live in perfect happiness,
but, by a strange decree of fate, he comes and
goes unseen, tarrying only for the night; and
he has told her, that if she looks on him with
her bodily eye, if she tries to break through the
darkness in which they dwell, then he must leave
her, and for ever. Her two sisters—Anger and
Desire, tempt Psyche. She yields to their evil
counsel, and thus it fares with her :—.

Ope To PsycHE.
“¢ 1. Let not a sigh be breathed, or he is flown |
With tiptoe stealth she glides, and throbbing breast,
Towards the bed, like one who dares not own
Her purpose, and half shrinks, yet cannot rest
From her rash Essay : in one trembling hand
She bears a lamp, which sparkles on a sword ;
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In the dim light she seems a wandering dream
Of loveliness : ’tis Psyche and her Lord,

Her yet unseen, who slumbers like a beam
Of moonlight, vanishing as soon as scann’d !

One Moment, and all bliss hath fled her heart,
Like windstole edours from the rosebud’s cell,
Or as the earthdashed dewdrop which no art
Can e’er replace: alas! we learn fullwell

How beautiful the Past when it is o’er,

But with seal’d eyes we hurry to the brink,
Blind as the waterfall : oh, stay thy feet,

Thou rash one, be content to know no more
Of bliss than thy heart teaches thee, nor think
The sensual eye can grasp a form more sweet—

Than that which for itself the soul should chuse
For higher adoration ; but in vain !

Onward she moves, and as the Jamp’s faint hues
Flicker around, her charméd eyeballs strain,
For there he lies in undreamt loveliness !

Softly she steals towards him, and bends o’er
His slumberlidded eyes, as a lily droops

Faint o’er a folded rose : one caress

She would but dares not take, and as she stood,
An oildrop from the lamp fell burning sore !

Thereat sleepfray’d, dreamlike the God takes Wing
And soars to his own skies, while Psyche strives
To clasp his foot, and fain thereon would cling,
But falls insensate ;

Psyche! thou shouldst have taken that high gift

Of Love as it was meant, that mystery

Did ask thy faith, the Gods do test our worth,

And ere they grant high boons our heart would sift !
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¢¢ 5. Hadst thou no divine Vision of thine own?
Didst thou not see the Object of thy Love
Clothed with a Beauty to dull clay unknown ?
And could not that bright Image, far above
The Reach of sere Decay, content thy Thought ?
Which with its glory would have wrapp’d thee round,
To the Gravesbrink, untouched by Age or Pain!
Alas! we mar what Fancy’s Womb has brought
Forth of most beautiful, and to the Bound
Of Sense reduce the Helen of the Brain!”

What a picture ! Psyche, pale with love and
fear, bending in the uncertain light, over her
lord, with the rich flush of health and sleep and
manhood on his cheek, ““as a /ily droops faint
d'er a folded rose I”  'We remember nothing any-
where finer than this.

OpEe To PsycHE.

¢ 1. Why stand’st thou thus at Gaze

In the faint Tapersrays,

With strainéd Eyeballs fixed upon that Bed ?
Has he then flown away,
Lost, like a Star in Day,

Or like a Pearl in Depths unfathomed ¢
Alas! thou hast done very ill,

Thus with thine Eyes the Vision of thy Soul to kill !

o5y Thought’st thou that earthly Light
Could then assist thy Sight,
Or that the Limits of Reality
Could grasp Things fairer than
Imagination’s Span,
Who communes with the Angels of the Sky,
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Thou graspest at the Rainbow, and
Wouldst make it as the Zone with which thy Waist
is spanned !

‘e, And what find’st thou in his Stead ?
Only the empty Bed!

Thou sought’st the Earthly and therefore
The heavenly is gone, for that must ever soar !

LG For the bright World of

Pure and boundless Love

What hast thou found ? alas! a narrow room !
Put out that Light,
Restore thy Soul its Sight,

For better ’tis to dwell in outward Gloom,
Than thus, by the vile Body's eye,
To rob the Soul of its [nfinity !

e€ies Love, Love has Wings, and he
Soon out of Sight will flee,
Lost in far Ether to the sensual Eye,
But the Soul’s Vision true
Can track him, yea, up to

The Presence and the Throne of the Most High :

For thence he is, and tho’ he dwell below,

To the Soul only he his genuine Form will show !”

Mr. Ellison was a boy of twenty-three when

he wrote this. That, with so much command
of expression and of measure, he should run
waste and formless and even void, as he does in
other parts of his volumes, is very mysterious

and very distressing.

How we became possessed of the poetical
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Epistle from “E. V. K. to his Friend in Town,”

1s more easily asked than answered. We avow
ourselves in the matter to have acted for once on
M. Proudhon’s maxim—<¢ La propriété c'est le
vol.” We merely say, in our defence, that it 1s
a shame in “ E. V. K.,” be he who he may, to
hide his talent in a napkin, or keep it for his
friends alone. It is just such men and such
poets as he that we most need at present, sober-
minded and sound-minded and well-balanced,
whose genius is subject to their judgment, and
who have genius and judgment to begin with—
a part of the poetical stock in trade with which
many of our living writers are not largely fur-
nished. The Epistle is obviously written quite
off-hand, but it 1s the off-hand of a master, both
as to material and workmanship. He is of the
good old manly, classical school. His thoughts
have settled and cleared themselves before form-
ing into the mould of verse. They are in the
style of Stewart Rose’s vers de société, but have
more of the graphic force and deep feeling and
fine humour of Crabbe and Cowper in their sub-
stance, with a something of their own which is
to us quite as delightful. But our readers may
judge. After upbraiding, with much wit, a
certain faithless town-friend for not making out
his visit, he thus describes his residence :—
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¢ Though its charms be few,
The place will please you, and may profit too ;—
My house, upon the hillside built, looks down
On a neat harbour and a lively town.
Apart, *mid screen of trees, it stands, just where
We see the popular bustle, but not share.
Full in our front is spread a varied scene—
A royal ruin, grey or clothed with green,
Church spires, tower, docks, streets, terraces, and trees,
Back’d by green fields, which mount by due degrees
Into brown uplands, stretching high away
To where, by silent tarns, the wild deer strav.
Below, with gentle tide, the Atlantic Sea
Laves the curved beach, and fills the cheerful quay,
Where frequent glides the sail, and dips the oar,
And smoking steamer halts with hissing roar.”

Then follows a long passage of great elo-
quence, truth, and wit, directed against the
teverish, affected, unwholesome life in town,

before which he fears

““Even he, my friend, the man whom once I knew,
Surrounded by blue women and pale men,”

has fallen a victim ; and then concludes with
these lines, which it would not be easy to match
for everything that constitutes good poetry. As
he writes he chides himself for suspecting his
friend ; and at that moment (it seems to have
been written on Christmas day) he hears the
song of a thrush, and forthwith he « bursts into
a song,” as full-voiced, as native, as sweet and
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strong, as that of his bright-eyed feathered
friend.

“ But, hark that sound! the mavis! can it be ?
Once more! Itis. High perched on yon bare tree,
He starts the wondering winter with his trill ;
Or by that sweet sun westering o’er the hill
Allured, or for he thinks melodiocus mirth
Due to the holy season of Christ’s birth.—
And hark! as his clear fluting fills the air,
Low broken notes and twitterings you may hear
From other emulous birds, the brakes among ;
Fain would they also burst into a song;
But winter warns, and muflling up their throats,
They liquid—for the spring—preserve their notes.
O sweet preluding! having heard that strain,
How dare I lift my dissonant voice again ?
Let me be still, let me enjoy the time,
Bothering myself or thee no more with rugged rhyme.”

This author must not be allowed to “ muffle
up Ais throat,” and keep his notes for some
imaginary and far off spring. He has not the ex-
cuse of themavis. He must give us more of his
own “ clear fluting.” Let him, with that keen,
kindly and thoughtful eye, look from his retreat,
as Cowper did, upon the restless, noisy world he
has left, seeing the popular bustle, not sharing
it, and let his pen record in such verses as these
what his understanding and his affections think
and feel and his imagination informs, and we
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shall have something in verse not unlike the
letters from Olney. There is one line which
deserves to be immortalized over the cherished
bins of our wine-fanciers, where repose their

¢¢ Dear prisoned spirits of the impassioned grape.”

What is good makes us think of what is
better, as well, and 1t 1s to be hoped more, than
of what 1s worse. There 1s no sweetness so
sweet as that of a large and deep nature; there
1s no knowledge so good, so strengthening as
that of a great mind, which 1s for ever filling
itself afresh. < Out of the eater comes forth
meat ; out of the strong comes forth sweetness.”
Here 1s one of such ¢ dulcedines vera ”—the
sweetness of a strong man :—

<« Now came still evening on, and twilight grey

Had in her sober livery all things clad ;

Silence accompany’d ; for beast and bird,
They to their grassy couch, these to their nests,
Were slunk, all but the wakeful nightingale ;
She all night long her amorous descant sung ;
Silence was pleased : now glow’d the firmament
With living saphirs ; Hesperus that led

The starry host rode brightest, till the moon,
Rising in clouded majesty, at length

Apparent queen unveil’d her peerless light,
And o’er the dark her silver mantle threw.”

Were we inclined to do anything but enjoy
this and be thankful—giving ourselves up to its
D
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gentleness, informing ourselves with its quiet-
ness and beauty,—we would note the simplicity,
the neutral tints, the quietness of its language,
the “sober livery” in which its thoughts are
clad. In the first thirty-eight words, twenty-
nine are monosyllables.  Then there 1s the
gradual way in which the crowning phantasy is
introduced. It comes upon us at once, and yet
not wholly unexpected ; it “sweetly creeps” into
our “ study of imagination ;” it lives and moves,
but it is a moving that is “ delicate ;” 1t flows
In upon us ucredibili lenitate.  © Evening” 1s a
matter of fact, and its stillness too—a time of the
day ; and “ twilight” is little more. We feel
the first touch of spiritual life in  Aer sober
livery,” and bolder and deeper in “all things
clad.” Still we are not deep, the real is not yet
transfigured and transformed, and we are brought
back into it after being told that “ Silence
accompanied,” by the explanatory  for,” and
the bit of sweet natural history of the beasts and
birds. The mind dilates and is moved, its eye
detained over the picture ; and then comes that
rich, ““ thick warbled note”—*“a/l but the wakeful
nightingale ;> this fills and informs the ear, mak-
ing it also “ of apprehension more quick,” and
we are prepared now for the great idea coming
“‘into the eye and prospect of our soul”—sILENCE
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was pLEASED ! There is nothing in all poetry
above this. Still evening and twilight grey are
now Beings, coming on, and walking over the
earth like queens, “ with Silence,”

““ Admiration’s speaking’st tongue,”

as their pleased companion. All 1s “calm and
free,” and “ full of life,” it is a * Holy Time.”
What a picture l—what simplicity of means !
what largeness and perfectness of effect |—
what knowledge and love of nature! what
supreme art !—what modesty and submission !
what self-possession ! — what plainness, what
selectness of speech! ““As 1s the height, so 1s
the depth. The intensities must be at once
opposite and equal. As the liberty, so the
reverence for law. As the independence, so
must be the seeing and the service, and the sub-
mission to the Supreme Will. As the ideal
genius and the originality, so must be the resig-
nation to the real world, the sympathy and the
intercommunion with Nature.” — Coleridge’s
Posthumous Tract < The Idea of Life.”

Since writing the above, our friend “ E.V.K.”
has shown himself curiously unaffected by ¢ that
last infirmity of noble minds,” — his ““clear
spirit ” heeds all too little its urgent ¢ spur.”
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The following sonnets are all we can pilfer from
him. They are worth the stealing :—

An ArcuMmenT 1N RHYME.

1.

¢ Things that now are beget the things to be,
As they themselves were gotten by things past ;
Thou art a sire, who yesterday but wast
A child like him now prattling on thy knee;
And he in turn ere long shall offspring see.
Effects at first, seem causes at the last,
Yer only seem; when off their veil is cast,
All speak alike of mightier energy,
Received and pass’d along. TheYife that flows
Through space and time, bursts in a loftier source.
What's spaced and timed is bounded, therefore shows
A power beyond, a timeless, spaceless force,
Templed in that infinitude, before
Whose light-veil’d porch men wonder and adore,

II.

“ Wonder! but—for we cannot comprehend,
Dare not to doubt. Man, know thyself! and know
That, being what thou art, it must be so. ’
We creatures are, and it were to transcend
The limits of our being, and ascend
Above the Infinite, if we could show
All that He is and how things from Him flow.
Things and their laws by Man are grasp’d and. kenn’d,
But creatures must no more ; and Nature’s mast
Is Reason’s choice; for could we all reveal
Of God and acts creative, doubt were just.
Were these conceivable, they were not real.
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Here, ignorance man’s sphere of being suits,
"Tis knowledge self, or of her richest fruits.

I11.

¢ Then rest here, brother ! and within the veil
Boldly thine anchor cast. What though thy boat
No shoreland sees, but undulates afloat
On soundless depths ; securely fold thy sail.
Ah! not by daring prow and favouring gale
Man threads the gulfs of doubting and despond,
And gains a rest in being unbeyond,
Who roams the furthest, surest is to fail ;
Knowing nor what to seek, nor how to find.
Not far but near, about us, yea within,
Lieth the infinite life. The pure in mind
Dwell in the Presence, to themselves akin ;
And lo! thou sick and health-imploring soul,
He stands beside thee—touch, and thou art whole.”

N






DR. €CHALMERS.

“ Fervet immensusque ruit.”—Hor.

 His memory fong will live alone
In all our bearts, as mournful light
d hat broods above the fallen sun,
And dwells in beaven balf the night.”
TENNYSON.

““ He cwas not ome man, be was a thousand men.”—SyDNEY
SMrTH.






DR. CHALMERS'S POSTHUMOUS
WORKS.

HEN, towards the close of some long
summer day, we come suddenly, and,

as we think, before his time, upon the broad
sun, “sinking down in his tranquillity ” into the
unclouded west, we cannot keep our eyes from
the great spectacle,—and when he is gone the
shadow of him haunts our sight : we see every-
where,—upon the spotless heaven, upon the
distant mountains, upon the fields, and upon
the road at our feet,—that dim, strange, change-
ful image; and if our eyes shut, to recover
themselves, we still find in them, like a dying
flame, or like a gleam in a dark place, the un-
mistakable phantom of the mighty orb that
has set,—and were we to sit down, as we have
often done, and try to record by pencil or by
pen, our impression of that supreme hour, still
would 1T be there. 'We must have patience
with our eye, it will not let the impression go,—
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that spot on which the radiant disc was impressed,
1s insensible to all other outward things, for a
time: 1ts best relief is, to let the eye wander
vaguely over earth and sky, and repose itself on
the mild shadowy distance.

So it 1s when a great and good and beloved
man departs, sets—it may be suddenly—and to
us who know not the times and the seasons, fo0
soon. We gaze eagerly at his last hours, and
when he is gone, never to rise again on our
sight, we see his 1mage wherever we go, and in
whatsoever we are engaged, and if we try to
record by words our wonder, our sorrow, and
our affection, we cannot see to do it, for the
¢ idea of his life” is for ever coming into our
¢ study of imagination”—into all our thoughts,
and we can do little else than let our mind, in a
wise passiveness, hush itself to rest.

The sun returns—he knows his rising—

“¢ To-morrow he repairs his drooping head,

And tricks his beams, and with new spangled ore
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky ;”

but man lieth down, and riseth not again till the
heavens are no more. Never again will he
whose ¢ Meditations” are now before us, lift up
the light of his countenance upon us.

We need not say we look upon him, as a
great man, as a good man, as a beloved man,—
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quis desiderio sit pudor tam cari capitis? We
cannot now go very curiously to work, to scruti-
nize the composition of his character,—we can-
not take that large, free, genial nature to pieces,
and weigh this and measure that, and sum up
and pronounce ; we are too near as yet to him,
and to his loss, he is too dear to us to be so
handled. < His death,” to use the pathetic
words of Hartley Coleridge, “is a recent sor-
row ; his image still lives in eyes that weep
for him.” The prevailing feeling is,—He is
gone—“ abiit ad plures—he has gone over to
the majority, he has joined the famous nations
of the dead.”

It 1s no small loss to the world, when one of
its master spirits—one of its great lights—a king
among the nations—leaves it. A sun is extin-
guished ; a great attractive, regulating power is
withdrawn. For though it be a common, it 1s
also a natural thought, to compare a great man
to the sun; it is in many respects significant.
Like the sun, he rules his day, and he 1s  for
a sign and for seasons, and for days and for
years;” he enlightens, quickens, attracts, and
leads after him his host—his generation.

To pursue our image. When the sun sets to
us, he rises elsewhere—he goes on rejoicing, like
a strong man, running his race. So does a
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great man: when he leaves us and our concerns
—he rises elsewhere; and we may reasonably
suppose that one who has in this world played
a great part in 1ts greatest histories—who has
through a long life been pre-eminent for pro-
moting the good of men and the glory of God—
will be looked upon with keen interest, when he
joins the company of the immortals. They
must have heard of his fame ; they may in their
ways have seen and helped him already.

Every one must have trembled when reading
that passage in Isaiah, in which Hell is described
as moved to meet Lucifer at his coming : there
is not in human language anything more sublime
in conception, more exquisite in expression ; it
has on it the light of the terrible crystal. But
may we not reverse the scene? May we not
imagine, when a great and good man—a son of
the morning—enters on his rest, that Heaven
would move itself to meet him at his coming ?
That 1t would stir up its dead, even all the
chief ones of the earth, and that the kings
of the nations would arise each one from his
throne to welcome their brother? that those who
saw him would ¢ narrowly consider him,” and
say, ““is this he who moved nations, enlightened
and bettered his fellows, and whom the great
Taskmaster welcomes with ¢ Well done !’ ”
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We cannot help following him, whose loss we
now mourn, into that region, and figuring to
ourselves his great, childlike spirit, when that
unspeakable scene bursts upon his view, when,
as by some inward, instant sense, he is conscious
of God—of the immediate presence of the All-
seeing Unseen ; when he beholds ¢ His honour-
able, true, and only Son,” face to face, enshrined
in ““ that glorious form, that light unsufferable,
and that far-beaming blaze of majesty,” that
brightness of His glory, that express image of
His person ; when he 1s admitted into the goodly
fellowship of the apostles—the glorious company
of the prophets—the noble army of martyrs—
the general assembly of just men—and beholds
with his loving eyes the myriads of “ little ones,”
outnumbering their elders as the dust of stars
with which the galaxy is filled exceeds in multi-
tude the hosts of heaven.

What a change! death the gate of life—a
second birth, in the twinkling of an eye: this
moment, weak, fearful, in the amazement of
death ; the next, strong, joyful,—at rest,—all
things new ! To adopt his own words: all his
life, up to the last, “ knocking at a door not yet
opened, with an earnest indefinite longing,—his
very soul breaking for the longing,—drinking of
water, and thirsting again”—and then—suddenly
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and at once—a door opened into heaven, and
the Master heard saying, ¢ Come in, and come
up hither!” drinking of the river of life, clear
as crystal, of which if a man drink he will never

thirst,—being filled with all the fulness of God!

Dr. Chalmers was a ruler among men : this
we know historically ; this every man who came
within his range felt at once. He was like
Agamemnon, a native avaf avdpév, and with all
his homeliness of feature and deportment, and
his perfect simplicity of expression, there was
about him ¢ that divinity that doth hedge a
king.” You felt a power, in him, and going
from him, drawing you to him in spite of your-
self. He was in this respect a solar man, he
drew after him his own firmament of planets.
They, like all free agents, had their centrifugal
forces acting ever towards an independent, soli-
tary course, but the centripetal also was there,
and they moved with and around their impenal
sun,—gracefully or not, willingly or not, as the
case might be, but there was no breaking loose :
they again, in their own spheres of power, might
have their attendant moons, but all were bound
to the great massive luminary in the midst.

There 1s to us a continual mystery in this
power of one man over another. We find it
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acting everywhere, with the simplicity, the cease-
lessness, the energy of gravitation; and we may
be permitted to speak of this influence as obeying
similar conditions ; it is proportioned to dulk—
for we hold to the notion of a bigness in souls
as well as bodies—one soul differing from another
in quantity and momentum as well as in quality
and force, and its intensity increases by near-
ness. There is much in what Jonathan Ed-
wards says of one spiritual essence having more
being than another, and in Dr. Chalmers’s ques-
tion, * Is he a man of wechs ¢”

But when we meet a so/ar man, of ample
nature—soul, body, and spirit; when we find
him from his earliest years moving among his
fellows like a king, moving them whether they
will or not—this feeling of mystery is deepened ;
and though we would not, like some men (who
should know better), worship the creature and
convert a hero into a god, we do feel more than
in other cases the truth, that it is the inspiration
of the Almighty which has given to that man
understanding, and that all power, all energy, all
light, come to him, from the First and the Last
—the Living One. God comes to be regarded
by us, in this instance, as he ought always to be,
“ the final centre of repose”—the source of all
being, of all life—the Terminus ad quem and the
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Terminus a quo. And assuredly, as in the
firmament that simple law of gravitation reigns
supreme—making it indeed a kosmos—majestic,
orderly, comely in its going—ruling, and bind-
ing not the less the fiery and nomadic comets,
than the gentle, punctual moons—so certainly,
and to us moral creatures to a degree transcen-
dently more important, does the whole intelli-
gent universe move around and move towards
and in the Father of Lights.

It would be well if the world would, among
the many other uses they make of its great
men, make more of this,—that they are mani-
festors of God—revealers of His will—vessels
of His omnipotence—and are among the very
chiefest of His ways and works.

As we have before said, there is a perpetual
wonder in this power of one man over his fel-
lows, especially when we meet with it in a great
man. You see its operations constantly in his-
tory, and through it the Great Ruler has worked
out many of His greatest and strangest acts.
But however we may understand the accessory
conditions by which the one man rules the many,
and controls, and fashions them to his purposes,
and transforms them into his likeness—multi-
plying as it were himself—there remains at the
bottom of it all a mystery—a reaction between
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body and soul that we cannot explain. Gene-
rally, however, we find accompanying its mani-
festation, a capacious understanding—a strong
will — an emotional nature quick, powerful,
urgent, undeniable, in perpetual communication
with the energetic will and the large resolute
intellect—and a strong, hearty, capable body; a
countenance and person expressive of this com-
bination—the mind finding its way at once and
in full force to the face, to the gesture, to every
act of the body. He must have what 1s called
a “ presence ;” not that he must be great in
size, beautiful, or strong; but he must be ex-
pressive and impressive—his outward man must
communicate to the beholder at once and with-
out fail, something of indwelling power, and he
must be and act as o#e. You may in your mind
analyse him into his several parts; but practi-
cally he acts in everything with his whole soul
and his whole self ; whatsoever his hand finds
to do, he does it with his might. Luther,
Moses, David, Mahomet, Cromwell—all verified
these conditions.

And so did Dr. Chalmers. There was some-
thing about his whole air and manner, that
disposed you at the very first to make way
where he went—he held you before you were
aware. That this depended fully as much upon

E
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the activity and the quantity—if we may so
express ourselves—of his affections, upon that
combined action of mind and body which we
call temperament, and upon a straightforward,
urgent will, as upon what 1s called the pure
intellect, will be generally allowed; but with
all this, he could not have been and done,
what he was and did, had he not had an under-
standing, 1n vigour and 1in capacity, worthy
of its great and ardent companions. It was
large, and free, mobile, and intense, rather
than penetrative, judicial, clear, or fine,—so that
in one sense he was more a man to make others
act than think ; but his own actings had always
their origin in some fixed, central, inevitable
proposition, as he would call it, and he began
his onset with stating plainly, and with lucid
calmness, what he held to be a great seminal
truth ; from this he passed at once, not into
exposition, but into illustration and enforcement
—into, if we may make a word, overwhelming
insistance. Something was to be done, rather
than explained.

There was no separating his thoughts and
expressions from his person, and looks, and
voice. How perfectly we can at this moment
recall him! = Thundering, flaming, lightening in
the pulpit; teaching, indoctrinating, drawing



Dr. Chalmers’s Posthumous Works. 67

after him his students in his lecture-room; sit-
ting among other public men, the most uncon-
scious, the most king-like of them all, with that
broad leonine countenance, that beaming, liberal
smile ; or ‘on the way out to his home, in his
old-fashioned great-coat, with his throat muffied
up, his big walking-stick moved outwards in an
arc, its point fixed, its head circumferential, a
sort of companion, and playmate, with which
doubtless, he demolished legions of imaginary
foes, errors, and stupidities in men and things,
in Church and State. His great look, large
chest, large head, his amplitude every way ; his
broad, simple, childlike, inturned feet ; his short,
hurried impatient step ; his erect, royal air ; his
look of general goodwill ; his kindling up into a
warm but vague benignity when one he did not
recognise spoke to him ; the addition, for 1t was
not a change, of keen speciality to his hearty
recognition ; the twinkle of his eyes ; the imme-
diately saying something very personal to set all
to rights, and then the sending you off with
some thought, some feeling, some remembrance,
making your heart burn within you ; his voice
indescribable ; his eye—that most peculiar fea-
ture—not vacant, but asleep—innocent, mild, and
large; and his soul, its great inhabitant, not

always at his window ; but then, when he did
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awake, how close to you was that burning vehe-
ment soul! how it penetrated and overcame
you! how mild, and affectionate, and genial its
expression at his own fireside !

Of his portraits worth mentioning, there are
Watson Gordon’s, Duncan’s—the Calotypes of
Mr. Hill—Kenneth M<Leay’s miniatures—the
Daguerreotype, and Steell’s bust. These are
all good, and all give bits of him, some nearly
the whole, but not one of them that = Gepuov,
that flery particle— that inspired look — that
“ diviner mind "—the poco prza, or little more.
Watson Gordon’s 1s too much of the mere clergy-
man—is a pleasant likeness, and has the shape
of his mouth, and the setting of his feet very
good. Duncan’s is a work of genius, and 1s the
giant looking up, awakening, but not awakened
—1t 1s a very fine picture. Mr. Hill’s Calotypes
we like better than all the rest ; because what in
them 1s true, 1s absolutely so, and they have
some delicate renderings which are all but beyond
the power of any human artist ; for though man’s
art is mighty, nature’s is mightier. The one of
the Doctor sitting with his grandson < Tommy,”
is to us the best; we have the true grandeur of
his form—his bulk. = M-¢‘Leay’s is admirable—
spirited—and has that look of shrewdness and
vivacity and immediateness which he had when
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he was observing and speaking keenly ; it is,
moreover, a fine, manly bit of art. M-‘Leay is
the Raeburn of miniature painters—he does a
great deal with little. ‘The Daguerreotype 1s,
in its own way, excellent ; 1t gives the externality
of the man to perfection, but 1t 1s Dr. Chalmers
at a stand-still—his mind and feelings ¢ pulled
up” for the second that it was taken. Steell’s 1s
a noble bust—has a stern heroic expression and
pathetic beauty about it, and from wanting
colour and shadow and the eyes, it relies upon
a certain simplicity and grandeur ;—in this it
completely succeeds—the mouth 1s handled with
extraordinary subtlety and sweetness, and the
hair hangs over that huge brow like a glorious
cloud. We think this head of Dr. Chalmers
the artist’s greatest bust.

In reference to the assertion we have made as
to bulk forming one primary element of a
powerful mind, Dr. Chalmers used to say, when a
man of activity and public mark was mentioned,
“ Has he wec/t ? he has promptitude—has he
power ? he has power -—has he promptitude?
and, moreover, has he a discerning spirit ?”

These are great practical, universal truths.
How few even of our greatest men have had
all these three faculties large — fine, sound,
and in  perfect diapason.” Your men of
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promptitude, without power or judgment, are
common and are useful. But they are apt to run
wild, to get needlessly brisk, unpleasantly inces-
sant. A weasel 1s good or bad as the case may
be,—good against vermin—bad to meddle with ;
—but inspired weasels, weasels on a mission, are
terrible indeed, mischievous and fell, and swift-
ness making up for want of momentum by in-
veteracy ; ““fierce as wild bulls, untamable as
flies.” Of such men we have now-a-days too
many. Men are too much in the way of sup-
posing that doing 1s being ; that theology and
excogitation, and fierce dogmatic assertion of
what they consider truth, is godliness; that
obedience is merely an occasional great act, and
not a series of acts, issuing from a state, like the
stream of water from its well.

‘¢ Action is transitory—a step—a blow,
The motion of a muscle—this way or that ;
*T'is done—and in the after vacancy,
We wonder at ourselves like men betrayed.
Suffering » (sbedience, or being as opposed to deing )—
«¢ Suffering 1s permanent,
And has the nature of infinity.”

Dr. Chalmers was a man of genius— he
had his own way of thinking, and saying, and
doing, and looking everything. Men have
vexed themselves in vain to define what genius
is; like every ultimate term we may describe 1t
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by giving its effects, we can hardly succeed in
reaching its essence. Fortunately, though we
know not what are its elements, we know it
when we meet it ; and in him, in every move-
ment of his mind, in every gesture, we had its
unmistakable tokens. Two of the ordiary
accompaniments of genius — Enthusiasm and
Simplicity—he had in rare measure.

He was an ewnthusiast i 1ts true and good
sense ; he was “entheat,” as if full of God, as
the old poets called it. It was this ardour,
this superabounding life, this immediateness of
thought and action, idea and emotion, setting
the whole man agoing at once—that gave a
power and a charm to everything he did. To
adopt the old division of the Hebrew Doctors,
as given by Nathanael Culverwel, in his « Light
of Nature:” In man we have—1s/, wreiua
fwomowvw, the sensitive soul, that which lies
nearest the body—the very blossom and flower
of life ; 2d, Tov vovw, animam rationis, sparkling
and glittering with intellectuals, crowned with
light ; and 34, vov OQuwov, impetum animi, motum
mentis, the vigour and energy of the soul—its
temper—the mover of the other two—the first
being, as they said, resident in /epate — the
second in cerebro—the third in corde, where 1t
presides over the issues of life, commands the
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circulation, and animates and sets the blood
a-moving. The first and second are informative,
explicative, they  take in and do ”—the other
“gives out.” Now in Dr. Chalmers, the great
ingredient was the ¢ 6uuos as indicating wis
amime et vite,—and in close fellowship with 1,
and ready for its service, was a large, capacious
o vovs, and an energetic, sensuous, rapid 7o
mvevpa. Hence his energy, his contagious en-
thustasm—this 1t was which gave the peculiar
character to his religion, to his politics, to his
personnel ; everything he did was done heartily
—if he desired heavenly blessings he ¢ panted ”
for them—* his soul broke for the longing.’
To give again the words of the spiritual and
subtle Culverwel, “ Religion (and indeed every
thing else) was no matter of indifferency to him.
It was Sepuov T mpaypua, a certain fiery thing, as
Aristotle calls love ; it required and it got, the
very flower and vigour of the spirit—the strength
and sinews of the soul—the prime and top of the
affections—this is that grace, that panting grace
—we know the name of it and that’s all—tis
called zeal—a flaming edge of the affection—
the ruddy complexion of the soul.” Closely
connected with this temperament, and with a
certain keen sensation of truth, rather than a
perception of it, if we may so express ourselves,
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an intense consciousness of objective reality,—
was his simple animating faith. He had faith in
God—faith in human nature—faith, if we may
say so, in his own instincts—in his 1deas of men
and things—in Aimself ; and the result was,
that unhesitating bearing up and steering right
onward—*“ never bating one jot of heart or
hope” so characteristic of him. He had ¢ the
substance of things hoped for.” He had ““the
evidence of things not seen.”

By his simplicity we do not mean the simpli-
city of the head—of that he had none ; he was
eminently shrewd and knowing—more so than
many thought ; but we refer to that quality of
the heart and of the life, expressed by the words,
““in simplicity a child.” In his own words, from

his Daily Readings,—

““ When a child is filled with any strong emotion by a sur-
prising event or intelligence, it ruzs to discharge it on others,
impatient of their sympathy ; and it marks, I fancy, the
simplicity and greater naturalness of this period ( Jacob’s),
that the grown-up men and women ra# to meet each other,
giving way to their first impulses—even as children do.”

His emotions were as lively as a child’s, and
he ran to discharge them. There was in all his
ways a certain beautiful unconsciousness of self
—an outgoing of the whole nature that we see
in children, who are by learned men said to be
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long ignorant of the Eco—blessed in many
respects in their ignorance ! This same Ego, as
it now exists, being perhaps part of < the fruit
of that forbidden tree ;” that mere knowledge of
good as well as of evil, which our great mother
bought for us at such a price. In this meaning
of the word, Dr. Chalmers, considering the size
of his understanding—his personal eminence—
his dealings with the world —his large sympathies
—his scientific knowledge of mind and matter—
his relish for the practical details, and for the
spirit of public business—was quite singular for
his simplicity ; and taking this view of it, there
was much that was plain and natural in his man-
ner of thinking and acting, which otherwise was
obscure, and liable to be misunderstood. We
cannot better explain what we mean than by giv-
ing a passage from Fénélon, which D’ Alembert,
in his Eloge, quotes as characteristic of that
“ sweet-souled ” prelate. We give the passage
entire, as it seems to us to contain a very beau-
tiful, and by no means commonplace truth :—

‘¢ Fenélon,” says D’Alembert, ““a caractérisé lui-méme
en peu de mots cette simplicité qui se rendoit si cher a tous
les ceeurs, ¢ Lasimplicité est la droiture d’une ame qui s’interdit
tout retour sur EHE cL ST 5C5 Eﬂliﬂﬂﬁ‘m—fﬂ'ttﬂ vertu est diﬁ'érﬂnl:e
de la sincérité, et la surpasse. On voit beaucoup de gens qui

sont sincéres sans étre simples—Ils ne veulent passer que pour
ce qu’ils sont, mais ils craignent sans cesse de passer pour ce
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qu’ils ne sont pas. L’homme simple n’affecte ni la vertu, ni

la verité meme; il n’est jamais occupé de lui, il semble

d’avoir psrdu ce moi dont on est si jaloux.’ ”

What delicacy and justness of expression !
how true and clear! how little we see now-a-
days, among grown-up men, of this straightness
of the soul—of this losing or never finding ¢ ce
moi I’ There is more than is perhaps generally
thought in this. Man in a state of perfection,
would no sooner think of asking himself—am I
right ? am I appearing to be what inwardly I
am ? than the eye asks itself—do I see? or a
child says to itself—do I love my mother ?  We
have lost this instinctive sense ; we have set one
portion of ourselves aside to watch the rest ; we
must keﬁp up appecarances and our cnnsistency -
we must respect—that 1s, look back upon—
ourselves, and be respected, if possible; we
must, by hook or by crook, be respectable.

Dr. Chalmers would have made a sorry Ba-
laam ; he was made of different stuff, and for
other purposes. Your ° respectable ” men are
ever doing their best to keep their status, to
maintain their position. He never troubled
himself about his status; indeed, we would say
status was not the word for him. He had a
sedes on which he sat, and from which he spoke ;
he had an imperium, to and fro which he roamed
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as he listed: but a szatus was as little in his way
as in ‘that of a Mauritanian lion. Your merely
“sincere ” men are always thinking of what
they said yesterday, and what they may say to-
morrow, at the very moment when they should
be putting their whole self into to-day. Full of
his 1dea, possessed by it, moved altogether by
its power,—believing, he spoke, and without
stint or fear, often apparently contradicting his
former self—careless about every thing, but
speaking fully his mind. One other reason for
his apparent inconsistencies was, if one may so ex-
press it, the spaciousness of his nature. He had
room in that capacious head, and affection in that
great, hospitable heart, for relishing and taking
in the whole range of human thought and feeling.
He was several men in one. Multitudinous
but not multiplex, in him odd and apparently
incongruous notions dwelt peaceably together.
The lion lay down with the lamb. Voluntary-
ism and an endowment—-both were best.

He was childlike in his simplicity : though
in understanding a man, he was himself in many
things a child. Coleridge says, every man should
include all his former selves in his present, as a
tree has its former years’ growths inside its last ;
so Dr. Chalmers bore along with him his child-
hood, his youth, his early and full manhood
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into his mature old age. This gave himself,
we doubt not, infinite delight—multiplied his
joys, strengthened and sweetened his whole
nature, and kept his heart young and tender, it
enabled him to sympathize, to have a fellow-
feeling with all, of whatever age. Those who
best knew him, who were most habitually with
him, know how beautifully this point of his cha-
racter shone out in daily hourly life. We well
remember long ago loving him before we had
seen him—-from our having been told, that being
out one Saturday at a friend’s house near the
Pentlands, he collected all the children and small
people—the ot/er bairns, as he called them—and
with no one else of his own growth, took the
lead to the nearest hill-top,—how he made each
take the biggest and roundest stone he could
find, and carry,—how he panted up the hill him-
self with one of enormous size,—how he kept up
their hearts, and made them shout with glee,
with the light of his countenance, and with all
his pleasant and strange ways and words,—how
having got the breathless little men and women
to the top of the hill, he, hot and scant of breath
—looked round on the world and upon them
with his broad benignant smile like the avpifuor
xvpdtwv yehaspa—the unnumbered laughter of
the sea,—how he set off his own huge “ fellow,”
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—how he watched him setting out on his race,
slowly, stupidly, vaguely at first, almost as 1f he
might die before he began to live, then sudden-
ly giving a spring and off like a shot—bounding,
tearing, avTis érerra mwedovde kukivSeto Naas avaidis,
vires acquirens eundo ; how the great and good
man was fotus in illo; how he spoke to, up-
braided him, cheered him, gloried in him, all
but prayed for him,—how he joked philosophy
to his wondering and ecstatic crew, when he
(the stone) disappeared among some brackens—
telling them they had the evidence of their senses
that he was in, they might even know he was
there by his effects, by the moving brackens,
himself unseen; how plain it became that he
had gone in, when he actually came out !—how
he ran up the opposite side a bit, and then fell
back, and lazily expired at the bottom,—how to
their astonishment, but not displeasure—for he
““ set them off so well,” and ¢ was so funny ”—
he took from each his cherished stone, and set
it off himself ! showing them how they all ran
alike, yet differently ; how he went on,
‘“ making,” as he said, ““an induction of par-
ticulars,” till he came to the Benjamin of the
flock, a wee wee man, who had brought up a
stone bigger than his own big head ; then how
he let him, unicus ommium, set off his own, and
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how wonderfuily 11 ran! what miraculous leaps!
what escapes from impossible places! and how
it ran up the other side farther than any, and by
some felicity remained there.

He was an orator in 1ts specific and highest
sense. We need not prove this to those who
have heard him ; we cannot to those who have
not, It was a living man sending living, burn-
ing words into the minds and hearts of men be-
fore him, radiating his intense fervour upon them
all ; but there was no reproducing the entire
effect when alone and cool; some one of the
elements was gone. We say nothing of this
part of his character, because upon this all are
agreed. His eloquence rose like a tide, a sea,
setting 1n, bearing down upon you, lifting up
all 1ts waves—<“ deep calling unto deep;” there
was no doing anything but giving yourself up
for the time to its will. Do our readers re-
member Horace’s description of Pindar ?

¢ Monte decurrens velut amnis, imbres
Quem super notas aluere ripas,
Fervet, immensusque ruit profundo
Pindarus ore:

—¢ per audaces nova dithyrambos
Verba devolvit, numerisque fertur

F -

Lege soluatis,
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This 1s to our mind singularly characteristic of
our perfervid Scotsman. If we may indulge
our conceit, we would paraphrase 1t thus. His
eloquence was like a flooded Scottish river,—it
had its origin in some exalted region—in some
mountain-truth—some high, immutable reality ;
it did not rise in a plain, and quietly drain its
waters to the sea,—it came sheer down from
above. He laid hold of some simple truth—
the love of God, the Divine method of justifi-
cation, the unchangeableness of human nature,
the supremacy of conscience, the honourableness
of all men ; and having got this vividly before
his mind, on he moved—the river rose at once,
drawing everything into its course—

¢ All thoughts, all passions, all desires,—
! Whatever stirs this mortal frame,”

things outward and things inward, interests im-
mediate and remote—God and eternity—men,
miserable and immortal—this world and the next
—clear light and unsearchable mystery—the
word and the works of God—everything con-
tributed to swell the volume and add to the
onward and widening flood. His river did not
flow like Denham’s Thames,—

¢ Though deep yet clear, though gentle yet not dull;
Strong without rage, without o’erflowing full.”
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There was strength, but there was likewise
rage; a fine frenzy—not unoften due mainly
to its rapidity and to its being raised suddenly
by his affections ; there was some confusion in
the stream of his thoughts, some overflowing
of the banks, some turbulence, and a certain
noble immensity ; but its origin was clear and
calm, above the region of clouds and storms.
If you saw i¢; if you took up and admitted
his proposition, his starting idea, then all
else moved on; but once set agoing, once on
his way, there was no pausing to inquire, why
or how—fervet — ruit — fertur, he boils — he
rushes—he 1s borne along ; and so are all who
hear him. |

To go on with our figure—There was no
possibility of sailing up his stream. You must
go with him, or you must go ashore. 'Thiswas
a great peculiarity with him, and puzzled many
people. You could argue with him, and get
him to entertain your ideas on any purely abs-
tract or simple proposition,—at least for a time;
but once let him get down among practicals,
among applications of principles, into the re-
gions of the affections and active powers, and
such was the fervour and impetuosity of his
nature, that he could not stay leisurely to discuss,
he could not then entertain the opposite ; 1t was

;
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hurried off, and made light of, and disregarded,
like a floating thing before a cataract.

To play a little more with our conceit—The
greatest man is he who 1s both born and made—
who 1s at once poetical and scientific—who has
genius and talent—each supporting the other.
So with rivers. Your mighty world’s river rises
in high and lonely places, among the everlasting
hills; amidst clouds, or inaccessible clearness.
On he moves, gathering to himself all waters ;
refreshing, cheering all lands. Here a cataract,
there a rapid ; now lingering in some corner of
beauty, as if loath to go. Now shallow and
wide, rippling and laughing in his glee ; now
deep, silent, and slow; now narrow and rapid
and deep, and not to be meddled with. Nowin
the open country ; not so clear, for other waters
have come in upon him, and he 1s becoming use-
ful, no longer turbulent,—travelling more con-
tentedly ; now he is navigable, craft of all kinds
coming and going upon his surface for ever ;
and then, as if by some gentle and great neces-
sity, ““deep and smooth, passing with a still
foot and a sober face,” he pays his last tribute
to < the Fiscus, the great Exchequer, the sea”
—running out fresh, by reason of his power and
volume, into the main for many a league.

Your mere genius, who has instincts, and



Dr. Chalmers’s Posthumous Works. 83

is poetical and not scientific, who grows from
within—he 1s like our mountain river, clear,
wilful, odd ; running round corners; disap-
pearing 1t may be under ground, coming up
again quite unexpectedly and strong, as if fed
from some unseen spring, deep down in dark-
ness; rising in flood without warning, and
coming down like a lion; often all but dry;
never to be trusted to for driving mills; must
at least be tamed and led off to the mill ; and
going down full pace, and without stop or stay,
into the sea.

Your man of talent, of acquirements, of
science—who 1s made,—who 1s not so much
educed as edified; who, instead of acquiring
his wires, eundo gets his vires eundi, from ac-
quirement, and grows from without ; who serves
his brethren and 1s useful ; he rises often no one
knows where or cares; has perhaps no proper
fountain at all, but is the result of the gathered
rain water in the higher flats ; he 1s never quite
clear, never brisk, never dangerous ; always from
the first useful, and goes pleasantly in harness ;
turns mills; washes rags—makes them into
paper; carries down all manner of dye-stuffs
and feculence ; and turns a bread-mill to as good
purpose as any clearer stream ; 1s docile, and has,
as he reaches the sea, in his dealings with the
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world, a river trust, who look after his and their
own interests, and dredge him, and deepen him,
and manage him, and turn him off into docks,
and he is in the sea before he or you know it.

Though we do not reckon the imagination of
Dr. Chalmers among his master faculties, it was
powerful, effective, magnificent. It did not
move him, he took it up as he went along ; its
was not that imperial, penetrating, transmuting
function that we find it in Dante, in Jeremy
Taylor, in Milton, or in Burke; he used it to
emblazon his great central truths, to hang clouds
of glory on the skirts of his illustration ; but it
was too passionate, too material, too encumbered
with 1mages, too involved in the general mélée
of the soul, to do its work as a master. It was
not in him, as Thomas Fuller calls 1t, ¢ that in-
ward sense of the soul, its most boundless and
restless faculty ; for while the understanding and
the will are kept as 1t were in liberd custodid to
their objects of werum et bonum, it is free from
all engagements—digs without spade, flies with-
out wings, builds without charges, in a2 moment
striding from the centre to the circumference of
the world by a kind of omnipotency, creating
and annthilating things in an instant—restless,
ever working, never wearied.” We may say,
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indeed, that men of his temperament are not
generally endowed with this power in largest
measure ; In one sense they can do without it,
in another they want the conditions on which
its highest exercise depends.  Plato and Milton,
Shakspeare and Dante, and Wordsworth, had
imaginations tranquil, sedate, cool, originative,
penetrative, intense, which dwelt in the ¢ highest
heaven of invention.” Hence it was that Chal-
mers could personify or paint a passion; he
could give it in one of its actions; he could not,
or rather he never did impassionate, create, and
vivify a person—a very different thing from per-
sonifying a passion—all the difference, as Henry
Taylor says, between Byron and Shakspeare.

In his impetuosity, we find the rationale of
much that is peculiar in the style of Dr. Chal-
mers. As a spoken style it was thoroughly ef-
fective.l He seized the nearest weapons, and

1 We have not noticed his iterativeness, his reiterativeness,
because it flowed naturally from his primary qualities. In
speaking it was effective, and to us pleasing, because there
was some new modulation, some addition in the manner, just
as the sea never sets up one wave exactly like the last or the
next. But in his books it did somewhere encumber his
thoughts, and the reader’s progress and profit. It did not
arise, as in many lesser men, from his having said his say—
from his having no more in him; much less did it arise from
conceit, either of his idea or of his way of stating it; burt

from the intensity with which the sensation of the idea—if
we may use the expression—made its first mark on his mind.
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smote down whatever he hit. But from this
very vehemence, this haste, there was in his
general style a want of correctness, of select-
ness, of nicety, of that curious felicity which
makes thought immortal, and enshrines it in
imperishable crystal. In the language of the
affections he was singularly happy; but, in
a formal statement, rapid argumentation and

Truth to him never seemed to lose its first freshness, its edge,
its flavour ; and Divine truth, we know, had come to him
50 suddr:ni}r, so fully, at mid-day, when he was in the very
prime of his kncw]edgf: and his power and qmckness—had
so possessed his entire nature, as if, like him who was jour-
neying to Damascus, a Great Light had shone round about
him—that whenever he reproduced that condition, he began
afresh, and with his whole utterance, to proclaim it. He
could not but speak the things he had seen and felt, and
heard and believed ; and he did it much in the same way,
and in the same words, for the thoughts and affections and
posture of his soul were the same. Like all men of vivid
perception and keen sensibility, his mind and his body con-
tinued under impressions, both material and spiritual, after
the objects were gone. A curious instance of this occurs to
us. Some years ago, he roamed up and down through the
woods near Auchindinny, with two boys as companions. It
was the first burst of summer, and the trees were more than
usually enriched with leaves. He wandered abourt delighted,
silent, looking at the leaves, ¢ thick and numberless.” As
the three went on, they came suddenly upon a high brick
wall, newly built, for peach trees, not yer planted. Dr.
Chalmers halted, and looking steadfastly at the wall, ex-
claimed most earnestly, ¢ What foliage! what foliage !”
The boys looked at one another, and said nothing; but on
getting home, expressed their astonishment at this very puzz-
ling phenomenon. What a difference! leaves and parallelo-
grams; a forest and a brick wall!
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analysis, he was often as we might think, un-
couth, and imperfect, and incorrect: chiefly
owing to his temperament, to his fiery, im-
patient, swelling spirit, this gave his orations
their fine audacity—this brought out hot from
the furnace, his new words—this made his num-
bers run wild—/ege solutis. We are sure this
view will be found confirmed by these “ Daily
Readings,” when he wrote little, and had not
time to get heated, and when the nature of the
work, the hour at which it was done, and his
solitariness, made his thoughts flow at their
‘“ own sweet will ;” they are often quite as clas-
sical in expression, as they are deep and lucid in
thought—reflecting heaven with its clouds and
stars, and letting us see deep down into its own
secret depths : this is to us one great charm of
these volumes. Here he 1s broad and calm ; 1n
his great public performances by mouth and
pen, he soon passed from the lucid into the
luminous.

What, for instance, can be finer in expression
than this? It 1s well to be conversant with
great elements—Iife and death, reason and mad-
ness.” < God forgets not his own purposes,
though he executes them in his own way, and
maintains his own pace, which he hastens not
and shortens not to meet our impatience.” 1
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find it easier to apprehend the greatness of the
Deity than any of his moral perfections, or his
sacredness ;” and this—

““ One cannot but feel an interest in Ishmael, figuring him
to be a noble of nature—one of those heroes of the wilder-
ness who lived on the produce of his bow, and whose spirit
was nursed and exercised”among the wild adventures of the
life he led. And it does soften our conception of him whose
hand was against every man, and every man’s hand against
him, when we read of his mother’s influence over him, in
the deference of Ishmael to whom we read another example
of the respect yielded to females even in that so-called bar-
barous period of the world. There was a civilisation, the
immediate effect of religion, in these days, from which men
fell away as the world grew older.”

That he had a keen relish for material and moral
beauty and grandeur we all know ; what follows
shows that he had also the true ear for beautiful
words, as at once pleasant to the ear and sug-
gestive of some higher feelings :—<¢ I have often
felt, in reading Milton and Thomson, a strong
poetical effect in the bare enumeration of different
countries, and this strongly enhanced by the
statement of some common and prevailing emo-
tion, which passed from one to another.” This
is set forth with great beauty and power in verses
14th and 15th of Exodus xv.,—¢ The people
shall hear and be afraid—sorrow shall take hold
on the inhabitants of Palestina. Then the
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dukes of Edom shall be amazed—the mighty
men of Moab, trembling shall take hold of them
—the 1nhabitants of Canaan shall melt away.”
Any one who has a tolerable ear and any sensi-
bility, must remember the sensation of delight
in the mere sound—like the colours of a butter-
fly’s wing, or the shapeless glories of evening
clouds, to the eye—in reading aloud such pas-
sages as these : “ Heshbon shall cry and Elealeh
—their voice shall be heard to Jabez—for by
the way of Luhith with weeping shall they go
it up—for in the way of Horonaim they shall
raise 4 cry. God came from Teman, the Holy
One from Mount Paran. Is not Calno as Car-
chemish ¢ 1s not Hamath as Arpad? is not
Samaria as Damascus? He is gone to Aiath,
he 1s passed to Migron; at Michmash he hath
laid up his carriages : Ramath is afraid ; Gibeah
of Saul is fled—Lift up thy voice, O daughter
of Gallim : cause it to be heard unto Laish, O
poor Anathoth. Madmenah is removed; the
inhabitants of Gebim gather themselves to flee,
The fields of Heshbon languish—the vine of
Sibmah—I will water thee with my tears, O
Heshbon and Elealeh.” Any one may prove to
himself that much of the effect and beauty of
these passages depends on these names; put
others in their room, and try them.
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We remember well our first hearing Dr.
Chalmers. We were 1n a moorland district in
Tweeddale, rejoicing in the country, after nine
months of the High School. We heard that
the famous preacher was to be at a neighbour-
ing parish church, and off we set, a cartful of
irrepressible youngsters. < Calm was all nature
as a resting wheel.” The crows, instead of
making wing, were impudent and sat still; the
cart-horses were standing, knowing the day, at
the field-gates, gossiping and gazing, idle and
happy ; the moor was stretching away in the
pale sun-light—vwast, dim, melancholy, like a
sea ; everywhere were to be seen the gathering
people, ¢ sprinklings of blithe company ;” the
country-side seemed moving to one centre. As
we entered the kirk we saw a notorious cha-
racter, a drover, who had much of the brutal
look of what he worked in, with the knowing
eve of a man of the city, a sort of big Peter

Bell—

“ He had a hardness in his eve,
He had a hardness in his cheek.”

He was our terror, and we not only wondered,
but were afraid when we saw Zim going in. The

kirk was full as it could hold. How different
in looks to a brisk town congregation! There
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was a fine leisureliness and vague stare; all the
dignity and vacancy of animals; eyebrows raised
and mouths open, as 1s the habit with those who
speak little and look much, and at far-off objects.
The minister comes in, homely in his dress and
gait, but having a great look about him, like a
mountain among hills. The High School boys
thought him like a ““big one of ourselves,” he
looks vaguely round upon his audience, as if
he saw in it ome great object, not many. We
shall never forget his smile! its general benig-
nity ;—how he let the light of his countenance
fall on us! He read a few verses quietly ; then
prayed briefly, solemnly, with his eyes wide open
all the time, but not seeing. Then he gave out
his text; we forget it, but its subject was,
¢ Death reigns.” He stated slowly, calmly, the
simple meaning of the words; what death was,
and how and why it reigned ; then suddenly he
started, and looked like a man who had seen
some great sight, and was breathless to declare
it ; he told us how death reigned—everywhere,
at all times, in all places; how we all knew it,
how we would yet know more of it. The dro-
ver, who had sat down in the table-seat opposite,
was gazing up in a state of stupid excitement ;
he seemed restless, but never kept his eye from
the speaker. The tide set in—everything added
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to 1ts power, deep called to deep, imagery and
illustration poured in; and every now and then
the theme,—the simple, terrible statement, was
repeated in some lucid interval. After over-
whelming us with proofs of the reign of Death,
and transferring to us his intense urgency and
emotion ; and after shrieking, as if in despair,
these words, ¢ Death is a tremendous necessity,”
—he suddenly looked beyond us as if into some
distant region,and cried out, “ Behold a mightier!
—who is this? He cometh from Edom, with
dyed garments from Bozrah, glorious mn his
apparel, speaking. in righteousness, travelling
in the greatness of his strength, mighty to save.”
Then, in a few plain sentences, he stated thetruth
as to sin entering, and death by sin, and death
passing upon all.  Then he took fire once more,
and enforced, with redoubled energy and rich-
ness, the freeness, the simplicity, the security,
the sufficiency of the great method of justifica-
tion. How astonished and impressed we all were !
He was at the full thunder of his power ; the
whole man was 1n an agony of earnestness. The
drover was weeping like a child, the tears run-
ning down his ruddy, coarse cheeks—his face
opened out and smoothed like an infant’s; his
whole body stirred with emotion. We all had
insensibly been drawn out of our seats, and were
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converging towards the wonderful speaker.
And when he sat down, after warning each one
of us to remember who it was, and what it was,
that followed death on his pale horse,' and how
alone we could escape—we all sunk back into
our seats. IHow beautiful to our eyes did the
thunderer look—exhausted—but sweet and pure!
How he poured out his soul before his God in
giving thanks for sending the Abolisher of
Death! Then, a short psalm, and all was
ended.

We went home quieter than we came; we
did not recount the foals with their long legs,
and roguish eyes, and their sedate mothers ; we
did not speculate upon whose dog #/4af was, and
whether that was a crow or a2 man in the dim
moor,—we thought of other things. That voice,
that face ; those great, simple, living thoughts ;
those floods of resistless eloquence ; that piercing,
shattering voice,— that tremendous necessity.”

Were we desirous of giving to one who had
never seen or heard Dr. Chalmers an idea of
what manner of man he was—what he was as a
whole, in the full round of his notions, tastes,

1 ¢ And I looked, and behold a pale horse ; and his name
that sat on him was Death, and Hell followed with him."”—
Rev, vi. 8.
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affections, and powers—we would put this book
into their hands, and ask them to read it slowly,
bit by bit, as he wrote it. In it he puts down
simply, and at once, what passes through his
mind as he reads ; there is no making of himself
feel and think—no getting into a frame of mind ;
he was not given to frames of mind; he pre-
ferred states to forms—substances to circum-
stances. There 1s something of everything in
it—his relish for abstract thought—his love of
taking soundings in deep places and finding no
bottom—his knack of starting subtle questions,
which he did not care to run to earth—his
penetrating, regulating godliness—his delight in
nature—his turn for politics, general, economical,
and ecclesiastical—his picturesque eye—his hu-
manity—his courtesy— his warm-heartedness—
his 1mpetuosity — his sympathy with all the
wants, pleasures, and sorrows of his kind—his
delight in the law of God, and his simple, devout,
manly treatment of it—his acknowledgment of
difficulties—his turn for the sciences of quantity
and number, and indeed for natural science and
art generally — his shrewdness — his worldly
wisdom-—his genius ; all these come out—you
gather them like fruit, here a little, and there a
little. He goes over the Bible, not as a philo-
sopher, or a theologian, or a historian, or a
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geologist, or a jurist, or a naturalist, or a statist,
or a politician—picking out all that he wants,
and a great deal more than he has any business
with, and leaving everything else as barren to
his reader as it has been to himself; but he
looks abroad upon his Father’s word—as he
used so pleasantly to do on his wer/d—as a man,
and as a Christian ; he submits himself to its
influences, and lets his mind go out fully and
naturally in its utterances. It 1s this which gives
to this work all the charm of multitude in unity,
of variety in harmony; and that sort of unex-
pectedness and ease of movement which we see
everywhere in nature and in natural men.

Our readers will find in these delightful Bible
Readings not a museum of antiquities, and curi-
osities, and laborious trifles; nor of scientific
specimens, analysed to the last degree, all stand-
ing in order, labelled and useless. They will
not find in it an armoury of weapons for fight-
ing with and destroying their neighbours. They
will get less of the physic of controversy than of
the diet of holy living. They will find much of
what L.ord Bacon desired, when he said, «“ We
want short, sound, and judicious notes upon
Scripture, without running into commonplaces,
pursuing controversies, or reducing those notes
to artificial method, but leaving them quite loose
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and native. For certainly, as those wines which
flow from the first treading of the grape are
sweeter and better than those forced out by the
press, which gives them the roughness of the
husk and the stone, so are those doctrines best
and sweetest which flow from a gentle crush of
the Scriptures, and are not wrung into contro-
versies and commonplaces.” They will find it
as a large pleasant garden; no great system ;
not trim, but beautiful, and in which there are
things pleasant to the eye as well as good for
food—flowers and fruits, and a few good esculent,
wholesome roots. There are Honesty, Thrift,
Eye-bright (Euphrasy that cleanses the sight),
Heart’s-ease. The good seed in abundance, and
the strange mystical Passion-flower ; and in the
midst, and seen everywhere, if we but look for
it, the Tree of Life, with its twelve manner of
fruits——the very leaves of which are for the heal-
ing of the nations. And, perchance, when they
take their walk through 1t at evening time, or at
¢ the sweet hour of prime,” they may see a happy,
wise, beaming old man at his work there—they
may hear his well-known voice ; and if they have
their spiritual senses exercised as they ought,
they will not fail to see by his side, “one like
unto the Son of Man.”









DR. GEORGE WILSON.

MONG the many students at our Univer-
sity who some two-and-twenty years ago
started on the great race, in the full flush of
youth and health, and with that strong hunger
for knowledge which only the young, or those
who keep themselves so, ever know, there were
three lads — Edward Forbes, Samuel Brown,
and George Wilson—who soon moved on to
the front and took the lead. They are now
all three in their graves.

No three minds could well have been more
diverse 1n constitution or bias ; each was typical
of a generic difference from the others. What
they cordially agreed in, was their hunting in the
same field and for the same game. The truth
about this visible world, and all that it con-
tains, was their quarry. This one thing they
set themselves to do, but each had his own
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special gift, and took his own road—each had
his own special choice of instruments and means.
Any one man combining their essential powers,
would have been the epitome of a natural philo-
sopher, 1n the wide sense of the man who would
master the philosophy of nature.

Edward Forbes, who bulks largest at present,
and deservedly, for largeness was of his essence,
was the observer proper. He saw everything
under the broad and searching light of day,
white and uncoloured, and with an unimpas-
sioned eye. What he was after were the real
appearances of things; phenomena as such; all
that seems to be. His was the search after
what is, over the great field of the world. He
was in the best sense a natural historian, an ob-
server and recorder of what is seen and of what
goes on, and not less of what has been seen and
what has gone on, in this wonderful historic
earth of ours, with all its fulhess. He was
keen, exact, capacious,—tranquil and steady in
his gaze as nature herself. He was, thus far,
kindred to Aristotle, to Pliny, Linnzus, Cuvier,
and Humboldt, though the great German, and
the greater Stagirite, had higher and deeper
spiritual insights than Edward Forbes ever gave
signs of. It is worth remembering that Dr.
George Wilson was up to his death engaged in
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preparing his Memoir and Remains for the
press. Who will now take up the tale ?
Samuel Brown was, so to speak, at the oppo-
site pole—rapid, impatient, fearless, full of pas-
ston and imaginative power-——desiring to divine
the essences rather than the appearances of things
—in search of the whar chiefly in order to ques-
tion it, make it ‘give up at whatever cost the
secret of its why ; his fiery, projective, subtle
spirit, could not linger in the outer fields of
mere observation, though he had a quite rare
faculty for seeing as well as for looking, which
latter act, however, he greatly preferred; but
he pushed into the heart and inner life of every
question, eager to evoke from it the very secret
of itself. Forbes, as we have said, wandered
at will, and with a settled purpose and a fine
hunting scent, at his leisure, and free and almost
indifferent, over the ample fields—happy and
joyous and full of work—unencumbered with
theory or with wings, for he cared not to fly.
Samuel Brown, whose wings were perhaps some-
times too much for him, more ambitious, more
of a solitary turn, was for ever climbing the
Mount Sinais and Pisgahs of science, to speak
with Him whose haunt they were,—climbing
there all alone and in the dark, and with much
peril, if haply he might descry the break of
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day and the promised land; or, to vary the
figure, diving into deep and not undangerous
wells, that he might the better see the stars at
noon, and possibly find Her who 1s said to lurk
there. He had more of Plato, though he wanted
the symmetry and persistent grandeur of the son
of Ariston. He was perhaps liker his own
favourite Kepler ; such a man in a word as we
have not seen since Sir Humphry Davy, whom
In many things he curiously resembled, and not
the least is this, that the prose of ca,::h was more
poetical than the verse.

His fate has been a mournful and a strange
one, but he knew it, and encountered it with a
full knowledge of what it entailed. He perilled
everything on his theory ; and if this hypothesis
—it may be somewhat prematurely uttered to
the world, and the full working out of which,
by rigid scientific realization, was denied him by
years of intense and incapacitating suffering,
ending only in death, but the  relevancy” of
which, to use the happy expression of Dr. Chal-
mers, we hold him to have proved, and in giving
a glimpse of which, he showed, we firmly believe,
what has been called that ¢ instinctive grasp
which the healthy imagination takes of possidle
truth,”—if his theory of the unity of matter,
and the consequent transmutability of the now
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called elementary bodies, were substantiated in
the lower but essential platform of actual expe-
riment, this, along with his original doctrine of
atoms and their forces, would change the entire
face of chemistry, and make a Cosmos where now
there is endless agglomeration and confusion,—
would, in a word, do for the science of the mole-
cular constitution of matter and its laws of ac-
tion and reaction at insensible distances, what
Newton’s doctrine of gravitation has done for
the celestial dynamics. For, let it be remem-
bered, that the highest speculation and proof in
this department — by such men as Dumas,
Faraday, and William Thomson, and others—
points in this direction ; it does no more as yet
perhaps than point, but some of us may live to
see < resurgam” inscribed over Samuel Brown’s
untimely grave, and applied with gratitude and
honour to him whose eyes closed in darkness on
the one great object of his life, and the hopes of
whose ¢ unaccomplished years ” lie buried with
him.

Very different from either, though worthy of
and capable of relishing much that was greatest
and best in both, was he whom we all loved and
mourn, and who, this day week, was carried by
such a multitude of mourners to that grave, which

to his eye had been open and ready for years.
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George Wilson was born in Edinburgh in
1818. His father, Mr. Archibald Wilson, was
a wine merchant, and died sixteen years ago ;
his mother, Janet Aitken, still lives to mourn
and to remember him, and she will agree with us
that 1t 1s sweeter to remember him than to have
converse with the rest. Any one who has had
the privilege to know him, and to enjoy his
bright and rich and beautiful mind, will not
need to go far to learn where 1t was that her son
- George got all of that genius and worth and
delightfulness which is transmissible. ~She veri-
fies what 1s so often and so truly said of the
mothers of remarkable men. She was his first
and best Alma Mater, and in many senses his
last, for her influence over him continued
through life. George had a twin brother, who
died in early life ; and we cannot help referring
to his being one of twins, something of that
wonderful power of attaching himself, and being
personally loved, which was one of his strongest
as it was one of his most winning powers. He
was always fond of books, and of fun, the play
of the mind. He left the High School at fif-
teen and took to medicine ; but he soon singled
out chemistry, and, under the late Kenneth
Kemp, and our own distinguished Professor of
Materia Medica, himself a first-class chemist,
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he acquired such knowledge as to become as-
sistant in the laboratory of Dr. Thomas Graham,
now Master of the Mint, and then Professor of
Chemistry in University College. So he came
out of a thorough and good school, and had the
best of masters.

He then took the degree of M.D., and be-
came a Lecturer in Chemustry, in what 1s now
called the extra-academical school of medicine,
but which in our day was satisfied with the title
of private lecturers. He became at once a great
favourite, and, had his health and strength en-
abled him, he would have been long a most suc-
cessful and popular teacher ; but general feeble
health, and a disease in the ankle-joint requiring
partial amputation of the foot, and recurrent
attacks of a serious kind in his lungs, made his
life of public teaching one long and sad trial.
How nobly, how sweetly, how cheerily he bore
all these long baffling years; how his bright,
active, ardent, unsparing soul lorded it over his
frail but willing body, making it do more than
seemed possible, and as it were by sheer force of
will ordering it to live longer than was in it to
do, those who lived with him and witnessed this
triumph of spirit over matter, will not soon for-
get. It was a lesson to every one of what true
goodness of nature, elevated and cheered by the
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highest and happiest of all motives, can make a
man endure, achieve, and enjoy.

As 1s well known, Dr. Wilson was appointed
in 1855 to the newly-constituted Professor-
ship of Technology, and to the Curatorship of
the Industrial Museum. The expenditure of
thought, of ingenuity, of research, and manage-
ment—the expenditure, in a word, of himself—
involved in originating and giving form of pur-
pose to a scheme so new and so undefined, and,
in our view, so undefinable, must, we fear, have
shortened his life, and withdrawn his precious
and quite singular powers of illustrating and
adorning, and, in the highest sense, sanctifying
and blessing science, from this which seemed
always to us his proper sphere. Indeed, in
the opinion of some good judges, the institu-
tion of such a chair at all, and especially in con-
nexion with a University such as ours, and the
attaching to it the conduct of a great Museum
of the Industrial Arts, was somewhat hastily
gone into, and might have with advantage waited
for and obtained a little more consideration and
forethought. Be this as it may, Dr. Wilson
did his duty with his whole heart and soul—
making a class, which was always increasing,
and which was at its largest at his death.

We have left ourselves no space to speak of
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Dr. Wilson as an author, as an academic and
popular lecturer, as a member of learned socie-
ties, as a man of exqusite literary powers and
fancy, and as a citizen of remarkable public ac-
ceptation. This must come from some more
careful, and fuller, and more leisurely record of
his genius and worth. What he was as a friend
it is not for us to say; we only know that
when we leave this world we would desire no
better memorial than to be remembered by many
as George Wilson now 1s, and always will be.
His Life of Cavendish 1s admirable as a bio-
graphy, full of life, of picturesque touches, and
of realization of the man and of his times, and
1s, moreover, thoroughly scientific, containing,
among other discussions, by far the best account
of the great water controversy from the Caven-
dish point of view. His Life of Fohn Reid
is a vivid and memorable presentation to the
world of the true lineaments, manner of life, and
inmost thought and heroic sufferings, as well
as of the noble scientific achievements of that
strong, truthful, courageous, and altogether ad-
mirable man, and true discoverer—a genuine
follower of John Hunter.

The Five Gateways of Knowledge 1s a prose
poem, a hymn of the finest utterance and
fancy—the white light of science diffracted
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through the crystalline prism of his mind into
the coloured glories of the spectrum; truth
dressed in the iridescent hues of the rainbow,
and not the less but all the more true. His
other papers in the British Quarterly, the
North British Review, and his last gem on
¢ Paper, Pens, and Ink,” in his valued and
generous friend Macmillan’s first number of his
Magazine, are all astonishing proofs of the
brightness, accuracy, vivacity, unweariedness of
his mind, and the endless sympathy and affec-
tionate play of his affections with the full round
of scientific truth. His essay on ¢ Colour
Blindness” 1s, we believe, as perfect a monogram
as exists, and will remain likely untouched and
unadded to, factum ad wnguem. As may be
seen from these remarks, we regard him not so
much as, like Edward Forbes, a great observer
and quiet generalizer, or, like Samuel Brown,
a discoverer and philosopher properly so called
—though, as we have said, he had enough of
these two men’s prime qualities to understand
and relish and admire them. His great quality
lay in making men love ascertained and recorded
truth, scientific truth especially ; he made his
reader and hearer enjoy facts. He illuminated
the Book of Nature as they did the missals of

old. His nature was so thoroughly composite,
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so in full harmony with itself, that no one
faculty could or cared to act without calling in
all the others to join in full chorus. To take
an illustration from his own science, his faculties
interpenetrated and interfused themselves into
each other, as the gases do, by a law of their
nature. Thus it was that everybody understood
and liked and was impressed by him ; he touched
him at every point. Knowledge was to him
no barren, cold essence ; it was alive and flushed
with the colours of the earth and sky, and all
over with light and stars. His flowers—and
his mind was full of flowers—were from seeds,
and were sown by himself. They were neither
taken from other gardens and stuck in root-
less, as children do, much less were they of
the nature of gumflowers, made with hands,
wretched and dry and scentless.

Truth of science was to him a body, full of
loveliness, perfection, and strength, in which
dwelt the unspeakable Eternal. This, which
was the dominant idea of his mind—the goodli-
ness, and not less the godliness of all science—
made his whole life, his every action, every letter
he wrote, every lecture he delivered, his last ex-
piring breath, instinct with the one constant idea
that all truth, all goodness, all science, all beauty,
all gladness are but the expression of the mind
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and will and heart of the Great Supreme. And
this, in his case, was not mysticism, neither was
it merely a belief in revealed religion, though
no man cherished and believed in his Bible more
firmly and cordially than he; it was the assured
belief, on purely scientific grounds, that God 1s
indeed and in very truth all in all; that, to use
the sublime adaptation by poor crazy Smart, the
whole creation, visible and invisible, spiritual
and material, everything that has being, is—
to those who have ears to hear—for ever de-
claring < Thou Art,” before the throne of the
Great I Am.

To George Wilson, to all such men—and
this is the great lesson of his life—the heavens
are for ever telling His glory, the firmament is
for ever showing forth His handiwork ; day unto
day, every day, is for ever uttering speech, and
night unto night is showing knowledge concern-
ing Him. When he considered these heavens,
as he lay awake, weary, and in pain, they were
to him the work of His fingers. The moon,
walking in brightness, and lying in white glory
on his bed—the stars—were by Him ordained.
He was a singularly happy, and happy-making
man. No one since his boyhood could have
suffered more from pain, and languor, and the
misery of an unable body. Yet he was not
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only cheerful, he was gay, full of all sorts of
fun—genuine fun—and his jokes and queer turns
of thought and word were often worthy of Cow-
per or Charles Lamb. We wish we had them
collected. Being, from his state of health and
his knowledge of medicine, necessarily ¢ mind-
ful of death,” having the possibility of his dying
any day or any hour, always before him, and
¢ that undiscovered country” lying full in his
view, he must—taking, as he did, the right
notion of the nature of things—have had a pecu-
liar intensity of pleasure in the every-day beau-
ties of the world.

““ 'The common sun, the air, the skies,
To him were opening Paradise.”

They were to him all the more exquisite, all the
more altogether lovely, these Pentlands, and well
known rides and places; these rural solitudes
and pleasant villages and farms, and the counte-
nances of his friends, and the clear, pure, radiant
face of science and of nature, were to him all
the more to be desired and blessed and thank-
ful for, that he knew the pallid king at any

time might give that not unexpected knock, and
summon him away.
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¢ The reader must remember that my work is concerning

the aspects of things only.”—Ruskix,
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THENMYSTERY OF BLACK AND TAN.

WE,—the Sine Qua Non, the Duchess, the

Sputchard, the Dutchard, the Ricapic-
ticapic, Oz and Oz, the Maid of Lorn, and my-
self,—left Crieff some fifteen years ago, on a
bright September morning, soon after day-break,
in a gig. It was a morning still and keen: the
sun sending his level shafts across Strathearn, and
through the thin mist over its river hollows, to
the fierce Aberuchil Hills, and searching out the
dark blue shadows in the corries of Benvorlich.
But who and how many are “ we”? To make
you as easy as we all were, let me tell you we
were four; and are not these dumb friends of
ours persons rather than things? 1s not their soul
ampler, as Plato would say, than their body,
and contains rather than is contained? Is not
what lives and wills in them, and is affectionate,
as spiritual, as immaterial, as truly removed from
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mere flesh, blood, and bones, as that soul which
1s the proper self of their master? And when
we look each other in the face, as I now look
in Dick’s, who is lying in his “corny” by
the fireside, and he in mine, 1s it not as much
the dog within looking from out his eyes-—the
windows of his soul—as it is the man from his ?

The Sine Qud Non, who will not be pleased
at being spoken of, is such an one as that
vain-glorious and chivalrous Ulric von Hiut-
ten—the Reformation’s man of wit, and of the
world, and of the sword, who slew Monkery
with the wild laughter of his Epistole Obscuro-
rum Virorum—had in his mind when he wrote
thus to his friend Fredericus Piscator (Mr. Fred.
Fisher), on the 1g9th May 1519, “ Da mibi
uxorem, Friderice, et ut scias qualem, venustam,
adolescentulam, probe educatam, hilarem, vere-
cundam, patientem.”  Qualem,” he lets Frederic
understand in the sentence preceding, is one ““ gué
cum ludam, qud jocos conferam, ameniores et levi-
usculas fabulas misceam, ubi sollicitudinis aciem
cbtundam, curarum astus mitigem.” And if you
would know more of the Sine Quid Non, and in
English, for the world is dead to Latin now, you
will find her name and nature in Shakspere’s
words, when King Henry the Eighth says, “ go
thy ways.”
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The Duchess, alias all the other names till you
come to the Maid of Lorn, is a rough, gnarled,
incomparable little bit of a terrier, three parts
Dandie-Dinmont, and one part—chiefly in tail
and hair — cocker: her father being Lord
Rutherfurd’s famous ¢ Dandie,” and her mo-
ther the daughter of a Skye, and a lighthearted
Cocker. The Duchess is about the size and
weight of a rabbit ; but has a soul as big, as fierce,
and as faithful as had Meg Merrilees, with a
nose as black as Topsy’s ; and 1s herself every bit
as game and queer as that delicious imp of dark-
ness and of Mrs. Stowe. Her legs set her long
slim body about two inches and a half from the
ground, making her very like a huge caterpillar
or hairy oobit—her two eyes, dark and full, and
her shining nose, being all of her that seems
anything but hair. Her tail was a sort of
stump, in size and in look very much like a
spare fore-leg, stuck in anywhere to be near.
Her colour was black above and a rich brown
below, with two dots of tan above the eyes,
which dots are among the deepest of the mys-
teries of Black and Tan.

This strange little being I had known for
some years, but had only possessed about a
month. She and her pup (a young lady called

Smoot, which means smolt, a young salmon),
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were given me by the widow of an honest and
drunken—as much of the one as of the other—
Edinburgh street-porter, a native of Badenoch,
as a legacy from him and a fee from her for my
attendance on the poor man’s deathbed. But
my first sight of the Duchess was years before
in Broughton Street, when I saw her sitting bolt
upright, begging, imploring, with those little
rough fore leggies, and those yearning, beautiful
eyes, all the world, or any one, to help her
master, who was lying “ mortal ” in the kennel.
I raised him, and with the help of a ragged
Samaritan, who was only less drunk than he, I
got Macpherson—he held from Glen Truim—
home; the excited doggie trotting off, and look-
ing back eagerly to show us the way. I never
again passed the Porters’ Stand without speaking
to her. After Malcolm’s burial I took posses-
sion of her; she escaped to the wretched house,
but as her mistress was off to Kingussie, and
the door shut, she gave a pitiful howl or two,
and was forthwith back at my door, with an
impatient, querulous bark. And so this is our
second of the four; and is she not deserving of
as many names as any other Duchess, from her
of Medina Sidonia downwards ?

A fierier little soul never dwelt in a queerer

or stancher body : see her huddled up, and you
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would think her a bundle of hair, or a bit of
old mossy wood, or a slice of heathery turf, with
some red soil underneath ; but speak to her, or
give her a cat to deal with, be it bigger than
herself, and what an incarnation of affection,
energy, and fury—what a fell unquenchable
little ruffian !

The Maid of Lorn was a chestnut mare, a
broken-down racer, thoroughbred as Beeswing,
but less fortunate in her life, and I fear not so
happy occasione mortis : unlike the Duchess,
her body was greater and finer than her soul ;
still she was a ladylike creature, sleek, slim,
nervous, meek, willing, and fleet. She had been
thrown down by some brutal half-drunk For-
farshire laird, when he put her wildly and with
her wind gone, at the last hurdle on the North
Inch at the Perth races. She was done for, and
bought for ten pounds by the landlord of the
Drummond Arms, Crieff, who had been taking
as much money out of her, and putting as litt]
corn into her as was compatible with life, pur-
posing to run her for the Consolation Stakes at
Stirling. Poor young lady, she was a sad sight
—broken 1n back, in knees, in character, and
wind—in everything but temper, which was as
sweet and all-enduring as Penelope’s or our own

Enid’s.
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Of myself, the fourth, I decline making
any account. Be it sufficient that I am the
Dutchard’s master, and drove the gig.

It was, as I said, a keen and bright morning,
and the S. Q. N. feeling chilly, and the Duchess
being away after a cat up a back entry, doing a
chance stroke of business, and the mare looking
only half breakfasted, I made them give her a full
feed of meal and water, and stood by and enjoyed
her enjoyment. It seemed too good to be true,
and she looked up every now and then in the
mudst of her feast, with a mild wonder. Away
she and I bowled down the sleeping village, all
overrun with sunshine, the dumb idiot man
and the birds alone up, for the ostler was off to
his straw. There was the S. Q. N. and her small
panting friend, who had lost the cat, but had
got what philosophers say is better—the chase.
«« Nous ne cherchons jamais les choses, mais la
recherche des choses,” says Pascal. 'The Duchess
would substitute for les choses—-les chats. Pur-
suit, not possession, was her passion. We all
got in, and off set the Maid, who was in excel-
lent heart, quite gay, pricking her ears and cast-
ing up her head, and rattling away at a great
pace.

We baited at St. Fillans, and again cheered
the heart of the Maid with unaccustomed corn
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—the S. Q. N., Duchie, and myself, going up
to the beautiful rising ground at the back of
the inn, and lying on the fragrant heather,
looking at the Loch, with its mild gleams and
shadows, and its second heaven looking out
from its depths, the wild, rough mountains of
Glenartney towering opposite. Duchie, I be-
lieve, was engaged in minor business close at
hand, and caught and ate several large flies and
a humble-bee ; she was very fond of this small
game.

There 1s not in all Scotland, or as far as
I have seen in all else, a more exquisite twelve
miles of scenery than that between Crieff and the
head of Lochearn. Ochtertyre, and its woods;
Benchonzie, the head-quarters of the earthquakes,
only lower than Benvorlich ; Strowan; Lawers,
with its grand old Scotch pines; Comrie, with
the wild Lednoch; Dunira; and St. Fillans,
where we are now lying, and where the poor
thoroughbred is tucking in her corn. We start
after two hours of dreaming in the half sun-
light, and rumble ever and anon over an earth-
quake, as the common folk call these same
hollow, resounding rifts in the rock beneath,
and arriving at the old inn at Lochearnhead,
have a tousie tea. In the evening, when the day
was darkening into night, Duchie and I,—the
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S. Q. N. remaining to read and rest,—walked
up Glen Ogle. It was then in its primeval
state, the new road non-existent, and the old
one staggering up and down and across that most
original and Cyclopean valley, deep, threaten-
ing, savage, and yet beautiful—

 Where rocks were rudely heaped, and rent
As by a spirit turbulent ;
Where sights were rough, and sounds were wild,
And everything unreconciled ;”

with flocks of mighty boulders, straying all
over it. Some far up, and frightful to look at,
others huddled down in the river, immane pecus,
and one huge unloosened fellow, as big as a
manse, up aloft watching them, like old Proteus
with his calves, as if they had fled from the sea
by stress of weather, and had been led by their
ancient herd altos visere montes—a wilder, more
“ unreconciled ” place I know not; and now
that the darkness was being poured into it,
those big fellows looked bigger, and hardly
“ canny.”

Just as we were turning to come home—
Duchie unwillingly, as she had much multifari-
ous, and as usual fruitless hunting to do—she

and I were startled by seeing a dog iz the side
of the hill, where the soil had been broken. She
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barked and I stared ; she trotted consequentially
up and snuffed more canino, and I went nearer :
it never moved, and on coming quite close I saw
as it were the image of a terrier, a something
that made me think of an idea wwrealized ;
the rough, short, scrubby heather and dead
grass, made a colour and a coat just like those
of a good Highland terrier—a sort of pepper
and salt this one was—and below, the broken
soil, in which there was some 1ron and clay, with
old gnarled roots, for all the world like its
odd, bandy, and sturdy legs. Duchie seemed
not so easily unbeguiled as I was, and kept
staring, and snuffing, and growling, but did not
touch it,—seemed afraid. I left and looked
again, and certainly it was very odd the growing
resemblance to one of the indigenous, hairy,
low-legged dogs, one sees all about the High-
lands, terriers, or earthy ones.

We came home, and I told the S. Q. N. our
joke. I dreamt of that visionary terrier, that
son of the soil, all night; and in the very early
morning, leaving the S. Q. N. asleep, I walked
up with the Duchess to the same spot. What
a morning ! it was before sun-rise, at least be-
fore he had got above Benvorlich. The loch
was lying in a faint mist, beautiful exceedingly,
as 1f half veiled and asleep, the cataract of
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Edinample roaring less loudly than in the
night, and the old castle of the Lords of
Lochow, in the shadow of the hills, among its
trees, might be seen

““ Sole sitting by the shore of old romance.”

There was still gloom in Glen Ogle, though the
beams of the morning were shooting up into
the broad fields of the sky. I was looking
back and down, when I heard the Duchess bark
sharply, and then give a cry of fear, and on
turning round, there was she with as much as
she had of tail between her legs, where I never
saw it before, and her small Grace, without no-
ticing me or my cries, making down to the inn
and her mistress, a hairy hurricane. I walked
on to see what it was, and there in the same
spot as last night, in the bank, was a real dog
—no mistake; it was not, as the day before,
a mere surface or spectrum, or ghost of a dog;
it was plainly round and substantial ; it was
much developed since eight p.M. As I looked,
it moved slightly, and as it were by a sort of
shiver, as if an electric shock (and why not ?)
was being administered by a law of nature ; it
had then no tail, or rather had an odd amorphous
look in that region ; its eye, for i1t had one—
it was seen in profile—looked to my profane
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vision like (why not actually ?) a huge blaeberry
(vaccinium Mpyrtillus, 1t 1s well to be scientific)
black and full ; and I thought,—but dare not be
sure, and had no time or courage to be minute,—
that where the nose should be, there was a small
shining black snail, probably the Limax niger
of M. de Férussac, curled up, and if you look
at any dog’s nose you will be struck with the
typical resemblance, in the corrugations and
moistness and jetty blackness of the one to the
other, and of the other to the one. He was a
strongly-built, wiry, bandy, and short-legged
dog. As I was staring upon him, a beam—
Oh, first creative beam !—sent from the sun—

¢ Like as an arrow from a bow,
Shot by an archer strong ”—

as he looked over Benvorlich’s shoulder, and
piercing a cloudlet of mist which clung close to
him, and filling it with whitest radiance, struck
upon that eye or berry, and lit up that nose or
snail: in an instant he sneezed (the wisus
(smeezus 2) formativus of the ancients) ; that eye
quivered and was quickened, and with a shudder
—such as a horse executes with that curious
muscle of the skin, of which we have a mere frag-
ment in our neck, the Platysma Myoides, and
which doubtless has been lessened as we lost our
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distance from the horse-type—which dislodged
some dirt and stones and dead heather, and
doubtless endless beetles, and, it may be, made
some near weasel open his other eye, up went
his tail, and out he came, lively, entire, con-
summate, warm, wagging his tail, I was going
to say like a Christian, I mean like an ordinary
dog. Then flashed upon me the solution of the
Mystery of Black and Tan in all its varieties :
the body, its upper part grey or black or yel-
low, according to the upper soil and herbs, hea-
ther, bent, moss, &c.; the belly and feet, red
or tan or light fawn, according to the nature of
the deep soil, be it ochrey, ferruginous, light clay,
or comminuted mica slate. And wonderfullest of
all, the Dots of Taw above the eyes—and who
has not noticed and wondered as to the philo-
sophy of them ?—1 saw made by the two fore
feet, wet and clayey, being put briskly up to his
eyes as he sneezed that genetic, vivifying sneeze,
and leaving their mark, for ever.

He took to me quite pleasantly, by virtue of
““ natural selection,” and has accompanied me
thus far in our “struggle for life,” and he, and
the S. Q. N., and the Duchess, and the Maid,
returned that day to Crieff, and were friends all
our days. I was a little timid when he was
crossing a burn lest he should wash away his
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feet, but he merely coloured the water, and every
day less and less, till in a fortnight I could wash
him without fear of his becoming a solution, or
fluid extract of dog, and thus resolving the
mystery back into itself.

The mare’s days were short. She won the
Consolation Stakes at Stirling, and was found
dead next morning in Gibb’s stables. The
Duchess died in a good old age, as may be seen
in the history of ¢ Our Dogs.” TheS. Q. N.,
and the parthenogenesic earth-born, the Cespes
Vivus—whom we sometimes called Joshua, be-
cause he was the Son of None (Nun), and even
Melchisedec has been whispered, but only that, and
Fitz-Memnon, as being as 1t were a son of the
Sun, sometimes the Autochthon avroyfovoes ; (in-
deed, if the relation of the coup de soleil and the
blaeberry had not been plainly causal and effec-
tual, I might have called him Filius Gunni, for
at the very moment of that shudder, by which
he leapt out of non-life into life, the Marquis’s
gamekeeper fired his rifle up the hill, and
brought down a stray young stag,) these two are
happily with me still, and at this moment she
1s out on the grass in a low easy-chair, reading
Emilie Carlen’s Brilliant Marriage, and Dick is .
lying at her feet, watching, with cocked ears,
some noise 1n the ripe wheat, possibly a chicken,
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Ounce I bad friends—rthough now by all forsaken ;
Ounce I bad parentsi—they are now in beaven.
I bad a home once

Weorn out with anguish, sin, and cold, and bunger,
Dowwn sunk the outcast, death bad seized ber senses.
There did the stranger find ber in the morning—
God bad released ber.
SOUTHEY.






HER LAST HALF-CROWN.

UGH MILILER, the geologist, journalist,

and man of genius, was sitting in his
newspaper office late one dreary winter night.
The clerks had all left, and he was preparing to
go, when a quick rap came to the door. He said
““ Come 1n,” and, looking towards the entrance,
saw a little ragged child all wet with sleet.
¢ Are ye' Hugh Millere” = Yes™ < Nary
Duff wants ye.” ¢ What does she want?”
““ She’s deein.” Some misty recollection of the
name made him at once set out, and with his
well-known plaid and stick, he was soon striding
after the child, who trotted through the now de-
serted High Street, into the Canongate. By
the time he got to the Old Playhouse Close,
Hugh had revived his memory of Mary Duff;
a lively girl who had been bred up beside him
in Cromarty. The last time he had seen her
was at a brother mason’s marriage, where Mary
was ‘““best maid,” and he “best man.” He
seemed still to see her bright young careless
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face, her tidy shortgown, and her dark eyes, and
to hear her bantering, merry tongue.

Down the close went the ragged little woman,
and up an outside stair, Hugh keeping near
her with difficulty ; in the passage she held out
her hand and touched him; taking it in his
great palm, he felt that she wanted a thumb.
Finding her way like a cat through the darkness,
she opened a door, and saying < That’s her!”
vanished. By the light of a dying fire he saw
lying in the corner of the large empty room
something like a woman’s clothes, and on draw-
ing nearer became aware of a thin pale face and
two dark eyes looking keenly but helplessly up
at him. The eyes were plainly Mary Duff’s,
though he could recognise no other feature.
She wept silently, gazing steadily at him.
« Are you Mary Duff?” < It’s a’ that’s o’ me,
Hugh.” She then tried to speak to him, some-
thing plainly of great urgency, but she couldn’t,
and seeing that she was very ill, and was making
herself worse, he put half-a-crown into her
feverish hand, and said he would call again in
the morning. He could get no information
about her from the neighbours : they were surly
or asleep.

When he returned next morning, the little
girl met him at the stair-head, and said, ‘ She’s
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deid.” He went in, and found that it was
true ; there she lay, the fire out, her face
placid, and the likeness to her maiden self re-
stored. Hugh thought he would have known
her "now, even with those bright black eyes
closed as they were, in @ternum.

Seeking out a neighbour, he said he would
like to bury Mary Duff, and arranged for the
funeral with an undertaker in the close. Little
seemed to be known of the poor outcast, except
that she was a ¢ licht,” or, as Solomon would
have said, a “strange woman.” < Did she
drink ?” ¢ Whiles.”

On the day of the funeral one or two resi-
dents in the close accompanied him to the
Canongate Churchyard. He observed a decent
looking little old woman watching them, and
following at a distance, though the day was wet
and bitter. After the grave was filled, and he
had taken off his hat, as the men finished their
business by putting on and slapping the sod, he
saw this old woman remaining. She came up
and, courtesying, said, “Ye wad ken that lass,
Sir?” ¢ Yes; I knew her when she was young.”
The woman then burst into tears, and told
Hugh that she “ keepit a bit shop at the Close-
mooth, and Mary dealt wi’ me, and aye paid
reglar, and I was feared she was dead, for she
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had been a month awin’ me half-a-crown :” and
then with a look and voice of awe, she told
him how on the night he was sent for, and
immediately after he had left, she had been
awakened by some one in her room; and by
her bright fire—for she was a bein, well-to-do
body—she had seen the wasted dying creature,
who came forward and said, < Wasn’t it half-a-
crown ?”  “Yes.” . There it is,” ahd putbng
it under the bolster, vanished !

Alas for Mary Duff! her career had been a
sad one since the day when she had stood side
by side with Hugh at the wedding of their
friends. Her father died not long after, and
her mother supplanted her in the affections of
the man to whom she had given her heart. The
shock was overwhelming, and made home in-
tolerable. Mary fled from it blighted and em-
bittered, and after a life of shame and sorrow,
crept into the corner of her wretched garret, to
die deserted and alone ; giving evidence in her
latest act that honesty had survived amid the
wreck of nearly every other virtue.

< My thoughts are not your thoughts,
neither are your ways my ways, saith the Lord.
For as the heavens are higher than the earth,
so are my ways higher than your ways, and my
thoughts than your thoughts.”
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«« The misery of keeping a dog, is bis dying so soon ; but t
be sure, if be lived for fifty years, and then died, what would
tecome of me 77— SR WALTER ScoTr.

<« There is in every animal’s eye a dim image and gleam of
bumanity, a flash of strange light through which their life
looks out and up to our great mystery of command over them,
and claims the fellowship of the creature if not of the soul.”—
Ruskin.






OUR DOGS.

I WAS bitten severely by a little dog when
with my mother at Moffat Wells, being

then three years of age, and I have remained
“ bitten” ever since in the matter of dogs. I
remember that little dog, and can at this mo-
ment not only recal my pain and terror—I
have no doubt I was to blame—but also her
face ; and were I allowed to search among the
shades in the cynic Elysian fields, I could pick
her out still. All my life I have been familiar
with these faithful creatures, making friends of
them, and speaking to them ; and the only time
I ever addressed the public, about a year after
being bitten, was at the farm of Kirklaw Hill, near
Biggar, when the text, given out from an empty
cart in which the ploughmen had placed me, was
“ Jacob’s dog,” and my entire sermon was as
follows :—¢ Some say that Jacob had a black
dog (the o very long), and some say that Jacob
had a white dog, but 7 (imagine the presumption

T
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of four years!) say Jacob had a brown dog, and
a brown dog it shall be.”

I had many intimacies from this time onwards
—Bawtie, of theinn; Keeper, the carrier’s bull-
terrier ; Tiger, a huge tawny mastiff from
Edinburgh, which I think must have been an
uncle of Rab’s ; all the sheep dogs at Callands—
Spring, Mavis, Yarrow, Swallow, Cheviot, etc. ;
but it was not till I was at college, and my brother
at the High School, that we possessed a dog.

TOBY

Was the most utterly shabby, vulgar, mean-
looking cur I ever beheld : in one word, a tyke.
He had not one good feature except his teeth
and eyes, and his bark, if that can be called a
feature. He was not ugly enough to be interest-
ing ; his colour black and white, his shape leggy
and clumsy; altogether what Sydney Smith
would have called an extraordinarily ordinary
dog : and, as I have said, not even greatly ugly,
or, as the Aberdonians have it, bonnie wi’ ill-
fauredness. My brother William found him
the centre of attraction to a multitude of small
blackguards who were drowning him slowly in
Lochend Loch, doing their best to lengthen out

r—
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the process, and secure the greatest amount of
fun with the nearest approach to death. Even
then Toby showed his great intellect by pre-
tending to be dead, and thus gaining time and an
spiration. William bought him for twopence,
and as he had it not, the boys accompanied
him to Pilrig Street, when I happened to meet
him, and giving the twopence to the biggest
boy, had the satisfaction of seeing a general
engagement of much severity, during which
the twopence disappeared; one penny going
oft with a very small and swift boy, and the
other vanishing hopelessly into the grating of
a drain.

Toby was for weeks in the house unbeknown
to any one but ourselves two and the cook, and
from my grandmother’s love of tidiness and
hatred of dogs and of dirt, I believe she would
have expelled ¢ him whom we saved from drown-
ing,” had not he, in his straightforward way,
walked into my father’s bedroom one night when
he was bathing his feet, and introduced himself
with a wag of his tail, intimating a general will-
ingness to be happy. My father laughed most
heartily, and at last Toby, having got his way
to his bare feet, and having begun to lick his
soles and between his toes with his small rough
tongue, my father gave such an unwonted shout
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of laughter, that we—grandmother, sisters, and
all of us—went in. Grandmother might argue
with all her energy and skill, but as surely as
the pressure of Tom Jones’ infantile fist upon
Mr. Allworthy’s forefinger undid all the argu-
ments of his sister, so did Toby’s tongue and
fun prove too many for grandmother’s eloquence.
I somehow think Toby must have been up to
all this, for I think he had a peculiar love for
my father ever after, and regarded grandmother
from that hour with a careful and cool eye.

Toby, when full grown, was a strong, coarse
dog: coarse in shape, in countenance, in hair, and
in manner. [ used to think that, according to the
Pythagorean doctrine, he must have been,or been
going to be a Gilmerton carter. He was of the
bull-terrier wvariety, coarsened through much
mongrelism and a dubious and varied ancestry.
His teeth were good, and he had a large skull,
and a rich bark as of a dog three times his size,
and a tail which I never saw equalled—indeed 1t
was a tail per se; it was of immense girth and
not short, equal throughout like a policeman’s
baton; the machinery for working it was of
great power, and acted in a way, as far as I
have been able to discover, quite original. We
called 1t his ruler,

When he wished to get into the house, he



Toby. 141

first whined gently, then growled, then gave a
sharp bark, and then came a resounding, mighty
stroke which shook the house ; this, after much
study and watching, we found was done by his
bringing the entire length of his solid tail flat
upon the door, with a sudden and vigorous
stroke ; it was quite a four de force or a coup
de quene, and he was perfect in it at once, his
first 2ang authoritative, having been as masterly
and telling as his last.

With all this inbred vulgar air, he was a dog
of great moral excellence—affectionate, faithful,
honest up to his light, with an odd humour as
peculiar and as strong as his tail. My father,
in his reserved way, was very fond of him, and
there must have been very funny scenes with
them, for we heard bursts of laughter issuing
from his study when they two were by them-
selves: there was something in him that took that
grave, beautiful, melancholy face. One can fancy
him in the midst of his books, and sacred work
and thoughts, pausing and looking at the secular
Toby, who was looking out for a smile to begin
his rough fun, and about to end by coursing and
gurriw’ round the room, upsetting my father’s
books, laid out on the floor for consultation, and
himself nearly at times, as he stood watching

him—and off his guard and shaking with laugh-
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ter. Toby had always a great desire to accom-
pany my father up to town; this my father’s
good taste and sense of dignity, besides his fear
of losing his friend (a vain fear!), forbade, and
as the decision of character of each was great
and nearly equal, 1t was often a drawn game.
Toby ultimately, by making it his entire object,
triumphed.  He usually was nowhere to be
seen on my father leaving ; he however saw him,
and lay in wait at the head of the street, and up
Leith Walk he kept him in view from the oppo-
site side like a detective, and then, when he
knew it was hopeless to hound him home, he
crossed unblushingly over, and joined company,
excessively rejoiced of course.

One Sunday he had gone with him to church,
and left him at the vestry door. The second
psalm was given out, and my father was sitting
back in the pulpit, when the door at its back,
up which he came from the vestry, was seen
to move, and gently open, then, after a long
pause, a black shining snout pushed its way
steadily into the congregation, and was followed
by Toby’s entire body. He looked somewhat
abashed, but snuffing his friend, he advanced
as if on thin ice, and not seeing him, put his
fore-legs on the pulpit, and behold there he was,
his own familiar chum. I watched all this, and
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anything more beautiful than his look of hap-
piness, of comfort, of entire ease when he beheld
his friend,—the smoothing down of the anxious
ears, the swing of gladness of that mighty tail,—
[ don’t expect soon tosee. My father quietly
opened the door, and Toby was at his feet and
invisible to all but himself: had he sent old
George Peaston, the ¢ minister’s man,” to put
him out, Toby would probably have shown his
teeth, and astonished George. He slunk home
as soon as he could, and never repeated that
explott.

[ never saw in any other dog the sudden transi-
tion from discretion, not to say abject cowardice,
to blazing and permanent valour. From his ear-
liest years he showed a general meanness of
blood, inherited from many generations of
starved, bekicked, and down-trodden forefathers
and mothers, resulting in a condition of intense
abjectness in all matters of personal fear; any-
body, even a beggar, by a gow!/ and a threat
of eye, could send him off howling by anti-
cipation, with that mighty tail between his legs.
But it was not always so to be, and I had
the privilege of seeing courage, reasonable, ab-
solute, and for life, spring up in Toby at once,
as did Athené from the skull of Jove. It hap-
pened thus :—

R
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Toby was in the way of hiding his culinary
bones in the small gardens before his own and
the neighbouring doors. Mr. Scrymgeour, two
doors off, a bulky, choleric, red-haired, red-faced
man—/Zorve vultu—was, by the law of contrast,
a great cultivator of flowers, and he had often
scowled Toby into all but non-existence by a
stamp of his foot and a glare of his eye. One
day his gate being open, in walks Toby with a
huge bone, and making a hole where Scrymgeour
had two minutes before been planting some pre-
cious slip, the name of which on paper and on
a stick T'oby made very light of, substituted his
bone, and was engaged covering it, or thinking
he was covering 1t up with his shovelling nose
(a very odd relic of paradise in the dog), when
S. spied him through the inner glass door,
and was out upon him like the Assyrian, with
a terrific gowl. I watched them. Instantly
Toby made straight at him with a roar too, and
an eye more torve than Scrymgeour’s, who, re-
treating without reserve, fell prostrate, there 1s
reason to believe, in his own lobby. Toby con-
tented himself with proclaiming his victory at
the door, and returning finished his bone plant-
ing at his leisure ; the enemy, who had scuttled
behind the glass-door, glaring at him. |

From this moment Toby was an altered dog.
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Pluck at first sight was lord of all ; from that
time dated his first tremendous deliverance of
tail against the door, which we called “come
listen to my tail.” 'That very evening he paid a
visit to Leo, next door’s dog, a big, tyrannical
bully and coward, which its master thought a
Newfoundland, but whose pedigree we knew
better ; this brute continued the same system of
chronic extermination which was interrupted at
Lochend,—having Toby down among his feet,
and threatening him with instant death two or
three times a day. To him Toby paid a visit
that very evening, down into his den, and walked
about, as much as to say “ Come on, Macduff!”
but Macduff did not come on, and henceforward
there was an armed neutrality, and they merely
stiffened up and made their backs rigid, pre-
tended each not to see the other, walking so-
lemnly round, as 1s the manner of dogs. Toby
worked his new-found faculty thoroughly, but
with discretion. He killed cats, astonished
beggars, kept his own in his own garden against
all comers, and came off victorious in several
well-fought battles; but he was not quarrel-
some or foolhardy. It was very odd how his
carriage changed, holding his head up, and how
much pleasanter he was at home. To my
father, next to William, who was his Humane

K
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Society man, he remained stanch. And what
of his end ? for the misery of dogs is that they
die so soon, or as Sir Walter says, it is well
they do; for if they lived as long as a Christian,
and we liked them in proportion, and they then
died, he said that was a thing he could not stand.

His exit was muserable, and had a strange
poetic or tragic relation to his entrance. My
father was out of town; I was away in Eng-
land. Whether it was that the absence of my
father had relaxed his power of moral restraint,
or whether through neglect of the servant he
had been desperately hungry, or most likely both
being true, Toby was discovered with the re-
mains of a cold leg of mutton, on which he
had made an ample meal ;! this he was in vain
endeavouring to plant as of old, in the hope of
its remaining undiscovered till to-morrow’s hun-
ger returned, the whole shank bone sticking up
unmistakably. This was seen by our excellentand
Radamanthine grandmother, who pronounced
sentence on the instant; and next day, as Wil-
liam was leaving for the High School, did he
in the sour morning, through an easterly Aaur,
behold him ¢ whom he saved from drowning,”

! Toby was in the state of the shepherd boy whom George
Webster met in Glenshee, and asked, ¢ My man, were you
ever fou’?” ¢ Ay, aince ”—speaking slowly, as if remem-
bering—*¢ Ay, aince.” ¢ What on?” ¢ Cauld mutton!”
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and whom, with better results than in the case
of Launce and Crab, he had taught, as if one
should say ¢ thus would I teach a dog,”—dang-
ling by his own chain from his own lamp-post,
one of his hind feet just touching the pave-
ment, and his body preternaturally elongated.

William found him dead and warm, and fall-
ing in with the milk-boy at the head of the
street, questioned him, and discovered that he
was the executioner, and had got twopence, he
—Toby’s every morning’s crony, who met him
and accompanied him up the street, and licked
the outside of his can—had, with an eye to
speed and convenience, and a want of taste,
not to say principle and affection, horrible still
to think of, suspended Toby’s animation be-
yond all hope. William instantly fell upon him,
upsetting his milk and cream, and gave him a
thorough licking, to his own intense relief ; and,
being late, he got from Pyper, who was a mar-
tinet, the customary palmies, which he bore with
something approaching to pleasure. So died
Toby : my father said little, but he missed and
mourned his friend.

There 1s reason to believe that by one of those
curious intertwistings of existence, the milk-boy
was that one of the drowning party who got
the penny of the twopence.
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Our next friend was an exquisite shepherd’s
dog ; fleet, thin-flanked, dainty, and hand-
some as a small greyhound, with all the grace
of silky waving black and tan hair. We got
him thus. Being then young and keen botanists,
and full of the knowledge and love of Tweed-
side, having been on every hill top from Muckle
Mendic to Hundleshope and the Lee Pen, and
having fished every water from Tarth to the
Leithen, we discovered early in spring that young
Stewart, author of an excellent book on natural
history, a young man of great promise and
early death, had found the Buxbaumia aphylla,
a beautiful and odd-looking moss, west of
Newbie heights, in the very month we were that
moment in. We resolved to start next day.
We walked to Peebles, and then up Haystoun
Glen to the cottage of Adam Cairns, the aged
shepherd of the Newbie hirsel, of whom we
knew, and who knew of us from his daughter,
Nancy Cairns, a servant with Uncle Aitken of
Callands. We found our way up the burn
with difficulty, as the evening was getting dark ;
and on getting near the cottage heard them
at worship. We got in, and made ourselves
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known, and got a famous tea, and such cream
and oat cake !—old Adam looking on us as
¢« clean dementit” to come out for ¢ a bit moss,”
which, however, he knew, and with some pride
said he would take us in the morning to the
place. As we were goinginto a box bed for the
night, two young men came in, and said they
were “gaun to burn the water.” Off we set.
It was a clear, dark, starlight, frosty night.
They had their leisters and tar torches, and 1t
was something worth seeing—the wild flame, the
young fellows striking the fish coming to the
light—how splendid they looked with the light
on their scales, coming out of the darkness—
the stumblings and quenchings suddenly of the
lights, as the torch-bearer fell into a deep pool.
We got home past midnight, and slept as we
seldom sleep now. In the morning Adam, who
had been long wup, and had been wup the
« Hope” with his dog, when he saw we had
wakened, told us there was four inches of snow,
and we soon saw was too true. So we had to
go home without our cryptogamic prize.

It turned out that Adam, who was an old
man and frail, and had made some money, was
going at Whitsunday to leave, and live with his
son in Glasgow. We had been admiring the
beauty and gentleness and perfect shape of
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Wrylie, the finest colley I ever saw, and said,
“ What are you going to do with Wylie ?”
“’Deed,” says he, “I hardly ken. 1 canna
think o’ sellin’ her, though she’s worth four
pound, and she’ll no like the toun.” I said,
“ Would you let me have her?” and Adam,
looking at her fondly—she came up instantly to
him, and made of him—said, “ Ay, I wull,
if ye’ll be gude to her ;” and it was settled that
when Adam left for Glasgow she should be sent
into Albany Street by the carrier.

She came, and was at once taken to all our
hearts, even grandmother liked her ; and though
she was often pensive, as if thinking of her
master and her work on the hills, she made
herself at home, and behaved in all respects like
a lady. When out with me, if she saw sheep
in the streets or road, she got quite excited,
and helped the work, and was curiously use-
ful, the being so making her wonderfully happy.
And so her little life went on, never doing
wrong, always blithe and kind and beautiful.
But some months after she came, there was a
mystery about her : every Tuesday evening she
disappeared ; we tried to watch her, but in vain,
she was always oftf by nine p.M., and was away
all night, coming back next day wearied and all
over mud, as if she had travelled far. She slept
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all next day. This went on for some months
and we could make nothing of it. Poor dear
creature, she looked at us wistfully when she
came in, as if she would have told us if she
could, and was especially fond, though tired.

Well, one day I was walking across the Grass-
market, with Wylie at my heels, when two shep-
herds started, and looking at her, one said,
“ That’s her; that’s the wonderfu’ wee bitch
that naebody kens.” I asked him what he
meant, and he told me that for months past
she had made her appearance by the first day-
light at the * buchts” or sheep pens in the
cattle market, and worked incessantly, and to
excellent purpose, in helping the shepherds to
get their sheep and lambs in. The man said
with a sort of transport, “ She’s a perfect
meeracle ; flees about like a speerit, and never
gangs wrang ; wears but never grups, and beats
a’ oor dowgs. She’s a perfect meeracle, and
as soople as a maukin.” Then he related how
they all knew her, and said, ¢ There’s that wee
fell yin; we’ll get them in noo.” They tried
to coax her to stop and be caught, but no, she
was gentle, but off ; and for many a day that
““ wee fell yin” was spoken of by these rough
fellows. She continued this amateur work till
she died, which she did in peace.
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[t 1s very touching the regard the south-
country shepherds have to their dogs. Profes-
sor Syme one day, many years ago, when living
in Forres Street, was looking out of his win-
dow, and he saw a young shepherd striding
down North Charlotte Street, as if making for
his house : 1t was midsummer. The man had
his dog with him, and Mr. Syme noticed that
he followed the dog, and not it him, though he
contrived to steer for the house. He came, and
was ushered into his room ; he wished advice
about some aillment, and Mr. Syme saw that he
had a bit of twine round the dog’s neck, which
he let drop out of his hand when he entered the
room. He asked him the meaning of this,
and he explained that the magistrates had 1s-
sued a mad-dog proclamation, commanding all
dogs to be muzzled or led on pain of death.
« And why do you go about as I saw you did
before you came in to me?” “Oh,” said he,
looking awkward, ““ I didna want Birkie to ken
he was tied.” Where will you find truer cour-
tesy and finer feeling? He didn’t want to hurt
Birkie’s feelings.

Mr. Carruthers of Inverness told me a new
story of these wise sheep dogs. A butcher
from Inverness had purchased some sheep at
Dingwall, and giving them in charge to his dog,

S
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left the road. The dog drove them on, till
coming to a toll, the toll-wife stood before the
drove, demanding her dues. The dog looked
at her, and, jumping on her back, crossed his
forelegs over her arms. The sheep passed
through, and the dog took his place behind

them, and went on his way.

R A B.

Of Rab I have little to say, indeed have little
right to speak of him as one of “ our dogs;”
but nobody will be sorry to hear anything of
that noble fellow. Ailie, the day or two after
the operation, when she was well and cheery,
spoke about him, and said she would tell me
fine stories when I came out, as I promised to
do, to see her at Howgate. I asked her how
James came to get him. She told me that
one day she saw James coming down from Lead-
burn with the cart; he had been away west,
getting eggs and butter, cheese and hens for
Edinburgh. She saw he was in some trouble,
and on looking, there was what she thought a
young calf being dragged, or, as she called it,
“ haurled,” at the back of the cart. James was
in front, and when he came up, very warm and
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very angry, she saw that there was a huge young
dog tied to the cart, struggling and pulling back
with all his might, and as she said ¢ lookin’ fear-
som.” James, who was out of breath and temper,
being past his time, explained to Ailie, that this
“ muckle brute o’ a whalp” had been worrying
sheep, and terrifying everybody up at Sir George
Montgomery’s at Macbie Hill, and that Sir
George had ordered him to be hanged, which,
however, was sooner said than done, as “‘the thief”
showed his intentions of dying hard. James came
up just as Sir George had sent for his gun; and
as the dog had more than once shown a liking
for him, he said he “ wad gie him a chance ; ”
and so he tied him to his cart. Young Rab,
fearing some mischief, had been entering a series
of protests all the way, and nearly strangling
himself to spite James and Jess, besides giving
Jess more than usual to do. I wish I had let
Sir George pit that charge into him, the thrawn
brute,” said James. But Ailie had seen that
in his fore-leg there was a splinter of wood,
which he had likely got when objecting to be
hanged, and that he was miserably lame. So
she got James to leave him with her, and go
straight into Edinburgh. She gave him water,
and by her woman’s wit got his lame paw under
a door, so that he couldn’t suddenly get at her,
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then with a quick firm hand she plucked out
the splinter, and put in an ample meal. She
went in some time after, taking no notice of
him, and he came limping up, and laid his great
jaws in her lap: from that moment they were
< chief,” as she said, James finding him man-
suete and civil when he returned.

She said it was Rab’s habit to make his ap-
pearance exactly half-an-hour before his mas-
ter, trotting in full of importance, as if to
say, < Hesi all s mght, he'll be here.” One
morning James came without him. He had
left Edinburgh very early, and in coming near
Auchindinny, at a lonely part of the road, a
man sprang out on him, and demanded his
money. James, who was a cool hand, said,
““ Weel a weel, let me get it,” and stepping back,
he said to Rab, ¢ Speak till him, my man.” In
an instant Rab was standing over him, threat-
ening strangulation if he stirred.  James pushed
on, leaving Rab 