COUNTRY SCENES—JANUTARY,

(FOR EVERY MONTH, BY THOMAS MILLER.)
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Ah, bitter chill it was) A

The owl, for all his feath
The hare limped trembling

JANUARY is called the Gate of the Year—the Entrance Hall that leads to the
seasons. We must pass through the grey leaden-colonred portico, supported
with glittering pillars of ice, before we can reach the flowery doors of Spring,
beyond which the dark green gates of Snmmer open, while far behind Autumn
swings wide npon its golden hinges, revealing a landscape that looks like the
ocean basking in the yellow sunshine, its waves the ever-moving uplands,
waving drowsily with eary corn.

The walls of this solemn hall, which open indistinetly upon a longer twiligh®,
and silently diminish the darkness that hangs upon the edge of the expanding
day, are formed of grey snow, propped up by the mighty tnlk of naked forest
trees; the knotted and iron elbows of which are linked one within the other—
while around hang life-like pictures, all in keeping with the seene—landscapes
of ice and snow with cold looks that are half warmed hy the dark foliage of the
evergreens, and cheered by the rounded crimson of the holly berries, while the
trailing ivy, from which the snow flakes have melted, clasps the cottage chimney
whence the curling smoke ascends in.trails of blue and silver, like clonds that
have lost their way, and are wandering back again to the sky. There, spreads
ont a lonely mere, seeming darker through contrast with the snow-wreaths
which surround it, while, deap bLelow, the treeslook down, as'if cut out from
solid ebony : and the crisped reeds, the phastly skeletons of Summer, whisper
to each other with a frozen breath, as if they dreaded that the blesk north wind

hera :-na a-'u;-old; 3
nis throtgh the frozen grass,
And silent wis the flock in woolly fold, E

Kuars.

should overhoar their hnsky rustling, or with his cntting shears lay them pros-
trate, blanched, withered, and dead.

In another picture, we see a rustic stile ; the snow, that rests upon the barked
bars, is imprinted with the robin’s feet, while his scarlet breast, harmonising beau-
tifully with the cluster of crimson hips that droop from the leafless spray of the wild
rase, form a cheerful foreground to the desolate moorland that lies behind ; and
as we look upon the open beak of the bird, and hisblack-beaded and fearless eye,
we can faney thal we hear him singing as sweetly as if Summer still stood on
tiptoe with her hair unbound, and held between hér rosy fingers her streaming
garland of long green lpaves, g

Further on we behold the blue titmonse, hanging by its hooked claws, back
downward—yet never fearful of fulling ; peeping with curious eye, beneath the
level-clipped broad-thatched eaves in search of insects, while the white cat,
motionless, as if eut ont of marble, sits watching upon the smooth-bricked win-
dow-sill, sometimes feigning sleep, vet ready io spring up, if only a straw fall
from the beak of the husy bird. Past the church porch, whose steep Toof is
covered with unrnfled flakes, an old beggar-man in his thread-bare coat moves
slowly along, his head bow-bent—the cntting wind that comes sweeping round the
low square tower, hlows back his long silver hair, on which the nnmelted Snow
rests, and he pulls his weather-beaten hat lower over his forehead, and grasps his
long stafl firmer, with his cold blue hands, as he faces the eddying gust.
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Whichever way the observant eye turns, this great Hall that opens upon the
year is hung with pleasing pictures, and filled with interesting objects. On the
dark beams that span above, the bat folds up his leathern wings, and with his
head drooping, soundly sleeps; the little dormouse, coiled up like a ball, rests in
its burrow, beneath the roots of the antigue oak, and should it chance to awaken
before the warm days come, feeds upon the hoard it has secured, then folds itself
up again in its dark chamber, and walts until it sees the sun-shine streaming
from the chinks of the inner door of Spring. High overhead, though still below
the heavy snow-filled clonds, is heard the shrill scream of the wild geese ; their
arrowy-pointed ranks cleave the chilly air, as they sail atnight far over the silent
town to where the reedy marsh and the sedgy morass siretch out, intercepted
by melancholy sireams, on the surface of which, excepting themselves only, the
shadow of the solitary fowler in his boatis seen to move. There, when the
wind stirs the ridgy ripples in the ealm moonlight, the wild swan sleeps majesti-
eally upon the rocking eddies ; the nnderdown of his silver plumage bared by the
fitfnl gusts that come by sudden starts and then ave still, although the rocky
motion uncoils not his arched neek, nor unfolds the black beak which is thrust
for warmth under Lis wing.

Without, on the frosted branches, the fleldfares sit huddled together in thelr
feathery coats, looking with hungry eyes upon the few withered berries, black
and hard, which the wintry wind has léft ; while, in the distance, the poor sheep
pauss every now and then to give a plaintive bleat, as they cease for a
moment their cold labour of burrowing for food amid the knee-deep snow ; for
every-way the country around is covered with it, the fields are all but silent, the
high roads are no longer alive with busy figures, and where the heavily laden

aggon moves slowly along, it comes with a dead and mufiled sound, unlike the
cheerful tramp and gritty creak whieh grinds down the wayside pebbles into
summer dust.

Few, excepting they are true loyers of nature, would be tempted to climb the
summit of & steep hill to witness the strange and beautiful appearance the land-
seape below presents if covered deeply with snow. Ascend, and you seem
as if looking over a eountry that is silent and uninhabited. The hedges rise, like
white walls, built up as boundary lines through a vast expanse, that one way
presents no other landmarks, excepting a few trees; and the black line of a wind-
ing river ; all beside is one wide outstretched territory of snow. Objects which,
at other times, are familiar to the eye, have assumed new shapes; the thatched
roof of {he cottage and the hayrick, the shed in the field and the high pile of
winter-faggots, have all put on a strange disguise ; and, but for the smoke which
is distinguishable above the low chimney, there is no stir of life to proclaim the
existence of man.  To the left, the village-spire rises like a lonely monnment
above a buried country, which seems to tell that all below are dead; for the
roads are no longer visible, and what motion there is in_the little hamlet is un-

ived. It scems as if it had drifted far away, and was fast sinking in the
centre of & great and silent sea of snow, the churchi-spire alone visible above the
floating and far-off wreck.

Formless, the pointed cairn now searce o'ertops
The level dreary waste; and coppice-wooils,
Diminished of their height, like bushes seem.

What a picture of the wild and fearful winters of ancient {imes is presented in
the name our Saxon ancestors gave to January, which they called Wolf-month :
on account of the ravages miade by thatanimal at this dreary and desolate season
of the year. Then our island abounded with huge morasses, swampy wastes,
lonely moors, and vast tracts of dreary forest-land, and over these snowy soli-
tudes, in the dark midnights of winter, the howl of the wolf was heard, as, raven-
ous for prey, he ventured nearer the Saxon huts, and prowled about the doorway
of the habitation of man. Dismal and dangerous were the paths then traversed
by the lonely wayfarer, for towns and villages lay long and wide apart, and there
were but few roads, excepting the long, straight, monotonous highways made by
the Romans, or the broken and uncertain bridle-paths, which wound along the
davgerons and precipitons banks of the rivers, or at best, in later times the
narrow ways traversed by the ancient merchants, with their trains of pack-
horses, who went, carefully picking their way through the storms and snow, and
darkness of winter.  Even now in the vast wolds of Yorkshire, and over the wild
broad marshes of Lincolnshire, there exists many a miry and dangerous cross-
road, where even a traveller well acquainted with the country, is, in winter, in
momentary danger of foundering,

Although January is one of the coldest months of ‘the year, it is accompanied
with the consolation of knowing that the shortest day is past, and that every
sunseb brings us nearer to the flowery land of Spring, for on each morrow we
hear the ehirrup of the sparrow sooner under the ecaves, and we find the grey
dawning peeping in earlier and earlier at the lattice, and looking upon the earth
us if to see if any bud has yet broken through its brown sheath, or whether the
snow-drop has ventured forth into the cold waste, to shiver alone and wait com-
panionless for its warmer attendant the yellow erocus of spring.

At this season of the year a bitter black frost sometimes sets suddenly in, which
makes itself felt everywhere; the few green things that remain, curdle and
wrinkle up as if they had been scorched, nothing seems to grow, the little hardy
bud makes no progress, the eavtl looks as if it had changed to stone, and beneath
it, nature lies dead and buried. The poor birds, as if for condolence, come nearer to
the habitation of man—upon the palings, upon the garden-hedge, and about the
farm-yard, we see many whose plumage is new to us, and whom hunger alone
has driven from the deep seclusion of the woods.

In one bleak biting night the pond is frozen over, and, deluded by the dazzling
surface of ice, the cattle, more thirsty through the dry, hard, moistureless food
which forms their winter diet, hang down their heads to drink, when, instead of
the cold yielding water, their hot breath comes in contact with the chilly marble-
like ice, and after several vain attempts to penetrate it, they raise thelr heads
and low piteonsly, nor cease until the farmer-boy either comes with a mallet or
a long pole, breaks through the hard mass, and leaves them to drink their fill.
Numbers of fish perish at this time of the yearin the ponds and reservoirs through
want of air and food, both of which it is easy to supply them with, by breaking
holes in the fce, and throwing in bread, grain, or the offals of animuls, for unless
this is done they will soon begin to devour each other. Itis a well-known fact
that fish will como at the call of those who are accustomed to feed them,
take food from the hand of their keeper, and allow themselves to be touched
without attempting to escape, or displaying any symptom of fear. FEels will bury
themselves in the mud as a protection from cold, and the earp, it is also believed,
seeks the same retreat in severe weather.

Yet, under this vast winding-sheet, that seems to cover the dead, nature is still
at work ; the seed that remains invisible is silently swelling and bursting below,
and in a few more weeks pale lines of green will show where the spring corn has
broken through the furrow. The little brown rounded bud is forming, coil
within coil, and will ere long thrust its emerald point from out its confined
cell, as if timidly peeping forth, and waiting until the rain and the sunshine
called it, to bare its broad green beauty to the breeze; for then the woods will
no longer bealone filled with

Those boughe, which shake agninst the cold 2
Bare rained choirs where late the sweet birds sung,

The Winter-sleep of many animals is a wonderful provision of nature—although
we are perhaps wrong in giving the name of sleap to such a state of torpor,
for it is neither produced by over-exertion, nor caused by a want of
repose. Some prepare for this uncertain state of slumber by storing up food
against they awake, or revive—for either hunger, or a sudden change from
cold to heat, or causes which are to ns unknown, and against which several of
our hibernating quadrupeds appear to guard, often rouse them at mid-Winter, and
there is no doubt that they would perish were it not for this fresh supply of food.
Some, like the dormouse and harvest-mouse, coil themselves up like a ball,
and may be rolled about without evineing any sign of life while in this state—so
may the hedgelog —although the latter ever assumes such a form when in danger,
and presents the same lifeless appearance at pleasure, while, unlike the former, it
lays up no store against Winter. The squirrel also passes a great part of the cold
senson in a torpid state, taking care, however, incase he should feel “ the hungry
eilge of appetite,” to havea dozen or two of well-stored larders in readiness, which
he very often finds robbed, when he comes to visit them. But no one seems to lay
up such provision for Winter as the long-tailed fleld-mouse, which consists of acorns,
nuts, corn, and seeds of various descriptions, the accumulation of many a jour-
ney, which, when garnered, and nicely arranged, is often rooted up by some hog,
s he comes grunting and smelling about the ground, where this little hoarder
has concealed his treasure. How he manages to pass the Winter when his honse
is thus broken open and robbed, we are at a loss to divine, for we can readily
imagine that one who has made such bountiful provisions in his chamber,
would not b able to rest long together when it is empty. The bats also hiber-
nate, huddling together for warmth, and not only holding on the roofs, and
beams, and caverns, and in the hollows of trees, by their claws, but crowding
one over another, until it is really wonderful what numbers are congregated in
so small & space, as they are often found to occupy. On the habits of some of
these animals, we may dwell more lengthily as we pass through the different
changes of the year, for now they may be compared to the seed, which, though
not dead, is hidden in the earth, to appear again in due season.

There is something beautiful to a fanciful mind in the varied forms which the
frost-work assumes, and althongh we must venture out of doors to witness the
most wonderful productions formed by this strange and silent hand, still those who
are too fearful of the cold, or too indolent to venture forth, may discover within
doors, traces of the finger of this Hoary Worker—shrub, and flower, and leaf, asofnet-
work and cunning embroidery, all wronght in one night by this silentand unseen
enchanter. What wild landscapes does he put together ! mountains, and deep
gorges, and steep precipices, with overhanging pines that seem ready to drop
into the dark gulf below—for snch are among the many wonders which this
artist produces. Strange effects are also wrought by a sudden freezing shower ;
when the rain encloses all it falls upon, as if with a rlass covering, or clings to
larger objects, and hangs them about with gems of the clearest erystal, until—

In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorn show,
While through the fce the erimezon berries glow.

Thesa showers also produce a startling effect upon birds, causing them to

flutter and shake out their wings to get rid of the cumbersome jewels, that only
impede their free and natural motions, Yet this very power slowly produces the
mighty glacier that, in its thunderous fall, shakes the whole valley into which it
i ds. Ji v is idered a dead month, and in a severe winter, is oue of
the dullest in the whole circle of the year; still the out-of-door naturalist will
find many objects to instruet and interest him, and may become acquainted with
the habits of many living things which the foll-leaved snmmer enshronds. Birds,
which at other times seldom venture near the abode of man; inscets, which a
fine day of sunshine has aroused from a torpid state; and animals which the
foods or hunger have forced from their hiding places; for even the little harvest
mouse, either driven from the barn by the removal of the corn, or distnrbed from
its winter slumber in the earth, may sometimes be seen hurrying off through the
shelter of a leafless hedge to its retreat, for

Nature in her sleep is never still,
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Wao oft mistake tha ivy spray

Far Jeaves that come with budding Spring,
Anid wonder *on each sunuy day,”

Why birds delay to buila and sing.

Winren! still Winter ! but cheered with oceasional glimpses of gnch bright sun-
-hine, and revealing now and then such beautiful patcles of clear blne sky, that
we know Spring is somewhere at hand behind the clouds, and keeps withdrawing
the curtain that coneeals her, to look down npon the earth, as il he were eager to
return, Bt Winter grasps not his ey seeptre with so firm a hand as he did In
January ; the bleating of the young lambs alarms him; and the merry cawing of
the noisy rooks tells Wim that his reign Is drawing to a close ; for sometimes he
feels  Tounded daisy stirring beneath his naked feet, though it is still invisible
to the human eye ; and all these things warn the hoary and bearded old Monarch
that he must soon resign his. throne, to the beautifil young Queen, who only
awaits the opening of the flowers before she is crowned. Now and then he Taises
“his old right avm,” and compels ns to confess his power; but the golden crocns
dazens his dim eyes, and the daisies grow larger in spite of his anger; the elder
puts out a few green buds, and the willows begin to thow fheir silvery catkins;
and while he sleeps, the sunshine is ever peeping out—signs which prociaim the
hour of his departore is drawing nigh ; for—

Bhadows of the silvar b
Bweep the greon above hi

ST,

| aCE

Jonx CLARE,

On fine days, the cottage doors and windows are thrown open, and we liear once
more the merry voices of children in the village sireets; for the sweet Sunshine
who maketh all glad and innocent things his pani hath beck d them
forth to play, though it ba but fur the space of one bright brief honr. As you
walk down the narrow green lanes and along the broad highways, you inhale the
cheerful and refreshing aroma of the fresh earth, as it 13 turned np by the plongh-
share; and, as the healthy smell is wafled upon the breeze, you might fancy that
it hiad been scented by the hidden flowers whieh still lie aslesp and sheltered, be-
neath the ridey furrows, and somutimes, when—

Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind,

you heer the falnt bleating of a little lamb, that stands shivering beside the naked
hedge, looking &s if conscious that its troubles had already commenced, as if
fearful that it should not be able to pick up a living in such a bleak, cheerless, and
fowerless worid, At intervals, the lark springs up; &nd, although he is carried
fur aside by the strong wind, he boldly breasts the storm with his ruffied plumes,
and tries a few mnotes to see how they will sound after the long silence of Win-
ter— then descends again tonestle beside the littledaisies that are Jjust beginning to
Nowr and then, the blackbird aud throstle strike up  fow notes from the
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leafless brake, then pause, with their heads hanging aside, as if listening in won-
der that they are not answered by their former companions, whose sweet voices
were wont to swell out the fnll-throated anthem of Spring.

In the ancient neighbourhood of the busy rookery, the work of Spring has
already commenced. In the trees they are building and quarrelling, in the fields
they are * scratting” and foraging from morning till night. You see them close
upon the heels of the ploughman ; they follow the footsteps of the sower; they
are ever sailing downward in search of worms or insects, then returning again to
their “ old ancestral trees,” with an additional beam for their honse, and filling
the whole alr around with their low, dreamy cawing, which gives such a Spring-
gonnd to the still lowerless landscape.

Every time we walk abroad, we sce the slow and sure progress which nature
{s making. First, a bud or two appears of a larger size; then we discover one
already green ; and it is wonderful, after a shower, and a day or so of sunshine,
to witness the bulk to which the little ones have grown—though the last time we
looked at them there was scarcely a sign to tell, that they wonld so soon display
traces of their green beauty. The gooseberry-bush shows a dim glimmering of
green, more like the reflection of a colour, than the real hue which it afterwards
assnmes; yet this grows bolder and brighter every day, and at Jast we find the
full form of the leaf revealed, on & tender and tiny bud, which the sun has
tempted to open. Winter, and the first dawning of Spring, afford the best oppor-
tunities of witnessing the rich effects produced by moss, lichen, fungi, or liver-
wort, upon the trees, Here we meet with the gaudy and mingled hues of the
rich green, the glowing orange, the pale primrose, the silver grey, with browns
of every tone, that go deepening down from dusky amber to the dark hue of the
chesnut, until they sink into the jetty blackness which mantles the stem of the
oak. Beside these, the dark green winding outline of the ivy is fully revealed,
giving a Summer look to the trees it clothes, and trailing, here and there, in
beantiful and slender lines, among their naked branches. The little water-runnels,
which have also been silent and ice-bonnd during the Winter, now come tinkling
down the steep hill-sides, and roll in pleasant murmurs through the dim green
meadows, as if they were hurrying along in quest of the flowers. The litile
leaves which,point out where the modest primrose will soon appear, are already
visible ; and Tn our walk throngh the woodland, we can discover the pule green
blades which tell us that the blue-bells have already come up, and that ere long
the ground will be covered with a hue bright and beautiful as the face of heaven;
for every way we discover traces of that unseen hand which is busy with its
silent work. You might fancy that a snow-flake still lingered here and there
upon the meadows, until you find on a nearver approach that it is

The daisy seattered on each moad and down,
A golden crest within a silver erown.

Yon also perceive the cottagers employed In their little gardens, making pre-
parations for the approach of Spring; the spade is brought forth from its hiding-
place ; seeds, which have been carefully preserved, are hunted up, and even a
few of the earliest sown ; while, in the garden fenece, the little hedge-sparrow,
niot less industrious, prepares the nest which s to contain its “ sky-stained egges.”
Even the very changes of the weather, which seem for a time to check these
operations, are silently forwarding them. The snow that oceasionally falls,
warms and nourishes the tender buds; the winds dry up the over-abandant
moisture ; mists, fogs, and rains, all bring their tribute to envich the earth, and
do His bidding, who gave us “seed time and harvest.” The rank decay of ve-
getation—the exhalations that are ever arising—the insects that burst from their
larvee state—and the poor blind worms that burrow through and loosen the soil,
are all doing their allotted work, and, thoogh disregarded, are assisting man to
prepare the sofl, while

Eu::iv Winter passes oft
Far to the north, and calls his rofian blasts;
Hia blasts oboy, and quit the hewling Lill,
The shatier'd forest, and the ravaged vale;
And softer gnles succeed.

Those who are not accustomed to study the habits of birds, would conclude
that it Is difficult for them to survive in England during our hard winters, espe-
cially such as are called the soft-billed; but were they to watch their habits
narrowly, they would perceive that, outhouses, stables, holes in old decayed
walls, gate-posts, the stems of large hollow trees, spring heads, which seldom
freeze, places whers cattle are kept up and foddered in winter, all abound in
food of varions descriptions, suitable to their nature; such as insects in their
aurelia state, flies and spiders that have concealed themselves until the cold
weather s over, and numberless insects that abound under the layers of dead
leaves. The vision of birds is extremely acute, and it is probable that what
we shonld not be able to discover without the aid of a microscope, is to them per-
fectly visible, and that they find food in the eggs of insects, &c., which we are
totally unacquainted with.

Amongst the few birds which sing at this season of the year, is the missel-
thrush, or, as itis ealled by the country people, the storm-cock, whose early
song is considered to denote a tempest. Its fuvourite food is the berry of the
mistletoe; and there is a superstitious notion that the seed of the berry of
this curfons plant, which was gathered with such solemn ceremony by the
ancient Druids, will not grow until it has first been swallowed by this bivd; a
belief, which it is almost needless to state, is wholly erronecus.  The gong of no
bird has called forth more discussion among naturalists than that of the missel-
throsh ; some even asserting that it hasno volee, saving the harsh predictive
note which it utters before the approach of a storm. This, however, 1 believe to
be the ery it malkes when it is alarmed, or in pursnit of its prey; ror, if 1 err
not, I have frequently heard it sing amongst old orchards in the midland
counties in Febrnary, and that, althongh its song is much inferior to that of the
thruash, or common throstle, it is loud, pleasing, and harmonious, nor do I think
it is easy to mistake the bird, ns it is nearly twice the weight of the thrush,

During the cold weather, the mole is busy working his way still deeper under-
ground, for the further the frost penetrates, the lower he digs in quest of the
worms which the cold has driven so far down ; these ave its favourite fosd., In
the north of England, it is still called the mounldi-warp, mole being a common
expres  enfor soil, and warp for the earth which is turned up, Thus, the silt,
or med which is left by the tide on the side of rivers, Is invariably called warp
in the 1nidland connties; the farrows in ploughed fields are also called warp ;
and newly-ploughed land, warp-land. T am thus particular in giving the full
meaniug to the word, as it is pure, unaltered Saxon ; and I have no doubt that
the mole was called the mouldi-warp, long before Alfred the Great sat upon the
tisrone of Wessex. Those who are unacquainted with that curious structure
called & mole-hill, have but a faint idea of the chambers and galleries, and
conrts, and streets, which branch out beneath the little hillock they so often
mest with during & country ramble. The encampment of the mole is its hunting
grow d, its forest, its chase; in some one or another of these long, winding,
unde ‘gronnd avennes, it is sure to meet with prey ; and the mole is @ most per-
sever ing hunter, visiting his preserves many times during the du 1t is always
in excellent éhnditioh ; andin the North, *fat 85 a monldi-warp,” & an old and

common saying. Itis not only a great eater, but also a great drinker; and,
although it is not more than five inches long, will not hesitate to attack either
a monse, a bird, a lizard, or a frog. It will even prey upon its own species, when
hard driven, as has been clearly proved, by placing two in a box, withont &
sufficiency of food. We consider that the experiments which were made by the
celebrated naturalist, Le Court, have sufficiently proved that the mole is not
blind, although there is an imperfection in the development of the visual organ.
The mole generally produces four or five young at a time, and cven as many as
seven have been found in one nest.

The cartion-crows, which begin to build at the close of this month, vary
greatly in their habits from the social-building and gregarious rooks; the former
are regular pirates, ever keeping a sharp look-out from the mast-heads of the tall
tree-tops, and ready with their great black wings to hoist all sail in a moment,
and to give chase to whatever they see passing ; for, to use a homely and expres-
sive phrase, there seems nothing either * too hot or too heavy for them.” Let
gither a hawk or araven attempt to board them, and they will fight to the death;
and so high were their pugnuacions qualities estimated, when the cruel practice of
cock-fighting was in vogue, that trees were often climbed, and the eggs of the
carrion-crow taken away, and those of some hen which had been brought up in
company with the most celebrated game-cock in the neighbourhood, were left in
the nest to be hatched, under the belief that the young cocks thus produced
possessed more courage, and proved the best fighters, The earrion-crow, unlike
the rook, is a very gross feeder, and will prey upon any offal or decayed animal
matter it may chance to slight upon. The wood-pigeon is an early builder, and
its slight, open, slovenly nest, is often found with the two white eggs shining
through the ill-covered bottom, long before Spring has thrown over the naked
branches its garment of green.

The starling is another of our early builders, and the following anecdote related
by the Rev. Mr. Sladen, in the “ Zoologist,” is & strong proof of the reasoun, or
instinet, which this bird possesses : —He states that one built under the eaves of
a roof in the basin of a drain pipe, and that the young, in their gagerness to
obtain food, fell out of the nest. One was killed ; the remaining two he picked
up, and placed in a basket covered with netting, which he hung up, near to the
nest. The next morning one of these disappeared—the lust one he earefnlly
watched, and saw the old bird approach it with food in its bill; but, instead of
feeding the little prisoner, she tempted it, by hunger, the sight of the food, and
its attempts to reach her,—to struggle, and foree its way through the netting,
when it fell to the ground nnhurt, She then enticed it into a corner of the shrub-
bery, tothe very spot where she had also concealed the other young one, which
had before been missed.

There is something very pleasing in looking upen the earliest flowers of Spring,
in the snowdrop, the crocns, the first primrose, and the violet, that scem to stand
upon the edge of Winter, coming, as it were, with timid and fearful looks, like
“unbidden guests,” who, instead of receiving a warm welcome, dread being
driven over the threshold again by Winter ; who sometimes claims to rule as
host, although he hath already, in promise, given up possession to the sweeter-
tempered Spring.  The early flowers of Spring also bring with them sweet and
sorrowful recollections; they are fraught with the memories of childhood and
youth; they bring promise of brighter days, and we know that for a thousand
years they have stood dreaming by the old waysides of England as they do now,
for on them Time leaves not his grey foot-mark. The daisy that peeps forth at
the end of February is the same, to look upon, as that which Chancer worshipped,
when, nearly five hundred years ago, he went forth, and knelt lowly by its side,
to do * observance to the Spring.”

Beneath the green mounds which bury the remains of many a grey old abbey,
and once-stately castle, the innoeent daisy still whitely waves. Time, which has,
ages ago, hurled down the holy shrine and the strong battlement, has no power
over the humble flower that yet blows above the ruined barbican and fallen
keep. Though he hath levelled many a proud city to the earth, and dng the
graves of many a stately temple, yet Spring has again visited the spots he left de-
solate, and thrown over them a beanty he is not permitted to destroy.

Tima came again, and g0 did Spring;

Tho #p ¢ ones more with flowers was strown ;
Nor could he sce a ruined thing,

S0 tall and thick the buds had blown.
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Daffedils that coma befora the swallow dares, and {ako
Tho winds of March with beauty ; violots, dim,
Dut sweeter than the lids of Juno's oyes I

Or Cytheren’s breath?
MaARcH is the first month that treads vpon the flowery border] of Spring ; itfis

the beginning of that sunny season which again brings Thack the birds to onr green
old English woods, and calis forth the sweet buds from their hiding-places in way-
side banks ‘and unpland leas, hedge-girded lanes and broad sweeps of meadow
land ; where the lambs are already trampling upon the daisies, while high above
the lark * at Heaven's gate sings.” What a burst of music will there, ere long,
be in the groves and copses! What a variety of * silver-throated singers” are
already on their way to join the great Spring-band, whose melody will awaken
the echoes of our flower-haunted woods! For now we may exelaim with Solo-
mon, “The Winter is past—the rain is over and gone—the flowers appear on the
sgrth : the time of the singing of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is
Lieard in ;n:r;nud."h

How cheering to hear nsighbour grest neighbour, oyer the little rden-fence,
a8 they exclaim, “ Oh! what a lovely Spring-day this is1” To wgrk forth and
hear the gentle murmur of the bee, and to see it settling among the few early
flowers which have already opened ! ‘To notice the green leaves growing longer
nd broader every day! and, while the village clock s chiming six, to sea the
red round sun rising up above the green-shouldercd hill! The very streams
.eem as if they had broken forth into song, and were in haste to tell every flower
that is asleep upon their banks, it is time to awaken—that birds are buliding in
the bushes they have hurried past—and the small fry chasing each other around

the smooth pebbles they have murmured over.

|

RCIE,

EBHARSPER L o

The dry winds of March come strong and thirsty, and drink up the dregs which
Winter has left in the cup. But for the brisk breezes which accompany this
month, many of the seeds and roots that have remained in the earth would de-
cay and rot; and the buds, if not hardened by the nipping blast, would blow
before they liad retained a firm and deep hold upon the stem. If the weather is
mild, the elder, in favourable situations, will by the end of the month be covered
with leaves, and wear quite s green and summer-like livery; and under the
shaded hedge-row the golden celandine will be found in flower, beside that modest
nnn, the pale-faced primrose, the smell of which is so faint, though sweet, that it
is, perhaps, the most delicate fragrance of all the flowers. Under their canopy of
broad rounded leaves the violets are also discovered, betraying themselves by
their own pleasant smell, which every vagrant breeze seems to delight in exposing
_as if the wind had but little more fo do than blow aside the old withered leaves,
and carry away the healthy perfume. Althongh these flowers generally blow not
until April, yet they may often be found at the closa of a mild March month. The
anemone, too, that bows its beautiful silver-grey Bell to every breeze, and the leal
of which is of the most exquisite form, now carpets the woodland ; and no further
off from  London than the wood above Dulwich, it may bo found in countless
thonsands. Equally near to the great Metropolls of England, the wild bine-bell
witves and grows ; and children may be seen, about tha lanes near Camberwell,
returning with handfuls of these early flowers, which they have travelled no far-
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ther than the end of Lordship-lane to gather—but little more than an hour's
journey, for a good walker, from the busy stir of Cheapside.

Mow the forests ring with the heavy Llows of the woodcntter’s axe, and the
bark-peelers are busy at work ; and from the chips, the bark, the saw-dust, and
the rising sap, there comes streaming upon the air the most healthy and eheering
aroma that floats over the earth. It neither resembles a bed of flowers nor a hay-
field, nor can it ever be inhaled anywhere but in the woods where such health
1abour is carried on. There is something very primitive and picturesque in tltii
forest labonr—we can imagine no employment more {ncient—from the time
when the first early settlers, the old Cymry of Britain, lunded npon our island,
and called it * The Country of the Sea Cliffs,” bewed down the trees, and bullt
themselves rude hnts in the gloomy old woods, which the wolf, the wild boar, the
maned bison, and the antlered stag, had hitherto inhabited ;—even from that re-
mote period may the oceupation of the woodman be dated. We watch him at his
work, and see the giant oak, that will ere long bear the thunder of the British
cannon to some foreign shore, fall prostrate with an awful crash—loud enough to
startle every Dryad, that

Haunted spring and vale, edg'd with poplar pale,

With flower inwoven, tresses torn,

In twilight shades of tangled thickets mourn.
Nor is it possible for a healthy man to inhale this delightful aroma, or watch
these hardy foresters at their work, withont feeling almost as strong a tempta-
tion as they do, to taste the contents of their baskets, and drink from the huge
stone bottles which they are ever lifting up, with bare, brawny arms, to their
lips ; for in such scenes as these, wholesome and homely hunger is to be found.

While rambling through the woods in a fine sunny day, at this season of the
year, the snake may often be seen, basking on some dry warm bank, having
quitted its Winter quarters, and come out from among the dead leaves, or the
roots of the tree under which it had so long slept. It will, however, generally be
found In the neighbourhood of a water-conrse ; and woe be to the mice, birds, or
lizards that first fall in its way, after so long a fast! The snake is an expert
swimmer, carrying its head beautifully erect, as it glides rapidly through the
water, easy as an eel, The skin which it casts off may sometimes be found
turned inside ont, among the thorns of a farze-bush, or in the entangling bram-
bles of the underwood. The viper, which is the only yvenomous reptile that is
found in our English forests, is not so common as the snake; and, when met
with, is always in a hurry to escape. it is a question open to much doabt, whe-
ther any one ever yet died through the bite of a viper :—if a small portion of am-
monia is swallowed, and the wound 1ubbed over with oil, there is but little to be
dreadad from the fangs of this reptile.

Amid all the pleasant ont-of-door pictares which the hand of Spring produces,
not one excels that of a daisied field, in which is seen the ‘snow-white lambs at
play. There is such a Spring-sound about their bleating!—it is much more
plaintive zod innocent than the deep bas they give utterance to in the height of
Summer. How amusing to wateh some little long-legged woolly fellow, that
has lost his dam! How like a child he acts, that has missed its mother, running
liere and there, with & low plaintive cry, and not even hearing, for the noise he
himself inakes, the distant answer of the old sheep, who is ealling to Iiim in the
best way she can to como to her! The instinet, or reason of these “silly sheep,”
a5 we are too apt to call them, is wonderful; and I cannot resist quoting an in-
stance in proof of it, as it comes from such high anthority as the ** Magazine of
Natural History :"—"I observed a young lamb,” says the writer, * entangled
among briers. 1t had, seemingly, struggled for liberty until it was quite cx-
hansted, Its mother was present, endeavouring with her head and feet to dis-
entangle it. After having attempted in vain, for a long time, to effect this pur-
pose, she left it, and ran away baaing with all her right.  We funcied there was
something peculiarly doleful in her voice. Thus she proceaded across three large
fislds, and through four strong hedges, until she came to a flock of sheep  From
not having been able to follow her, I eould not wateh her motions when with
them, However, she left them in about five minutes, accompanied by a large
ram that had two powerful horns. They returned speedily to the poor lamb, and
a5 soon as they reached it, the ram immediately set about liberating it, which he
did in a few minutes, by dragging away the briers with his horns.” A stronger
proof of sheep possessing reason wius never addnced than this : it must have been
something more than mere instinet that urged the poor dam to foree her way
through four strong hedges. But the most wonderful of all consists in commu-
nicating her distress to the ram, and bringing him back with her. What humun
mother could haye done more, after having endeayoured, hut in vain, by her own
exertions, to rescus her child from danger ?

Eloomfield, after giving a beautiful pieture of young lambs trying their speed
with each other, down the slope and up the hillock, deseribes them as stopping
to gather breath for a fow moments, yet so eager to pursue their play, that—

A bird, a leaf, will sot them off again §
Orifa gale with strength unusual blow,
Foattering the wild-brier roses into snow,
Their little limbs incronsing efforts try.”

There are few places in England that wear a mora delightful appearande than
the meadows near Nottingham at this season of the year, many acres of which
are covered with the lilac crocus ; and there are, 1 believe, but few spots in onr
island, where this early spring flower is found wild in such profusion. And it is
a pleasant sight to see the little children * todlin " from the meadows, with their
wicker baskets filled with crocuses and daisies, or to watch their actions while
gathering them—how one will throw itself tull-length among the flowers, and
stretehing out its Jittle hands, attempt at once to grasp all that are within its reach;
while another, equally happy, with its long hair blown back, sits apart, singing
to itself, and strewing the lilac petals about its feet In very wantonness. Ina
wood, near this neighbourhood, primroses wera found in flower on New Year's
Day, by one of those humble poets, who goos “crooning to himsel" by rorval
hedgerows and greenwood sides ; and the beautiful thought awakened by the dis-
covery of these early danghters of Spring, huddled together in the lap of Winter,
must be our apology for introducing the following eight lines, written on the oc-
casion by Samuel Plnmb, of Carlton: —

01d Winter eame with fierea destruetiva sweep,

And shook the woods, and torned the green leaves sore,
When, as if wearied in his wild career,

He paused awhilo, and corchant seamed to sleep :

T arth from a southern covert, waim and deep,

Came Spring, and locked upon his front austere,

And lightly atapt about like ong in fear ;

And whero she trod, the flowers began 1o peejp.

The poet concludes his beautifnl sonnet, by stating that he toolk up the' flowers
and gave them to a fond and sorrowful mother, who planted them over the grave
of a beloved child.

What & different appegrance the lanes and highways now present to that which
we pietured in January. You see the ploughboy seated sideways on the well-fed

orse, the harness jingling at every step, as with the whip drooping idly over his
shoulder, and his napless hat placed jauntily aside, he whistles and sings,
alternately, some rustic lay, about the ‘Jolly Plonghboy, who wouldn't be a

Kivg.” You see the little butcher-boy in his blue frock, followed by his dog, a
villianons-looking mongrel ; now urging on the thres or four lambs he has driven
fromn the white farm house in the valley; now pausing to peep into the hedge to
see if lie can discover the nest of a hedge-sparrow ; anon, giving a whoop and a
hallo, which is often accompanied by a heavy stone, hurled with all his might, at
the flock of rooks who are busy breakfasting in the ploughed field. The carrier’s
grey tilted cart comes rocking slowly along between the budding hedge rows, and
you see the village dame seated in front, carrying to the next town her little pro-
nea of new-1aid eges and home-made butter, and calenlating to herself, how long
it will be before she travels on the same road with her baskets heavily laden with
the first fruits of her earefully tended garden.

The wryneck, a beautifully marked bird, may frequently be seen at the end of
this month busily foraging for food, amongst the ant-hills, but starting off,
the moment it percelves any one approaching, and concealing itself in the
bottom of the nearest hedge or diteh until they have passed. It procures
its food by thrusting its long glutinous tongue into the ant-hill, and to this the in-
sects instantly adhere and are easily and greedily swallowed. Thelittle willow-wren,
hay-bird, or ground-wren, as it is called in different parts of England, also makes
its appearance about this period, It bnilds a domed nest, leaving a small open-
ing mear the top by which to enter. Tt lays from six to seven small white eggs
spotted with dusky pink at the larger end. This beantiful nest is composed of
moss and dried grass, wearing outwardly a neat oval shape, while the inside is
carefully lined with the softest feathers. It generally builds in the hole of a bank
or at the foot of a tree or bush, often under the hollow roots, and sometimes,
though we believe very rarely, its nest is found in a low bush. Chaffinches,
which remain with us all the year, may now be sgen in the fields where the
sower has cast his seed, In sheep-walks and dry ulplunds the stone-curlew is
busily engaged looking for insects and worms ; this bird builds no nest, but
lays its two light-brown coloured and blotehy eggs upon the bare ground, gene-
rilly in flelds that abound with stones, or grey mossy fints, which, bearing a
close resemblance in colour to its young ones, are of great use in protecting them
from danger.

To a lover of nature it is an agreeable study to wateh the habits of birds, to
note down, like Gilbert White, of Selborne, their incomings and outgoings, be-
ginming with the date of when they fivst appear in Spring, and are last seen be-
fore their departure in Antumn, From the earliest ages have the migration of
birds attracted the attention of man. We find the turtle, the swallow, the crane,
and the stork mentioned in the Holy Bible, in the book of Jeremiah, as “ ob-
serving the time of their coming,” and Solomon marks the seasons by the return
of the singing of birds. Some come to build and bring forth their yonng—they
then depart until the following Spring—others visit ns in the Winter, and as the
fing weziher approaches disappear, *‘each knowing their appointed time.” The
swift seldom stays with us Jonger than while its yonng ones are enabled to fly
well—the swallyw has been known to leave a late brood to perish in the nest
when they have not been veady for migration, o strong has been the impulse in
the parent-bird to depart. Without being beholden to man for either food
or home, without any preparation, saving the momentary act of spreading ont
their wings, they set ont, and return from their long journeys—pass over monn-
taing and seas, cheer ns by thelr songs and delight nus by their beauty, yet ask
for nio return from onr hands. They are at once the inliabitants of the earth, the
nir, and the water, having all the el ts at their nd, without the in-
enmbranes of that heavy machinery which man is compelled to have reconrse to.
Tn thefr songs we discover the sounds which dndicate sorrow and delight, love
and melancholy, the low sad wailing of grief, and that happy gladness of the
heart which seems ready to burst for very joyomsness—for such tones can the
fanciful mind gather from their varied Jays—such emotions do these *little
angels of the lrees” awaken in snsceptible hearts. For our part, we should al-
most a5 seon think of shooting at a littls child as it sat singing to itself, and play-
ing with thie lapfnl of flowers it had gathered, as we should at a sweet song: bird
perched upon a spray, and filling the wide green vallies with its silver music.
Listen fo what an old pect, who was contemporary with rare Ben Jonson, has
suid of the delight he felt in listening fo the lays of these little choristers. He
wag wandering Leside a river, and fancied that the first bird he heard was chiding |
the ripples for the murmuring sound they made, which seemed to drown the echio
of his own sweet song, when

o numberless the songsiers are that siny
Tn the gweet groves of the too careless spring,
That 1 nn seoner eonld the herrlng loso 1
OFf ona of them, but straight another rose,
And perching deftly on o quaking spray
Nigh tired herself, to muke her hearer stay.
— Browne's Britunnin’'s Pastorals.

There seamad anotlier In lils song to tell,
That what the fair stresmm said bo liked well;
And going further haard another too

ill isx what the othera dag
fourth, with listle pain
1 lessons, aivl then sung ngafn;

Conned all t
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| to welcome her with its song.

COUNTIRY

Cuckoo—euckoo—ah, well T know (hy noto,?

That far=off eound tho

backward yeurs doth bring

Likoe Memory's lock'd-up bark, ones maro alioat,

It carries me awa

1o life's glad spring—

‘To home yrith all its green boughs rustlving.—Suimmncs Moriag o

Urox the daisled green of April Spring hath at lost planted her sunny eet, and
many a sweet flower has stepped forth to form a couch for her fair form {0 re-
cline upon. The leaves have grown longer to shelter her from the silver-footed
showers, and many a bird that had made its home in o foreign land, has returned
Her eyes are blue as lier own April skies; her
cheeks dyed with the delicate erimson of apple-blossoms ; her white and blue-
veined neck, beauntiful asa bed of lilies-of-the-valley, intersected with blowing
violets, while her silken hair streams out like her own acacias, that throw their
gold and green upon the breeze. Around her brow is twined a wreath of May-
blossoms—pearly buds, but yet unblown. High above her head the sky-lark
soars ; in the lowly brake the linnet warbles ; from the tall tree tops a hundred
birds are singing ; and she comes with music above, below, and around her. The
gll-imrosc-colunred sky, the insects that hum and wanton in the air, the flowers

at rise above the bladed grass, the bursting buds that are daily peeping out
among the trees, all proclaim that Spring is come again.

Eut high above all, is heard one voice, that which the little child with its hand
over its innocent forehead, to shade off the sunshine, endeavours to mock ; and
every hill, and wood, and vale, and river, rings out, lond and clear,

like the tone | the bending embankments,

0. a silver bell, the piercing note o. the Cuckoo. The school-boy loiters on his
way, and rcrgeia llisphard t%lsk, while he tries to imitate her voice ; and grey-
headed old men, bow-bent with age, uplift their wrinkled hands to their dull ears
and listen to her song. Even the superstitious old grandam thrusts her hand
into her huge, patched pocket, when first she hears that sound, and presses the
silver coin between her fingers that she may have good luck all the rest of the
year. Let us not seek to stir a leaf in that dim grove, which is hung with these
old twilight superstitions. X

Now i§ the t!fnec for the angler to be np and out by the breezy river-sides, where
the tall green willows are ever swaying to and fro, and the shadows of the trees
quiver and twinkle in the water, while the sunshine streams down through the
network of half-expanded leaves, and chequers the ripples below, with ever-
moving shadows of dusky purple and molten gold. Far out, beyond the rapid
eddies, may ever be heard the fish rising and falling with a solemn plunge, and
forming circles upon the water that Jengthen and broaden, until the remote ripples
of the expanded ring lnieak upon tli;:;.3 n;i‘d}' jhm. \:’lmt R‘ﬁﬂf’fﬁ r(;]f ucuag‘rl?e :‘v:r’gek;
that lig Jike sleeping mirrors, ma, ound on a clear e
it at thcycornern of jetties, on the little table-land with
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its solitary tree, which, but for iis narrow neck, fieldward, would be an island,
and by the deep, precipitious sides of which, the largest of the finny tribe love
to shelter. Dark, cloudy pools, which the perch, the carp, and the roach fre-
quent ; haunts of the chub and barbel, and broadsided bream, whose very names
call up pictures of bridges, and mill-pools, and sluices, and grey old flood-gates,
opening under gloomy arches, where the long-jawed and strong-bodied pike loves
to lie in wait for its prey. Of all out-of-door sports, angling is the pleasantest ; if
weary, there is the pleasant bank to sit down upon ; the clear river to look over;
the fresh breeze ever blowing about one’s face ; the arrowy flight of the water-
loving swallow to wateh ; in short, all the lazy luxuries to be found together
that throw such a charm around open-air amusements. Fly-fishing, it is true,
leaves the angler but little time to dream ; but where the old-fashioned, well-

it to fall. 'To prevent this, the swallow never builds np more than a layer or
two at a time, and, when this is thoroughly hardened, works again upon it on
fhe morrow. It is a pleasing sight to watch a swallow at work ; to see it plas-
tering away with its little chin, moving its head rapidly while it labours, and
clinging firmly to the wall, as it works with its feet, and the pressure of its tail.
Excepting when feeding its young, it labonrs but for three or four hours a days;
the Test of its time is spent in playing with its companions, and seeking for food,
which appears to form part of its amusement. These birds have often been ob-
served in a dry season to wet their pl and shake ti 1ves over the dust,
which was not moist enough for the purposes of building, until they have got it
into such a plastie state that it will readily adhere—such an action surely evinces

weighted float stood perpendicular, for nearly the whole hour together—whereno
bite came to drag it down, nor any eurrent to carry it away, but still, calm, and
motionless it stood, excepting when the breeze just stirred the slender line—there
was nothing left but to gaze upon the sunny sky, the calm water, and the out-
stretehed landscape : to think of Izaak Walton, the milkmaid, the draught of red
cow’s milk, his shelter under the honeysuckle hedge while it rained, his break-
fast of powdered beef and radish, the fish he ate that was fried in cowslips, the
room he slept in, that smelt so sweetly of lavender, and the flowers, which he said
were too pleasant to look upon, excepting on holidays. No other amusement
left while fishing in such a spot, but to call before the eye the image of that
happy-hearted old angler, or to hum a verse of that joyous old song which he
composed, entitled * The Angler’s Wish,” beginning with—

T in those flowery meads would be,
These erystal strenms should solace ma;
"Fo whose harmonious bubbliog noiss,

1 with my angle would rejoice.

By the end of this month, many of the trees will be in leaf; the elm will have
put on its green and graceful garment, and the oak be covered with its new foli-
age, whose bright red hue looks not unlike the decaying tints of Antumn, The
beech, which has been called the loveliest of all forest-trees, begins to show its
sprays tinged with brownish purple, and the chestnut to open its fan-like sheath;
while in almost every garden the dim green leaves of the lilug are ontspread,
and on the ends of the boughs we can see the forms of the np-coned flowers ;
while over all, the emerald softness of the lime throws its shadow of tenderest

reen. But of all my forest favourites, for grace and beauty, furcmost stands the
ady-like birch ; although it possesses not the massy grandzor of the oak, nor
the tall stately majesty of the elm, there is something so delicate In its slender
sprays, in the brown and silver of its stem, and, above all, in the neatness of its
foliage, that I marvel our artists do not place it oftener in their quiet pastoral
landscapes. Now, the hedges are covered by the milk-white blossoms of the
blackthorn, and the fruit trees in orchards and gardens are laden with loads of
beautiful blossoms—the apple trees looking as if Herriek’s Parliament of Roses and
Lilies had assembled upon the bonghs. Over the cotlage porches we alsp see the
dark leaves of the honeysuckle trailing. Whichever way we turn the eye, we
behold the Earth attiring herself in beanty, and from head to foot robing herieli
with leaves and flowers. 'Tis as if Nature called upon man to quit his walled
cities and visit her seqnestered haunts —to come where the buds blow and the
bees murmur, and the birds are never weary of pouring forth their music; to
where Imagination listens—

Attentive, in his airy mood,

To avery murmur of tho woods

The bee in yonder flowery nook,
The ehidings of the beadlong brook,

The groen leal shivering in the gale,

The warbling hills, the lowing vale,

The distant woodman's ceholng stroke,
Tha thunder ¢f the falling oak,—MILTON,

Delightiul is it now to wander forth, like Solomon of old, “into the fields, or to
1odge in the villages, to see the fruits of the valley, and togo forth into the gardens
to gather lilies;” and, like the wise King of Israel, whose words we have here
quoted, to make ourselves acquainted with all the green and living wonders of
Spring. What a bleating is there now amengst the sheep along the nplands !
What & delicious aroma do we inhale during a woodland walk, where the crisped
leaves of the hazel overhang the pathway, and the banks, “ painted with de-
light,” are gaudy with the pale gold of the primrose and the deep-dyed azure of
the blue-bell ! Pleasant is it to wander amid lanes {hat lead nowhere, except
into fields, or to the entrance of some dreamy old wood, beyond which green hills
arise, whose bouudary seems the sky. Past little sheets of water, which seem
only made for the yellow flags and bulrnshes to grow in, and which Nature with
her own hand has dug there, for the birds that inhabit the woods to drink of, when
they are athirst; and in these sequestered haunts you sometimes startle the
black water-en ; or, if it be later in the season, you see her floating ahout at the
head of her dusky and downy young ones, or you hear the deep plash of the
water-rat, whieh yon have frightened from his banquet, as he was swimming round
and round the broken branch that dips into the pool, and nibbling a leaf here and
there, just at it pleased his dainty fancy.

Now white and copper butterflies make their appearance; the emperor moth
may also be seen, and the dull, lov, jarring note of the mole cricket heard. The
saw fly, the dread and terror of all goosebelry growers, awalkens from its Winter
sleep, and commences its work of destruction, Many are the beautifol names
given to the butterflies and moths in the Midland Counties; snch as the tortoise-
shell, the primrose-coloured, the n-veined ; and, amongst moths, the winter-
beauty, the cross-wing, the oak-beauty, orange under-wing, garden-carpet,
brindled-beanty, red-chestnut, angle-shaded, the triple-spot, the fox-moth, and
numberless others, whose very names suggest pleasant thonghts, now begin to
fintter abont in the sunny days and warm evenings that come in with the close
of April. The wood-ant makes its appearance this month: it is the largest of
our British ants, and is readily distinguished from the others by the rich brown
with which it is marked in the middle. Their nests are frequently found in the
woods around London ; and, thongh at first you would faucy the rounded nest
was only a heap of loose litter, yet, on a closer examination, yon will see itis
regularly formed, and admirably adapted for earrying off the rain, and on a five
day the roof will be found all alive with busy workers. Every avenue which
leads to the mest is securely closed at night, and opened again on the following
morning, excepting on rainy days, when they remain within their covered habi-
tations, and never stir abroad. If the avenues are only partially opened in the
morning, it is asure sign that there will be rain in the course of the day, for there
is scarcely a more unerring indicator of the weather than may be found in
watching the motions of the wood-ant.

The * household-loving swallow ** has again returned, and, with the first dawn
of day, we hear its cheerful twitter upon the eaves; and, however early we may
set ont to angle, there it is, darting throngh the avches of the bridge, and skim-
ming over the water, as if its whole life was one continued holiday. Still, it is
one of the most industrious of birds. By daylight it begins to build its nest, and
often before theindolentslng-a-bed hasarisen, it has done its day’s work, for ifrarely
erects morethan halfan inch of its nest at a time ; then lgavesitall day, to harden
and set, before commencing again on the following morning, for, if too much of the
work was cxecnted at once, the very weight of the material it nses would cause

a power. “One swallow does not make a Summer"” is an old adage,
and to see two or three skimming about, is no proof of the general arrival,
and frequently a week or more will elapse, and it will be drawing towards the
cloge of April before they are seen in large numbers. 1t i5 the opinion of most
naturalists, that the old swallows pair before they arrive in this country, and that
sich are the carliest builders—the young and inexperienced, who commence
housekeeping for the first time, are often the latest in reaving their broods.
There are some people who do all they can to prevent swallows from building.
1 number none stch amongst those whom I am proud to call my friends.

To one who, like myself, has for years found pleasure in studying the works of
Nature, it affords great delight to witness the number of excellent works which
are every year increasing on this inexhanstible subject, no department of which
seems to arrest more attention than the habits of Birds. They are indeed the
aneient builders, and in their plans may be traced the grand outline of many an
art, which man has only improved and enlarged upon. They are the original
imasons and miners, who hew their way into rocks, and make their homes in
eavorns, burrow in embankments, and in- every way seem equal to all we know
of tha habits of the early inhabitants of the earth. Tn them we find the early
carpenters, who saw, and measure, and fit, make joints, rear up rafters and
beams, and throw over all a vanlted roof. They are the primitive plasterers, who
mix up cement, and spread it out smoothly over the rough work they have
prepared to receive it, giving to the whole a level, hard, and even surface, which
the builder of a palace can searcely excel. The hatter and the clothier but felts
and weaves after their example. The basket-maker only twines into new forms
the smoother and longer osiers which he avails himself of 5 for the brittle mate-
rials whicl they cross and intertwine topether, would become a sightless and
useless mass in his hands,  Hurdis, a country parsom, who lived at Bishopstone,
in Sunssex, about half a century ago, where he hnd his own press, and wrote and
printed most of his truly beautiful poemns, has, in his * Village Curate,” left us
the following exquisite passage on the building of birds:—

Mark it well, within, without §

o tool had he that wrought; no kiife fo cut,
Mo nail to fix, no bodkin to insert ;

Wo glue to join: his little bonk was all,

And yot how neatly finished!  What nice Thand,
With every implernent and means of art,

And twenty vears’ apprentieeship to boot,

Could make o such another ?

To wateh the habits of these “little nuns,” that haunt our old cathedral-like-
foreste, is one among the many delights which come with the return of Spring—
the season which of all others seems to bring with it the greatest pleasure. From
the desolate and barren bonndary-line of Winter, Spring advances, starting up
from o bed of snow, and cold, and darkness.  Snmmer has but to awaken, and
she finds herself in a land already covered with flowers, and overhung with green
leaves, Her coming startles us nob; she seems to approach almost noiselessly.
Nor is the rustling Autumn makes among the leaves more andible. It is Spring
that, from the eold grey granite of a primeval looking world, starts up, and be-
gins to elothe the naked waste with verdure ; that arrests both eye and ear ; and
someliow we seem to love her better than any of ilie other Seasons, for we know
through what a dreary and perilous waste she hath travelled; that night and
day she was journeying on alone, when the snow was beating in her fair face,
and the cold winds blowing upon the pale snowdrops wlhich she held in her hand
as she came along :

Tiefore the red-enck erowed from the farm npon the hill,
When wo wore warin asleap, aod ll the world was still.
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| There's not a badding boy or girl this duay,

ot i got up and gone to briog in My,

- Beavriron as May will ever be, it was & much merrier month in the olden time
kthan it Is now, Our forefathers, {hough brave as lions, were still children at
: they loved all ancient enstoms that contributed to happiness, and consi-
dered that time well spent, which drew them closer and endeared them more to
each other: they had their mustering grounds, where Wealth and Poverty often
cimgregated on the same equal footing, May was one of the chicf months in
which this lappy assemblage took place. The Lord of the Soil gave the tallest
tree upon his estale for the May-pole ; and the lowliest labourer that lived under
him was for one day in the year happy, and danced around it, and Joved all the
more the kind master, who had gladly granted him his May-day holiday, and
who, with his fair wife and lovely daughter, came down from the old ivy- covered |
hall to look at the rustic sport. It was a holy and kindly feeling that first es-
tablished his reverence to Nature, this worship to the soverelgn Month of
Flowers. If, as is said, it first originated amongst the Pagans, it, nevertheless,
revealed glimpses of the Great Divinity, then but dimnly seen; for, distant as the
approach may be, those who feel a love for the things created, will at last carTy
their adoration to the Creator.
Our ancestors rose with the first dawning of day, to feteh home boughs from
| the woods, with which they decorated the fronts of their henses, formed into
| green arbours, and twined into their May-day garlands. Both Spenser and |

| A deal of youth ero this lins come
Back, and with whitethorn's laden home,

HERRICK.

Herrick, two of our old poets, have left us deseriptions of this ancient ecustom, |

which Is mentioned by older writers who lived long before their names were
kuown ; and we conld quote pages of beautiful passages from many ancient works,
illnstrative of old May-day customs— -

But they are dead and gone, lady,
They are dead and gone;

And at their head a grass-green turf
And at their feet a stone.—

we have but glanced at them as belonging fo the things that have passed
away.

If May bron:hit not another blossom excepting those which she hangs out upon
our thonsands of miles of hawthorn hedges, we shonld still hail her as Queen of
the Year. Oh! is it not a pleasant thought to know that even *looped and win-
dowed raggedness,” the poorest beggar that ever wandered in want by the way-
side, now inhales a fragrance worthy of the gardens of Heaven—that aronnd the
homeli ttage, whoso thatched roof covers contented Poverty, there now spreads
An aroma such as never floated info the marble halls of city palaces, such as the
roses of Summer never shed. 1 have before, while given the reinto my fancy,
deseribed how thess baan:
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guage of Flowets,” from which I again copy the following lines, showing—
HOW MAY WAS FIRST MADE.

As Spring upon a'silver cloud,

Lay looking on the world below,
Whatching the breezes as they bawaed

The buds and blossoms to and fro,
Bhe saw the flelds with hawthorns walled ;

Baid Spring, * New buds I will create,”
She to a Flower-spirit called,

Who on the month of May did wait,
And bade her fetch a hawthorn spray,
‘That she might make the buds of May.

Liks pearly dewe-drops, white and round,
The shut-up buds ghall first appeir,
Aund in thom be such fragranes found
As breeze boefore did never bear;
Such as in Eden only dwelt,
When angels hovered round its bowers,
And Tong-hnired Eve at morning knglt
In innoconce, amid ths flowers;
While the whole air was every way
Filled with a perfume sweet as May.

Baid Shp}i-h]:g‘ “The grass looks green and
right;

The I:a&t]mm hedges, too, are green;

T'1l aprinkle them with flowers of light,

Such stars as Earth hath never scen;
And all throogh England's givded vales,

Her steep hill-sides, and b il
Whera woodlands dip into the dales,

Where'er the hawthorn stands and dreams ;
Where thick-leaved trees make dark the day; | With amiling faces, they shall say,

Tl light each nook with flowers of May. “TThare's nothing half 80 sweet as May."”
Bpring shook the cloud on which she lay
And silvered o'or the hawthorn-spray,
Then showered down the bods of May.

Now the woods ring again with the loud chattering of the jay, and the merry
shout of the woodpecker; and the golden furze-bushes are all alive with flocks of
busy linnets. The golden-banded bees are out upon the broom-covered heath,
and, where the clover-fields are in flower, they keep up a continuous murmuring,
like ariver that ever rolls singing to itself beneath its flowery banks.

“ Tirra-lirra, tirra-lirra, jug, jug, jug ! List! that is the song of the nightin-
gale. How delightful to wander forth on a sweet May evening, and listen to that
enchanting lay, while the star of eve is planted like a gem upon the forehead of
the sky. Although we can scarcely see what flowers are at our feet, or distin-
guish the May-buds, from which such a rich aroma arises, from the leaves, we
know that the tawny-brown head of the little chorister is somewhere at hand,
“in ghadiest covert hid,” and will never wander far from the spot, unless cap-
tured, nntil the Summer flowers begin to fade. It is believed that the nightin-
gale sings sweetest in the neighbourhood where the spotted cowslips grow ;
and that never, until the time of his departare arrives, can he be allured from so
sweet a spob.  What rapid notes ; how his musie gushes forth, like a stream that
is eager to empty itself; he sings as if Summer were far too short for him to
reach the end of his song ; as if, even with all his hurry, he should not have half
time enough to say all that he intended, althongh he came before the pearl-
flushed blossoms of the hawthorn had opened. See where the bright round moon
lieaves up above the distant hill!  Oh, who wonld not leave the glitter and glare
of the erowded city for snch a seene as this?  Saving for the song of the night-
ingale, how still the whole landscape seems ; between the pauses that he makes
to regain his breath, we can hear the lapping and rippling of the river; not a
branch waves without the rustling sound becoming audible ; and far off we cateh
the melancholy booming of the bittern—that strange, sad, and solitary sonnd,
which, when heard at midnight, in the midst of lonely and desolate marshes,
causes the stoutest heart for a moment to quall.

“Top-whoo, too-whoo!™ Ancient haunter of rnins, lover of darkness, 1 know
| thy voiee. Fitting abode for the owl is yonder * ivy-mantled tower,” on which
| the moon-light is now falling; for the bower which beauty once adorned is now
desolate ; the floor of the bangueting-hall is now haunted by the toad, and
among the rank weeds which overgrow the court-yard the red fox oftlimes shel-
ters. : From those ernnbling battlements the call of the warden will never more
sound.

Next to the study of birds, the habits of bees ought to rank chief amongst that
| of insects; those ** singing masons " that build “ roofs of gold,” who go ont with

“merry March,” to rob the velvet buds. How naturally comes to the mind that
beautiful deseription of Shakspere’s, which everybody must be familiar with
who reads his works. With what state the queen bee sets out, when she quits
her hive ; what pursuivants, heralds, outriders, attendants, who wear belts of
gald, swell her train, and “go sounding " through the * flawery towns” she
passed.  What order rules her household, filled as it is with nurses who feed
the young, and waiters who bring provisions to the bnilders, and busy scouts who
are ever running to and fro, and earrying in food ; kneaders of wax, and skilful
architects, who work with mathematical accuracy, and display the greatest
knowledge both in the saving of material and labour, though their work is com-
pleted in the most perfect manner. Thanks to the naturalists who have made
the habits of these English © humming birds ” their study, we are daily becoming
more familiar with the * government of bees.

Tlowers are now atundant, the trees b more beantiful every day, and all
the singing birds that visit us are now assembled in the flelds and woods, and, as
the old women in the country say, “itis almost a sin to stay in-doors, if we
can get outs” for this is the month which our Saxon ancestors called * Milk
Month;” and, from the very name, we know that beautiful English maidens rose
early in the mornings of May, and went out into the very flelds in which our
country maids still sing, to milk their cows, just as the village girls do in our own
day. An old grey-headed man once told me that he had heard his grandfather
say, the hills which rise above Gai ongh, In Lincolnshire, were in ient
times called the Milk Hills; but they never retained that name after they were
enclosed ; and 1 have often thought that they bore the same name when my na-
tive county formed a part of the Saxon kingdom of Mercia ; for I deeply love

And oft shall groups of children eame,

Threading thoir way throngh shady places,
From many & peaceinl English homae,

The sunshine falling on their faces;
Starting with merry voice the thrush,

As through green lanes they wander sing-

ing,
Ta galller' the sweet hawthorn bush,
Whieh homeward in the evening bringing,

crossed the Trent to attack the Duanes, who ocenpied Nottingham.  May, and
milk-month, and the old green milk-hills, wire always in my mind associated
| with Alfred, and the Danes, and the destruction of Croyland Abbey, and no end of
“old world histeries.” Nor ean England furnish many prettier little pastoral
pictures than a comely village girl milking a beantiful red. and-white cow under &
| shady tree, with a reedy pond at hand, half darkened by shadowy foliage, and, in
| the background,
A green English homo—a Jand of ancient Pogce,”
1t is not all poetry that snch a scenc conjures up. No; there is mingled with it
visions of sweet butter and new cheese; yellow eream, in which a spoon will
almost stand npright ; cheeseculies, curds-and-whey, syllabubs, and endless good
things, which convince a sensible man that Taste is not confined alone to the fine
arts. l'ai_n would T present my readers with Sir Thomas Overbury’s description
of & “ Fairand Happy Milkmaid,” If want of space did not prevent me. As it I,
1 hope they will bearit in mind, and if they have never read it, remember that it
is one of the most beantiful poetical-prose paintings in the English language,
‘Those who have seen my *“ Beauties of the Country ” are already acquainted with
the extract. The following i all T have room for:—She knows a fair look iy

these old associations ; for I knew that Alfred, when young, had marched over |
those very hills, when he joined his brother and the King of Mereia aud they |

bitt & dumb orator to commend virtue, therefore minds it not ; though she is not
arrayed in the spoilsof the sillk-worm, she is decked in innocence—a far better
wenring; she rises with the cock, and at night makes the bell her curfew. Her
breath is her own, which scents all the year long of June, like a new-made hay-
cock, She makes her hand hard with labour, and her heart soft with pity.” So
he runs on, piling one beantiful conceit upon another unto the end of the sketch.

The young eorn has now risen high above the furrows, and looks like slips of
green silk waving in the wind, Wild roses droop their pearl-finshed eups be-
neath the weight of morning dew. Along the wayside hedges, the chesnut be-
gins to show its cones of flowers; while the laburnums stand like foresters, in
their rich liveries of “ green and gold.” The oaks put on their new attive, but
slowly, as if to show that their hardy limbs have less need to don their new
clothing than their more effeminate brothers of the wood, but condescending at
last to act like the rest, if it only be to shelter the birds, and keep the woodbine
and wild flowers that grow around their knotted knees from withering.

What pictures now float before ns—what glimpses of rural objects has that old
knotted osk called up! The hawk which we once saw poised almost motionless
above it—the hare we startled from the fern that grew at its feet—the gipsy
camp, a few yards distant, which we first discovered by the smoke curling above
its foliage—the ringdove we heard cooing, while lying idly in its cool shade—the
brook that seemed to sing for a moment, and then to become silent again, just as |
the wind went and came among the green oak-leaves—surely, man was never in-
tended to spend his days in walled cities, withont beholding the beauty with
which the hand of God has elothed the earth, to instruet and delight him.

Tiven a life of tofl and suffering is sweetened by the remembrance of scenes
like these, for they are pleasures that pass not away, but arve ever stepping un-
aware upon us, throwing sndden bursts of * sunshine upon the shady place,”
and cheering sorrow in its solitude. By my own hearth I can traverse hundreds
of miles of pleasant scenery, can call up an hundred landscapes of forest, hill,
river, valley, and pastoral plain ; of village, and tree, and stile; of winding high-
ways and pleasant field-paths, even to the very flzures that dot the scenery, and
the parting bonghs above my head, that let in little patehes of clear blue sky ; and
during such rambles as these, England has seemed to be my own great frechold.
1f the selfish lord of the soil refused me admittance through his gate, I sought the
neurest eminence that overlooked it, peeped at his deer, and his avenues, his
sheets of water, where the white swans floated, and carried off in my heart
images of pleasure that delighted me for days after, while he moved only before
my * mind's eye,” like the ill-formed scare-crow, that gave * disgust, but hart
not 3 nor did T love Nature less, beeause he was placed there for a time, though
1 sometimes sat down beside his wall, and * taxed Heaven with unkindness ;"
but this feeling soon passed away, my wrath reached not throngh fourteen lines of
& sonmet.

Are onr rulers aware that the miscalled tea-gavdens around this huge Metro-
polis, which contains two millions of human souls, are but little better than out-
of-door gin-shops ?—that every vendor of spirits, who ean command an acre ot
two of land, a tree or two, a few benches, a licence, and a little * harsh-musie,”
can, by law, half-poison, or make drunk, all who choose to call * Waiter,” and
Wave the wherewith to make themselves comfortably drunk ? I belleve not! Yet,
what seenes I have witnessed in my rambles around these suburbs! as I have |
wandered an unknown wayfarer, with my sticlc in my hand, and sat down on the |
nearest beneh, to my glass of ale and crust of bread and cheese; and I have |
sighed to think that, ere long, when the infamous Enclosure Act is in full foree, |
these will be the only places where the future men and women of England can |
resort to.  But then—happy thonght !—our city-strests will be well-drained, and
onr close courts well ventilated; we shall be able to ruralize in cellars without
fearing the fever ; our garrets will be sweeter than gardens ; we shall be delight-
fully situated in the neizhbourhood of Wash-houses and Model Lodging-lionses ; |
and see May with all its lowers—in the flower-pots—exchanging vegetation for
ventilation, the latter an improvement truly. Would it not be wiser to divide it
—to letus have alittle less of the “villanous compound,” and a little more of May
in theconntry ? A knowledge of the beautiful can only be obtained by an ac-
quaintance withnature. We may throw open the doors of our exhibitions, and
hang the walls with pietures, but if we enclose the green, rural, and out-of-door
world, we shnt up the reality, and all the glimpses that can be got of those cool
verdurons old English nooks will be limited to such as can be seen on the canvass.
To alter the language of Cowper, we may then exelaim, “Man made the town,
and the artist the country,” at least so much of it, as, excepting the dusty high-
ways, we shall be allowed to see. Such is the wisdom of our modern Legisiators,
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where the half-piled rick is seen on the opposite bank; and ever from where the
grass still stands uneut, comes the loud crake of the landrail, still heard at the
same dlstance, however near we may draw, for the bird seems to glide as noise-
lessly through the verdure as an eel does along the water.

Sometimes during our rambles beside the river in this pleasant month, we may
catch a glimpse of the otter in pursuit of its prey, now stemming the rapid eurrent,
and breaking the foam-bells amid the eddies, ashe swims to and fro, then darting
down in the direction of the stream with the rapidity of an arrow, or again
disappearing in the twinkling of an eye, and, ere one can number twenty, rising
up at an immense distance from the spot where it went down, and bearing a
large fish in its jaws, as it cleaves its way towards the shore; when beginning at
the head, it quickly eats its way down to the tail of the fish, until the whole is
devoured. The attitude of the otter in water is really beautiful ; its short legs and
web-footed feet, its long flattened body, and broad tail by which it can steer
itself in any direction it pleases in a moment, together witk its broad flat head,
are all admirably adapted for swimming, and enable it to turn aside and float as
rapidly under the water as when on the surface—frequently, while under the
river, it will drive a shoal of fish towards the shore, narrowing the circle every
time it swims round them, until, finding they eannot escape, they throw them-
selves out of the water, and become an easy prey to their pursuer. Sometimes,
beside a quiet stream, you come unaware upon the little water-shrew, as it oars
itself gently along, its black glossy back shining like velvet, looking, after it has
dived for 2 moment, as if it was covered all over with beautiful white pearls, then
in an instant as smooth, and dry, and glittering, as if its silken coat had never
tonched the stream. When alarmed, it either rushes into its little nest, or
plunges to the bottom of the water for safety, although, if you watch narrowly,
itwill not be long before you see its little sharp enout and long whiskers peeping
out above the surface; for it is compelled to re-appear quickly, and draw in a
fresh supply of air. In beautiful contrast to its deep glossy back, its under parts
are of the cleanest and clearest white; and while it swims, its smooth silky sides
seem to broaden out, and its tail to shift suddenly as it turns about in
its rapid motions, in pnrsuit of the insects that feed upon the aquatic plants,
5o that it is almost impossible for the eye to catch the rapid changes of its tiny
rudder-like tail, as it amuses itself by swimming round and round the floating
leaves that are suspended from the drooping spray. The dancing motion of the
foliage caused by the rippling of the eddies, and the elegant attitude of the little
swimmer, as he is borne away a moment by the current, then makes head
against it in an instant, then keeps gliding in and ont between the leaves of the
drooping branch, form as pleasing a picture as the dreaming eye of a post, or
patiently-watching naturalist would wish to alight upon.

The blossoms are already falling from the trees, and the milk-white buds of
the fragrant hawthorn seem as if Tusting away, and in the waysides and gardens
the flowers of Summer begin to blow, in the places of those which are disap-
pearing with the Spring. Nor must we pass over the beauty of the grasses which
are now in flower, many of them drooping and rising in the richest forms of
silken tracery, pl 1 and pendent, here out into the form of a beauti-
ful branch, there resembling the most graceful foilage ; and when brought home
and examined apart from the gaudier-looking flowers, many will be astonished at
the silken beads of the graceful quaking-grass, and the floating plumage of the
downy-feather grass, and many another which for delicacy of tint, and beanty
of form, are worthy of being placed beside the fairest flowers that grace our gar-
den borders.

At the close of this month the ¢ green-robed senators of mighty woods” are
clothed in all the beauty of their Summer array, and those who wish to know
what the gloom and silence of a full-leaved forest is, should penetrate its shades
before the end of July, when the whole scene is shadowed with its deepest Sum-
mer verdure. They will then see in what graceful forms the dark masses of
foliage hang, what beautiful effects of light and shade are to be found amongst
the trees—here an impenetrable wall of branches, dark as the grave; there, the
whole side of & long range of trees, fluttering in a sunlight of golden green, and
descending into hues of bronzy brown, until all below fades into the deep
purple hue of twilight ; excepting where, bald and bare, the silver light streams
down from a white and fleecy cloud, and falling upon the trunk of some giant tree
covered over with hoary lichen, gives to the mighty mass a dazzling and
silvery hue. For this is

Nature's ancient cathedral, where

The lute-voiced birds—burst of the summer hand—
Green-hooded nuns, 'mid the blossoms sing—

Their leafy temple gloomy, tall and zrand,

Pillared with oaks, and roofed with Heaven’s own hand.
Hark how the anthem rolls chrough arches dun,

* Morning again is come to light the land.”

The great worli's Comforter, the mighty Sun,
]ImEynked his restless steeds the golden race to run.

The pale gold of the woodbine, and the pearly blossoms of the trailing
bramble, mingled with the drooping erimson of the fox-glove, and the
dazzling sunshine of the gorse, throw their beantiful masses of colour upon the
green of the underwood, and lie in bright relief beneath the _\-a.ulte.:l gloom of
the overhanging branches—and sometimes you hear the lowing of cattle amid
the deep umbrage, or the jingling of sheep-bells in the remote distance ; sounds
that come like a cheerful voice amid the silence and solitude of the torest; and
sometimes you find yourself standing

Under an onk, whose anlirl\\e root peeps ont
Upon the brook that brawls along the wood.

And in such a spot, with a volume of Chaucer or Spenser, Shakspere or Milton,
or any other, out of & hundred names that tremble upon the point of our pen,
the hours will glide happily away, and the intellectual wanderer pine for no
other companionship.

The whole face of the country now wears a most beautiful appearance ; here
the corn is already beginning to show its ears, there the meadows are mown and
cleared away—further on, the grass still stands in all its rich luxuriance of flowers.
The tall bugle isin full bloom—and all the orchises, from those that resemble
the bes to the butterfly, are in blossom, looking as if they were weighed down by
the crowded insects from whence they derive their names.

Both in Summer and Winter, all who have narrowly observed the changes of
the seasons, must have been struck by the abundant moisture found under trees.
Pace only a common footpath, dry, high, gravelly or sandy, on & frosty morning
after the sun has shone for an hour or so, and wherever a tree overhangs your
walk, there, the ground is saturated with wet, while all beside i3 comparatively
dry. Soitis in June—in foggy weather, beneath the trees the road is a perfect
puddle, when all the land around is dry as a desert, especially if it is
covered with ivy, In hilly countries too, we find ponds, which are not overhung
with foliage, empty and dry, while others which are shaded with branches, that
ave filled with water, and nearly everywhere is this the case, unless the pools draw
their supplies from springs.  Those who travel in the night are well acquainted

with the quantity of moisture which descends in the form of dew or fog, and
that scarcely leaves a trace of its * whereabout,” excepting on the trees and
plants, an hour after the sunrise,

Moist and damp places naturally call up the figures of frogs and toads, ** nasty
things,” as pretty mouths are in the habit of pnekering up and calling them.
I will not argue that théy are the most agreeable-looking objects, nor very likely
to be made pets of, though this has been done before now, and by ladies too. All
I wish to prove is, that they are perfectly harmless, and inoffensive. They are
beautiful leapers and expert swimmers, and I am sure I have seen frogs 50 ex-
quisitely marked, that the finest lady in the land would have coveted a dress
that was variegated with such rich black and yellow greens, as I have seen the
frog wear. Nor is there a more unseful creature in a garden than a toad—he is
unequalled as a destroyer of worms and Insects, and may be rendered so tame
that he will take his food out of the hand of his keeper ; as to its being poisonous
that is a foolish idea, long since exploded. Watch a toad when it Is about to
seize upon an insect, and its method of attack will astonish you—the insect is;
perhaps, motionless, when it first arrests the eye of the reptile—the toad sees it,
and becomes motionless, also, its head drawn back and its eye fixed and bright as
astar, The insect moves, and is gone, how you know not, so rapid is the action,
that, however narrowly you might wateh, you could not see the toad strike it
with its tongne—a touch, & motion quicker than human sight, and the prey dis-
appears. Few animals have more persecutors than the poor frog ; little or big it
is either the prey of bird, beast, or fish, as if it was only created to be devoured.
Surelyit ought to meet with merey at our hands, for, according tothe theory of the
author of * Vestiges of Creation,” it is more nearly allied to usthan * we wot of,”
and Asop it will be remembered made it long ago an eloquent pleader againat
persecution. For my own part, I have always made it a rule during my walks,
either to step aside, or wait until either the poor bestle or frog have got outof my
way, or else to lift them amongst the grass, where I thought they wounld be safe,
but never to kill either the one or the other wilfully upon its own freehold. The
toads are such venerable old hermits, too ; living, nobody can tell how long, in thé
hollows of trees, and blocks of stone, and deep down in dark coal pits; and,
like the ﬂfl in amber, sadly puzzling our poor ingenuity to tell how ever they came
there atall. i

In & work which has just fallen into my bands, entitled “Ilustrations of In-
stinet deduced from the Habits of British Animals,” there are some striking in-
stances almost proving that animals are gifted with a reasoning power, which,
though inferior to that of man, clearly shows that they at least form a link in
that great intellectnal chain which extends from the created to the Creator. I
have not sufficient space to do more than recommend this interesting book to all
lovers of Nature. The following extract will go far to prove that, what to the
human eye may appear useless or unnecessary, will be found to answer a wiser
end than that of mere ornament ; and I am sure my readers will look upon the
gandy plumage of the peacock with other thoughts than that it is nothing more
than a * luxuriance of Naturse,” after reading the following brief extract : —

“The tail of the peacock is of a plain and humble description, and seems to be
of no other use besides aiding in the erection of the long feathers of the loins;
while the latter are supplied at their insertion with an arrangement of voluntary
muscles, which contribute to their elevation, and to the other motions of which
they are capable. If surprised by a foe, the peacock presently erects its gorgeous
feathers ; and the enemy at once beholds starting up before him a creature which
his terror cannot fail to magnify into the bulk implied by the cir of a
glittering cirele of the most dazzling hues, his attention at the same time being
distracted by a hundred glaring eyes meeting his gaze in every direction. A
hiss from the head in the centre, which in shape and colours resembles that of a
serpent, and a rustle from the trembling quills, are attended by an advance of
the most conspicuons portion of this bulk ; which is in itself an action of retreat,
being caused by a receding motion of the body of the bird. That must be a bold
animal which does not pause at the sight of such an object ; and a short interval
is sufficient to ensure the safety of the bird : butif, after all, the enemy should be
hold enough torisk an assault, it is most likely that its eagerpess or rage would
be spent on the glittering appendages, in which case the creatare is divested only
of that which a little time will again supply. A like explanation may be offered
of the use of the long and curious appendages of the head and neck of various
kinds of humming-birds, which however feeble, are a pugnacious race.”
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ind nearly all the villagers were assembled,

T'o our ears, excepting the songs of the birds, one of the sweatest or summer sounds | half bnried in the woolly fleece of th
has been the bleating of sheep, and the distant Jingling of their bells, mellowed | main strength, they souse head over ears; and no sooner is the sheep released
by the distance, and softened by an intervening river, or a green pastoral valley | from the hands of the first washer, and swimming towards the shore, than it is
that went winding round the foot of the hill, on which the fiock was grazing.
Sometimes, loitering along a stream, we came to a cool spot, where the over- | the ablution is complete. It then la
hanging trees threw down their pleasant shadows; and in the water, and along
the banks, were sheep moving every way, for it was the great sheep-washing day, | for 2
From within and without the | Nor is such a scene without its harmless merriment. You see some sturdy
wattled-fence, along the brook, and by the neighbouring barns, you hear the | little fellow grappling with a greatovergrown sheep, which he manages to get to
dreamy bleating of the sheep, as they call to, or answer each othér—while the | the edge of the water, when overhead they g0 together, to the great amusement
lambs keep up a continuons ** bag,™ plaintive and piteons, and are quite at o lossto | of the bystanders—It being almost difficult to decide which bas the silliest look of
discover their dams among the dripping and noisy flock that are congregated on | the two, the sheep or Jack. The peasants on the bank, the white flock contrast-
the opposite bank. There you see the swarthy and sun-tanned sons of the soil, ing with the green trees above, and the velvet sward below, the bright water, in
standing mid-way in water, their sleaves turned np, and their bare sinewy arms

X SCENES.=JULY.

e

Joined to the peattla of thy purling rills

Were heard tha Iowing hords along the vals,

Anid flocks, loud bleating from the distax
Or stock-doves' plain amid the forcst deop; .
And still g coll the grasshoppor eld keep.— Castle af Fado' nce.

¢ sheep they have clutched, and which, by

canght by a second—has another hug and a souse—is passed to a third, and then
nds among its drenched companions, and
they seem t0 condole with each other, and to ask, in their way, * What is this

which the whole pleture is mirrored, the village-spire seen beyond the trees, a
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grey thatched cottagehere and there breaking through the openings of the foliage
—all make up one of those quiet English pietures, which we ever, throngh the
“mind's eye,” recal with pleasure, when we are miles away from the spot.
Spmetimes, We COme; UNaware upon a beantiful vlilage, that stands partly
within the entrance of a wood, for so thickly are the outskirts covered with trees
that it is difficult to tell where the wood begins in such an embowered and park-
like landscape. In sncha scene as this, sheep-washing forms so sweet a picture
that we envy the power of an TInskipp or a Collins, and sigh because we cannot
carry a sketch of it away with us. The cottage-roofs and chimnies are covered
with rich liver-worts, fungi, and lichen, of every gorgeous hine, that harmonize
beautifully with the stems of the surrounding trees; yet are just rendered dis-
tinet enough, by a white-washed or red brick wall, the sunlight that falls upon
a diamond-paned window, or the smoke circling up, grey or blue, amid the green,
to tell ns that many a peaceful English home is nestled amid that *land of ancient
trees.” In such a spot, you fondly dream that old customs are still kept up—
sheep-shearing feasts and harvest-homes, such as we read of in the Holy Bible,
and such as David himself witnessed on the sunny slopes of Palestine.

It is now high Summer everywhere ; in the deep woods and beneath the shady
hedge-rows, in dell and dingle, where 2 twilight reigns at noon-day, her warm
breath has penetrated, and her growing ghowers fallen. Wherever a root lay
buried, or & tiny branch was hidden, there she has been, and hung them over
with leaves and flowers; for it mattered not to her whether the eye of man
fall npon her beantiful workmanship. There the red fox-gloves hang out their
speckled bells ; while, overhead, the woodbine throws its frailing banners of float-
ing green, and pale and roddy gold. By the water-course, wo inhale the fra-
grance of the meadow-sweet, that ‘mingled aroma of hawthorn buds and new-mown
hay—for such is the perfume with which this Queen of the Meadows enriches the
passing breeze. Then, over all, comes that drowsy overpowering fragrance from
a bean-field in full blossom, the very smell of which conjures up images of the
flelds of Enna and Proserpine among the flowers, which, affrighted, she let fall.
On the banks and the hedges, the gracefully-formed convolyulus elimbs and
twines ; and, in the flelds, up the tender grasses, the same beautiful flower rears
its pinky head, as it enwreathes the stems, and throws ont its delicate scent, The
briony, too, throws round everything it comes near its glossy trails, winding
quite’a contrary way to the convolvulus, as one turns towards the sun, and the
other from it. Wherever the eye alights, the ground is covered with flowers,
many of them entirely different from what we saw enamelling the banks and
waysides at Spring, and looking as if Summer was at a loss which to wear upon

her brow, amid such & profasion of beautiful wreaths ;—sometimes growing in
spots where

‘The silence there by such a chain is bound,

That even the busy woodpeclker makes stiller by hor sound

The inviolable guietoess—

little nooks, where, above our heads, the grey clonds sail away to the far-off
hills, as if they were hurrying off to other worlds beyond the horizon, and had only
deigned to look down for & moment upon the lovely valley, in which we were
idly resting, while looking at the flowers ; spots which seemshutout from the world,
as if the silence were never disturbed by anything londer than the murmuring ofthe
stream, the rustling of the leaves, or the faint low whispering of the russet-coloured
grasses—where green things only grow and wave. For now but few birds are
heard, though all are not yet silent—the nightingale has ceased to sing; the
cuckoo has left us ; and, excepting in the eool morning hours, or when the even-
ing shadows begin to lengthen, we hear not that woodland burst which went
sounding throngh the flower-opening April, and the hawthorn-breathing May ; for
in the burning noons of July—

No warbling tongue

Then talked unto the echo of the groves,

Only the carléd streams soft chidings kept,

And little gusts, that from the groen leaves awept
Dry Summer’s dust, in fearful whispering stivred,
As loth to waken any warbling Lird.

Only the grasshopper—that sweet prophet of the summet”—as old Anacreon
called it—keeps up “a coil” among the green leaves thakb shelter it when

All tha birds arefaint with the hot sun,
Anid hido in cooling trees.

Often while looking for summer flowers in the hedge-bottoms and among the
ditches you will discover the little hedgehog foraging for insects or snpils, and if he
find he has not time enough to eseape he will roll himself up in a ball with his
round bristly coat, like a person who is resolved to stand his ground and meet
the worst, whatever that may be, until finding, as he thinks, the danger over,
he will again uncoil himself and resume liis task, searching for frogs, toads, or
even mice ; for it is only in such shady places that you will meet with him in the
day-time, as his favourite feeding time is in the night. What naturalists assert
about its sleeping throughout the whole day Is nat true, as T, myself, eaptured
one while feeding nnder an old hedge in Thonock-lane, near Gainsborongh, one
summer afternoon, tied it up in a handkerchief, brought it home, and kept ita
long time on bread and ilk, vegetables, or whatever came to hand, for scarcely
anything came amiss to it Tt is true that it sleeps throughout the winter, but,
unlike the dormouse, it is not liable to be wak by an fonal fine day,
neither does it lay up any store of food ; but, rolled up into a perfect ball which
you might throw many yards without the animal once uncoiling itself, it sleeps
securely through frost, snow, wind, or Tain, in its liftle nest, beneath the hollow
root of a tree, or some old rabbit burow in a hole of the bank.

The early garden fruits ave now in great perfection—the glossy black eurrant
that hangs like rounded beads beneath its covering of fragrant leaves ; the huge
gooseberries that searcely ean contain themselves for very ripeness within their
glittering green, or red and hairy husks; red and white currants that hang like coral

and pearl pendent and gracefully from their broad-leaved boughs ; and strawberries
hat hide under every leaf they can find to shelter them, are all ripe, and ready
for the Inscious bangueting table of Summer.

Now one of those rural pictures which artists in almost all ages have tried |
their hands upon, may frequently be seen where a clump of trees overhangs &
pond, 4 stream, or some guiet shadowy pool which the sunbeams can scarcely
penetrate. In such a spot may u group of cattle of varlons colours frequently |
be seen, standing almost motionless, exeepting for the lashing of their tails to and
fro, to drive away the swarm of buzzing insects, which are incessantly hovering
around and alighting upon the horned herd.

They stand
Fach in his place, save when some wearied beast
The pressurs of the erowd no longer Lrooks,
Or, In mere vagrant mogd, her station quits,
Restless,

The rye now wears & Tipe and yellow look, and the horned bavley makes a

rustling sonnd, as its long plumy ears are blown together by the breeze. A white
and quivering light plays over the pendnlous oats, and the green npon {he wheat

bocomes whiter and paler every day—all silently proclaiming that the time of Lar-
vest is near at hand. The little mole-hills are purple and fragrant with the aro-
matie odours of {he wild thyme, and the rich heath, the Summer livery of treeless
hills and mountains, now looks like a crimson carpet which Wature has spread
out for the honey-gathering bees to walk npon. All these, which are stretched
out in countless millions before the eyes, scarcely do more from their very pro-
fusion than arrast the passing glance for amoment. Yet let us take any one, no
matter how common, and examine it minutely, and we shall be strnck by the
grace and beauty of its form. Lven the wayside elder, that throws its flowers
over almost every stagnant ditch and dusty hedge, whose cream-like bunches
of flowers we just glanee at, and then pass on, if examined separately,
will be found beautifully constructed: draw off a soparate blossom, place it upon
the palm of the hand, and you will see a marble-looking tripod, standing npon its
jvory feet, and presenting an exquisite concave, a five-starred enp of pear], as
chasta in shape as ever emanated from the hand of a Grecian senlptor— a beanti-
ful form which the hand of man has not yet imitated, and such as strikes but the
eye of the poet, as he lies idly dreaming upon the grass, picking up, in his indo-
lent mood, the nearest buds ‘which the breeze blows within his reach. Norls
there a more beantifully-marked flower in the garden, than the pencilled gera-
ninm that grows wild, or any flower that wears a more delicate golden hue than
the yellow, wild, wayside snap-dragon.

In green lanes and quiet shady places the Blue speedwell is still seen lingering,
a5 if 10th to shake off its azare flowers ; as if it still stood listening to the lisping
of the young birds which were beginning to climb and flutter among the green
hedgerows. The centuary, with its pink-starred flowers, now also puts forth ifs
elegant bloom ; and the tall wood betony heaves up its rich rose-hned blossoms
above the scarlet cup of the time-keeping pimpernel, which opens its lowly but
dazzling flowers at its feet.

When the streams arve low through the summer droughts, many enriousinsects
may be seen in the water, which would escape the eye when the runnels are
swollen with the rains of Winter and Spring. Some of these form curions habi-
tations of stones, shells, hollow seeds, straws, even mud and small particles of
wood, which they cement together, forming a vanlted roof, or pent-house, overy
their heads, and with their buildings on their backs they move about in the little
world for which Nature has adapted them, accomplish the ends for which they
were created, and then die. Amongst these, stand foremost the caddis-worms,
which compose the little cube-like cells they inhabit, out of stones, with all kinds
of irregular angles, and such as would bafile the skill of any human architect to
fasten together, Yet, all thisis done by the little caddis-worm. The smooth side
of every stone is placed in the interior, and the whole mass secured together by
a cement which the water has not the power to dissolve. Even the portion of the
body of the worm which is exposed, is hard and firm, while that part which the
cell covers is soft; for so has Nature defended this curions insect. Toan un-
practised eye, the whole of this wonderful structure would present only the ap-
pearance of 4 piece of reed or straw, which the water had discolonred, while the
Naturalist wonld find in it the little insect, and the perfect habitation formed of
many a loose particle as 1 have described; and which is so smooth and even
at tie bottom that the tiny architeet can move abont with its little house upon
its bacl with ease.

The common stickle-back also forms a nest in which it deposits its eggs,
and covers them up. The nest is formed of minute particles of straw, or wood,
is not larger round than a shilling, while the ova, which scarcely exceeds the size
of a poppy-seed, is of a bright yellow colour. Another of this species, called the
fifteen-spined stickle-back, forms its nest, and deposits its ova in the sea-weeds,
which are found suspended from the lower parts of rocks, and which the fish
binds together by a white slender thread that resembles silk; and, wet or dry, it
stands the action of the wind and sea, and keeps the eggs secare within, either
when left dry or while tossed about by the violence of the waves. These eggs
have frequently been taken, placed in water, and kept until the small fry have
come forth.

The seed that falls upon the ground, again to spring forth in a new form—the
rounded dew-drop that feeds the flower—the withered 1zaf, which the Autumnal
rain decays, and forms into a vich nourishment for the buds of the following
Spring, though disregarded by us, are all accomplishing their silent mission, and
on which the seasons roll.**

turning round that mighty wheel
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COUNTRY SCENES,-AUGUST.

Thou shalt bear
Distant barvest carols clear,
Tusile of the reapdd corn ;
*4weet Linds antheming the marn;
Acorns ripas down-pattering,
While the Aulumn broczes SInE,

Tue dark green JleavesSthat garlanded the rosy Summer, now, beain to show
upon their edges the waning yellow of Antumn ; and on the skirts of the forest
we can trace those rich hues which are too erimson to live long; that rise like
the flushed roses on the consumptive check of the lovely maiden, looking too
beautiful ever to be allied to death. In the oal, the elm, the chestnut, and the
fir, we see the gloomy green, the burnished bronze, the fading yellow, and the
dull red, lighted up between with masses of foliage that glitter like gold, all
mingled and blended together so richly and barmoniously, that, In the dis-
tance, we cannot tell where the dusky green begins, nor the rounded yellow:
fades away; for leaves of all hues are now fast falling; the most beauci-
ful to form a couch for Summer to lie down and die upon, while others re-
main behind until they are withered and shrunken by the cold and hollow
winds of Auntumn, then faull and bury her after she is dead. But there is
yet work to be done in the fields; the great harvest has to be reaped and gar-
nered; and now the sun-tanned sickle-bearers sally forth into the fields to cut
down the golden grain which the Summer sun has ripened.

KEATS

Plensant is it to climb the verdant slope ot some gentle hill that goes down
with an easy descent into the valley, as i’ it had paused on its way to make a
smoath slope here ; and, lower down, fo leave a little upland, as if it had there
rested awhile, before it threw ont the broad valley at its feet, leaving steps by
which the wanderer mizht elimb in after years, and view by degrees the beanty
of the workmunship of those invisible hands. Delightful is it to ascend these
table-lands; one after the other, to panse upon each easily-gained height, to
Tiise ourselves just above the first corn-field, where the busy reapers are already
at work, their raral and picturesque costumes forming a beautifol contrast to
the yellow-waving and wide-spread fleld—to watch them balf buried & moment
amid the drooping ears, then to see figure after figurs slowly arise, and the ripe
corn tied with twisted bands into rounded sheaves, nntil, at last, the heavy
shocks are gathered, and, above, the stubbly and furrowed lands heave up at
equal distances little stacks of eary corn, which, with their ten thousand of
plumy heads, are still looking cheerfully up towards heaven ; then to climb the
next range, which commands a view, wide out across the valley, and to see

34




THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON ALMANACK FOR 1848.

patches of green and yellow in alternate contrast, dotted with gleaners and
reapers—men, women, and children—sprinkled over the landscape, where horses
are moving, and waggons laden with corn, grind down the ridey glebe, s they
rock like ships upon a sea, over the uneven furrows, and, like them, seem to
roll along without a sound ; for neither the creaking of wheels, nor the tramping
of hoofs, is heard from the green slope which we have ascended. Nearer at
hand, yet still far out below our feet, we behold the thatched grange, peeping
from its liltle nest of trees, and can see the long or rounded stacks slowly
rising higher, as the waggons come full and glide away empty ; for there are
human figures busy upon the corn-ricks ; and the end of the bongh, which, buta
few minutes before, seemed resting npon the sky, is shut ont by the piled
sheaves which rise up soslowly and silently, that we can just perceive them grow,
by keeping the eye riveted upon the increasing pile.

Higher we climb to the topmost ridge, where the eye ranges over the whole
ontstratched scene, to where afur off the distant hills melt dimly into the sky ;
and the soft outline is lost in the sllvery mist of the clouds. A spire and village,
a lonely grange, that seems to have wandered away by itself into the flelds, are
all mapped out beneath our feet; and the long hedgerows that bound the green
pastures seem but higher masses of taller grass, with here and there a bush
arising above them, for so are the trees dwarfed by the vast distance from which
we gaze ; and whera between the corn-flelds the snme dark boundaries run, they
look like little banks of green rising in Spring along a yellow fallow, a sunlighted
land, upon which no green thing hath as yet sprung up; amid which little cot-
tages oceasionally arise, whose sloping roofs seem almost to tonch the verdureless
ground, so deeply are they buried in that ocean of golden corn ; and sometimes
the hiead of & human figure peeps up, then is lost again, as if something dark was
washed slowly along, above the dreamy and yellow waves. Bubwe must descend,
and thread our way through the narrow lanes, where the high hedgerows
have taken toll of the laden waggons as they passed ; and here and theve hung
their boughs with drooping ears—a feast for the few birds that yet linger behind,
and occasionally cheer the fading green of their summer chambers with a song.
Up comes the great rumbling waggon, filling up the whole road above and below,
and we are glad to scramble up a bank, or shelter in a gateway that leads to some
field, to let It pass ; or we meet it at the turning of a village, see the reflection
of the sheaves cast for a few moments npon the cool bright pond ; it then passes
on by the low grey churehyard wall, where death is ever slowly gathering in his
harvest ;—round the two yew-trées which stand like gloomy sentinels at the
grate, under the tall eoffin-looking elms that shut out the turning of the road, and
then is lost to the sight.

Now the broad fern arrests the eve with its rosset-colonred leaves; and in
shady places we find rich groups of fungi and agaries, stained with the deepest
orange, rich erimson, gold of the clearest hne, spotted and sprinkled and starred
with silver, and clothed in gaudier colours than the richest flower that ever
opened its fragrant petals to the sunshine. Others again lie like huge snow-balls
among the grass, as if some tiny urchin had rolled them there on the previous
winter, and the giant bulk, which far outgrew his strength, had not yet melted
AWAY.

The antumn-crocus, which our ancestors set so mnch store by, as it supplied
them with the saffron they nsed in dyeing, is now in bloom ; and, in moist shady
places, the wild mint may be found, with its round and lilac-cclourcd flowers,
which fill the air aronnd with an overpowering fragrance, and are musical with
the hum of hundreds of congregated bees, The lavender, also, puts forth its twi-
light blossonis, looking, when in flower, like a vast moorland covered with hea-
ther, over which the last sun-ray is fadicg before the night drops down; for so
does the sombra purple blend with the pinky hues, that throw a shifting and un-
certain Yght over a lavender-fleld in full bloom. By the dry banks where the
little green grasshopper still chithers, the blue and gracefnl harebell now blows;
its delicate and azure cups trembling at every dallying breeze that breathes,
a3 if they were everafraid of being torn away from the fragile stem.  On the way-
sides, we meet with the large ox-eyed dalsy, that grows side by side with the
gandy poppy, and where, saving the wild tansy, no other green or flowery thing
shoots up amid the arid and broken ground.  Wherever we look, we see the tall,
golden rod, baring its yellow flowers to the sunshine; and, below, the beantiful
oye-bright, nestling like an insect among the grass, its white wings interlaced
with streaks of green and gold. In the corn-fields we find the rich red-colonred
pheasant's eye, which onr great-grandmothers called rose-a-ruby, and considered
one of the most beautiful of Summer’s last flowers. By the sides of streams wo
find the arrow: head, gazing tranquilly at its own shadow in the water, as if, like
Narcissns of old, it was never weary of looking uponitsthree-leaved white pearled
flower, with its eye of purple and gold. Our old favourite, the pimpernel, is also
still ont, counting the honrs, whicli the meadow sweet still lingers behind to cheer
with its perfnme as they pass.  In the hedgerows we find the green and crim-
son berries of the woody nightshade, hanging in bright and gnshing clusters
among the purple flowers which are still in bloom ; while the ruddy hawthorn-
berries begin to appear, as if May had carried with Ler all her delicate pearls,
and Autamn, in 1 ance of her loveli had hung the bowers her beauty
once adorned, with pendant rubies.

The nest of that smallest of all British animals may now oceasionally be found
securely attached about midway to two or three eorn-stems ; for sosmall and light,
and graceful is this little animal, that it can run with ease np the rounded straw
without shaking the heavy ear that surmounts it. Two of them, when full-grown,
will scarcely weigh a quarter of an ounce ; and the nest, which yon might enclose
and shut up in the palm of your hand, is almost as ronnd and perfect as the ball
which has been turned in a lathe ; and though sometimes containing as many as
elght or nine yonng ones, may be rolled across a table without discomposing a
single blade of grass or leaf of which it Is formed. How this tiny creatnre
contrives to give nourishment to so many young ones, crowded, as they are, in so
small a compass, was a puzzle to that clear-leaded English natnralist, Gilbert
White, and he came at last to the conclusion that she must malke holes In different
parts of the nest, and feed them one at a time. 1If kept in a cage it will feed
upon corn, lap water like a dog, and amuse itself like a white monse or a squirrel,
by turning round a wheel. From the head to the tail it searcely exceeds two
inches in length, Among quadrupeds it may be classed as the least and most
beantiful, as the hnmming-bird is amongst the feathered tribes.

Swallows, at the close of this month, begin to assemble by the sides of rivers,
and prepace for their departure. There Is a noise from morning until night
amongst the willows. They are ever wheeling to and fro in search of food, then
returning to the same spot, when the evening shadows begin to darken, to. ruost.
They seem as if loth to go, yet ara afraid to remain. There is an evident uneasi-
ness amongat them, like tenants who have received notice to quit, and can no
longer look npon the houses in which they have passed so many happy hours as
their own. The sweet rivers and green meadows of Old England have still a
charm for them, and fain would they, were it not for our bleak Winters, remain
with' us all the year. So have we interpreted their {witterings, as we have
watched them for hours in our younger days, while Ldling happily along the banks
—now throwing in the line where we saw the fish playing—then stooping down
to gather some beantiful autnmn flower ; or listening to the sounds which were

| half the flowers of the one, and half the fruits of the other; it has a sky and tem-

ever falling npon the ear, while we exclaimed—

How sweet those rural sounds float by the hill.

The graszhopper’s shrill chirp rings o’er the ground,
The tingling sheep-bells are but seldom still,

The clapping gate closes with hollow bound;
There's mueie in the chareh clock’s measured sound.

1t is now,” says the * Mirror of the Months,” that debateable ground of the
year which is situated upon the confines of Summer and Autumn ; it i3 dressed in

perature all its own, which vie in beauty with those of the Spring. May itself can
offer nothing so sweet to the senses, so enchanting to the imagination, and so sooth-
ing to the heart, as that genial influence which arises from the sights, the sonnds,
and the associations connected with an August evening in the conntry, when the
oceupations and pleasures of the day are dons. There is no delight equal to that
felt by atrue lover of Nature, when he looks forth upon her open face silently, at
a season like the present, and drinks in that still beanty which seems to emanate
from everything he sees, till his whole senses are steeped in a sweet forgetfnlness.
The whole face of Nature since last month has undergone an obvious change.
Everything is still green : but it is not the fresh and tender green of Spring, nor
the full and eatisfying, though somewhat dull green of Summer; but many
greens that blend all those belonging to the above-named seasons.”

There Is a peenliar beanty about the fields at the close of Augnst, where the
hay has been cleared off early, and the second crops of grass have sprong up.
They look like a rich green velvet carpet, for there are now but few flowers to
break up the sweep of the smooth emerald surface. On the trees, too, we behold
a new crop of leaves, as tender and delicate in hue as those which first burst from
the buds and trembled in the mild breczes of May. It seems asif the foliage of
Summer and Spring were blended together, for the buds wear the same pale April
green. At n first glance, the young leaves do not strike the eye: you imagine
that the sunshine falls brighter upon these patches of foliage, until yon see that it
is impossible for the Sun-rays to light up the branches in such a direction ; and it
is then that yon discover this new bursting of tender leaves—that you have found
out “*a new delight.”

Nothing ean exceed the beanty of the sky at this season of the year. The deep
blue of boasted Ttaly cannot surpass the azure vault in which the silver clondsnow.
seem to lie and dream, while the sunsets of Autumn are magnificent. And as
we gaze we call np those visionary palaces which rize up in the pages of the Ara-
bian Nights, and almost faney that we see thrown open, the great ruby-pillared
and golden gates of heaven. And the moonlight, thongh no longer cheered by the
duleet harmony of the nightingale, has a pecnliar charm at this season; nor is
there a grander object than the broad round harvest moon, heaving up bright
and full above high green-shouldered hills, while

All hieaven and earth are still, thongh not in sleop,
But breathless, as we grow when fecliog most.

The ladybirds are now seen in hundreds ; and this last summer, clouds of them
came over from the coast of France, and were swept from off pur piers into the
sea, There is also a beantiful little blue butterfly now abroad, that goes flitting
like a pea-blossom from flower to flower, and sometimes seems to mount the hare-
bell as if only to roek itself for a few moments, and then again depart to alight
upon the distant heather. Sometimes the woodlark rises in this * season of mist
and mellow frnitfnlness,” singing like the lark in Spring, as it soars. Nor is the
rich-toned blackbird, nor the speckled thrush, as yet silent ; while the linnets and
whinchats keep up their merry song, as if Snmmer, instead of departing, was
only jnst making her appearamce. Bnt this chorus only breaks ont when the
weather is nnusually fine, and the month of August in its infancy. Amongst
moths, the spotted wood-leopard may now be seen ; and the goat-moth, who:e
Jarva pierces the knotted ball of the giant oak, is now abroad: while the
splendid tiger-moth expands its gorgeons wings; but these are only to be found
in spots where

the birch
Displays its glessy slem nmidst the gloom
OF aldors anid jarged forn, and eyermong,
Wayes her light pensile folinge, as she woo'd

‘The passiog gale to whisper flntte: fos.
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AvTuMN, yet with her hand grasped in the eeble clasp of Summer, as if tha lat-
ter was loth to depart, while there is still so much green hanging about the
woods, and so much blue and sunshine about the sky and earth. But the leaves
are rustling in the forest paths, the harvest-flelds are silent, and the heavy fruit
that bows down the branches, proclaim that the labour of Summer is ended—
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that her yellow-robed sister hias come to gather in and garner the rich treasures |
she has left behind. Beautiful are the old English orchards during this month, | voices have sounded within that
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With raddy fruit the o-chard now = hong;
en hop droops peadont in the brecze,
For Autumn from her amplz hand hath thrown
Her richest treasures on the lnden trees —Hawiharadats Revisited.

heavy, oaken tables have they helped to furnish, sending forth, a century ago,
high-piled dishes of rich, ruddy, and golden-rinded fruit to the happy guests, who
now lie in the village churchyard, opposite the moss-covered orchard wall—yet so
near, that Spring sometimes blows her blossoms upon their graves—perhaps on
the narrow bed of the *grey forefather” who first planted that hoary stem.
What sweet faces have looked up from beneath those a;l-;ed boughs | Whml:1 nmrr;rr
ient 1 e he glad shout o

with their gnarled and twisted branches, and moss-covered stems, standing npon | childhood—the silvery langh of the modest miiden—the deep-chested chorus of
a thick carpet of grass, that looks green all the year long—a verdant sward, | the bluff old farmer—all met to gather into the dry and wide store-rooms, the
spread purposely for the fruit to fall upon, when they have drank in their fill of | weighty fruit that ever came of its own accord, and neither asked for man’s at-

mellowness, and dyed their cheeks with the rosy hues of the sunshine. Pleasant
is it to look upon these fine old deformed trees, whose shoulders are round and
backs are bent, through the heavy loads which they have borne year after year,
and who still seem to glory in their hale and hearty old age, and to boast of the
welghty burthens which have sunk their grey old heads, vet still left such sunny
streaks behind. What forgotten feasts have they supplisd ! What old-fashioned,

tendance or labonr.

Now rustic groups may be seen wandering far away to the woods and sunny
lanes, to gather blackberries and nuts; and these are amongst the pleasantest of
all Autumn excursions. What wild places do we sometimes stumble upon during
these rambles! Some such we have now in our eyes, which we visited years
ago, which we had to make our way to throngh narrow paths, hemmed In with
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broad fern and prickly gorse bushes, many of which rose high as our heads—for
they had never been cnt down within the memory of man. And every now and
then we come to the old hedgerows, covered with golden and silver-coloured
moss, and dark throngh the clonds of slogs and bullaces that grew above, and the
huge carved-like ebony blackberries that hung below. There are faw such hedges
£0 be found now ; for many and many a year had they grown on, and no one had
heeded them. The bramble had spread out before, and the sloe bushes behind ;
and the hawthorns and crab-trees had gone on deepening, Summer after Sum-
mer, until the hunter was compelled to draw his rein when he approached them ;
for they had at last formed such an impenetrable barrier, that neither

Dint of hoof, nor print of foot,

Did mark that wild luxurious soil—

No sign of travel or of toil.

‘What haunts were these for the Naturalist! Here he might rest concealed for
honrs, and watch the habits of beasts, birds, and insects—see them feed, build,
and burrow—Ilead forth their young from spray to spray—and note a many things
which are now slowly finding their way into books. Such spots called up the
England of ancient days, when the skin-clad Briton, with his javelin in his hand,
and his long hair blown back, pursued the chase through the wooded wilderness ;
ages before the Roman gallies had ploughed up the sand on our storm-beaten
shores. They filled the mind with poetic images, such as seldom float before the
eye in walled cities—such as only rise np where Nature still reigns in all her pri-
mitive grandeur. I rambled through them, and dreamed of the old Antumns
which reigned over England a thousand years ago—pictured the forests which
Harold marched through, when he met William of Normandy on the fleld of
Hastings—and heard the tramp of the Saxons as they passed for the last time over
those ancient fields.

"Twas a wild spot; for thereold legends say,
In former days, 8 Druid's altar stood,

And huge, zrey stones are stretched out every w
Among the moss-grown stems of that wild wood.

This is the month that partridge-shooting commences ; and many an eager
sportsman now hurries off to the empty corn-flelds, to waken those echoes which,
tut a week or two ago, rang back the song of the reaper, with the roll of his mur-
derous gun. Not, we trust, that all are tempted by the work of destruetion
alone ; for we believe that numbers go with as keen an appetite for the beanties
of nature as we onrselves possess. Yot there is something very spirit-stirring in
this manly sport—in the attitude of the dog as he throws up his head, and makes
& dead stop—in the pleasure with which he sets out to seek the bird after the shot
is fired. After all, I prefer seeing the old birds at the head of their young ones,
aa they half fly and half run, about the close of § , hiding th lves
among the corn or long grass, until the introder has passed. T never looked upon
the beauntiful plumage, 50 richly diversified with brown, black, and ash-colour,
withont regret, when I saw all these mingled hues dabbled with blood ; to me it
Was ever ‘‘a sorry sight.”

Hop-picking is about one of the last, aud the most beautiful of rural employ-
ments. There is something so green and clean about a hop-plantation, and such
a soothing aroma arises from the smell of the bine, thatit seems like the last sweet
smell that Summer has left behind. Nor can anything be more graceful than the
drooping vine-shaped leaves, and the golden cones, that have twined in all kinds
of fantastic shapes around the tapering poles. What picturesque groups do we
see at work! What a gipsy-like encampment has every little family formed!
While picking, washing, cooking, and nursing all go on together in harmony at
the same time. And a pretty picture did we once tee of an innocent ehild, asleep
in its little crib—while on its rounded face the shadows of the hop-leaves flickered
and played in the trembling sunbeams—

Like the last smile of Antumn,
Hemming above the yellow woods,

1 have often fancied that a herd of deer never appear more beautiful than when
seen, amid the changing foliage of Autumn, either standing or Iying down. They
harmonise with the brown rosset hue of the fern, above which their lofty antlers
and graceful necks arise with a forest-like majesty—all in keeping with the rich
and varied tints of the verdurous roof above their heads. How stately thoy seem
to march between the broad avenues of trees ; and how fine is the attitude when,
with ontstretched neck, ong pauses to reach the red cluster of hawthorn berries
which just sweep below the tips of his antlers. But, above all, how beautiful to
see them crossing a sheet of water, that spreads out like & mirror in some ancient
English park.

We now see riding leisurely upon the air the light and graceful downs of the
dandelion and thistle, gliding noiselessly along, like transparent and winged
insects, now alighting for & moment upon the leaves, then floating away high up
in the clear air, until they become invisible to the eye. Spanning from branch
to branch, we see the lght, silken network of the spider bending in the breeze,
while the little mechanist sits safely in the centre of his own mazy straclure, his
airy walls beaded with pearl—for such seem the rounded dew-drops that glitter
on the star-like points of the closely intersected wheel on which he rests, We
see the bee moving drowsily and listlessly along, like a weary traveller who
almost despairs of reaching his next resting-place, so wide apart now lie the
road-side flowers—those beantiful half-way houses which he met at every step,
as he went singing merrily on his way through the land of Summer. Hope,
who looked with a cheerful upon the 1 pe of Spring, has de-

d ; instead of watching each green and flowery object day by day as they
budded and blossomed, we now see only the traces of slow and sure decay, the
green fading bit by bit, until the leaves become like the skeleton wings of an
insect, the wind blowing through those places which were before marked with
azure, and crimson, and gold, The Sun himself seems growing older; he rises
later from his bed in the morning, and returns to rest earlier in the evening, and
seems not to have that strength which he possessed when he rose in the youthful
vigour of Spring, and the bright and cheerful manhood of Summer; for his
golden eyes seem clouded, and his breath thick and heavy, as he struggles
through the surrounding fog. All these are marks of the seasons, telling us that
tha year is growing grey, and slowly tottering towards the darkness and grave-
like silence of Winter.

Dut September brings with it one great rural holiday to those who keep
Nature's carnival, and enjoy the changes of the seasons. To us, who dwelt iu
the neighbourhood of old woods, our Nutting-day was an excursion often talked
of for weeks before it arrived. It was the pleasantest of all our gipsy feasts, for
it was held in the centre of a wild wood, in one of Nature's own summer-houses,
in a bower, not by art,

But by the trees” own inclination made,

A spot which, even to reach, we had to pass through one of Earih’s Paradises ;
for never did more beautiful hills rise up above a pastoral country, than those
we ascended on our way to the woods. No grim board ever disgraced those
anecient oaks, warning the lover of nature not to trespass; for, excepting the
underwood, and the wild fruits, there was nothing we conld have carried off there,

for the bole of the smallest tree would have been & load for half a dozen horses,
Game we meddled not with, and this the old Squire well knew; we trampled
nothing down but the entangling thickef, bramble, and sloe, and hazel, and wild
rose, which generally took toll of onr drapery as we d, giving & scratch for
a pressure, aud a rent fer a tug, which only increased our merriment the more.
There was ever some lady’s shawl to disentangle ; some heavy and well-filled
basket to extricate from the bushes; a long vent to pin up; a trailing brier to
cut away, before we could pass further; a brook to leap, and a circle to take,
which sometimes only led to more impenetrable shades; a stray companion to
hnnt up, whose ** whereabout ™ was only known from the direction in which the
voice came, for these petty perils were the very charms of Nutting. What
stooping, and creeping, and pulling, and dragging, was there, where neither gig
nor chaise conld move a foot, unless the wild underwood and weeds had been
cleared, Then what a beautiful glade we at last came to; one which the foot of
man had seldom passed ; which the richest carpet that was ever spread out never
exceeded in softhess—the very turf was elastic; it had been formed by the
fallen leaves of many centuries. And the oak that stood in the centre! You
marvelled how a single stem could bear such majestic branches ; for Architecture,
with all the skill and means of art, could never invent a pillar to support such a
projecting weight, as that which sprang from the bole of a single tres. At the
foot of this venerable monarch of the forest we piled our baskets and bottles,
doffed all superfluous drapery, then sallied into the thicket with our hooked
sticks, to drag down the hazel boughs, and strip them of their brown shellers,
which fell from out the deep bordered cups, as the boughs were shaken. As we
wish fo make all frne worshippers of Nature acquainted with Browne’s * Brit-

i 15," we shall g t them with another rural picture. The
scene is “ Nutting,” and this exquisite word-painting was first produced about
the close of the reign of Queen Elizabeth.

A wandering boy sets out to ]gntlu:r nuts,
A hooked pole he from a hazel cuts:

| -?“ pole into & bough, and at his drawing,
Now throws it bere, then there, to take gome

he early-rising crow with clamorous caw-

ing
Leaving the green bough, les about the rock,
‘Whilst twenty twenty couples to him flock.

0]
But hootlews and in vain; the rocky mold
And now within his reach the thin leaves

Admits no cranny where his harel hook
Might promise him a step ; till, in A nook
Somewhat above hie reach, he hath cepied

WARVE
With one hand only then he holds his stave,
A little onke; and having often tried

1 And with the other grasping, first the leaves,
Tao cateh & bough, wi'h standing on his toe, | A pretty bough hein' his band receives;
Or leaping up, yet not prevailing so, Then ta his gﬁrdle making fast the hook,

& tolls & stone towards the little tree, His other hand another bough bath took;
Then, getting on it, fastens warily Hin first & third, and that, another gives,
To bring him to the place.

We must not pass over the beauty of sea-side scenery at this season of the
year, for we are children of the ccean ; and, next to our matchless English land-
scapes, do we love the rocks that gnard, and the waves that are ever washing
around our lovely island. Pleasant is it now to stand npon some tall headland,
and wateh the ever-moving waves, as they roll through the shifting shadows of
the clouds, purple, and green, and golden, onward and onward, until they are
lost among the indistinet haziness of the distant sky. Then how solemnly falls
upon the ear that never-ceasing murmur of the waves—that voice which for
countless ages has never been silent, but day and night, for evermore, beats time
with its melancholy music upon the pebbly-beach. Or to walk under the tall
white cliffs, which have stood for undated centuries, above! above! when that
wide sea was mastless, and neithor the shadow of man nor ship had ever been
mirrored upon its waves ; for even then they stood, as they do now, reflecting
back the bright antumnal sunshine. Like things of life, the tiny fishing-boats
mount above the waves, diminishing in the distance until they appear mere
specks—nntil you can only just discern the spots of light which indicate the white
sails, and you can almost fancy that they are *Birds of calm brooding on the
charmed wave.” What great golden pathways seem at times to stretch over the
deep—reaching to the very verge of the sky—smooth to appearance, yet, when
trodden, rongh and perilons, as that which the pilgrim traverses on his way to
the shrine of his saint—on his journey towards Heaven. Who can imagine those
terrible convulsions which severed England from the opposite coast of France;
that stormy hour, when the sea rushed in between—when the mammoth and the
mastadon stood moaning upon the severed cliffs ; and no human eye beheld that
mighty erash? Who that gazes upon the sea can for one moment doubt that
such changes have taken place ?

39




FonesT scenery never looks so beautiful s in Autumn ; and at no period of this
season ean it be seen to better advantage than between the shnutting in of Sap-
tember and the opening of October. 1tisthen that Nature seems to have exhausted
all the fantastie colonrs of her palette, and to have seattered her richest red,
Lrown, yellow, and purple, upin the foliage. Every gust of wind that now blows,
brings down thousands of golden-coloured acorns, that come pattering like little
foob among the fallen leaves, leaving empty their smooth, round, hollow cups,
from which the old poets in their fables framed the drinking vessels of the fairies,
| We need not wander furtlier than the New Forest to witness one of those scenes
| which Seott, in his “Ivanhoe,” has ped in the i hnes of poetry, and
| where we can see realised the vision of Gurth, the swineherd, tending his nolsy

und grunting charge, as they feed npon the fattening acorns. It is only amid

forest scenery that hogs have apoetical appearance ; there is then a clear, silvery

look about their bristly hides, which is beautifully brought out by the green of

the underwood, and soitened by the shadows of the overhanging branches, The
| picture js also more endeared to us through its antiquity ; for, excepting in the
| ehange of costume of the swincherd, we know that our old English forests pre-
| sented just such another scene above a thousand years ago.  We find it recorded
 in the earliest descriptions we 1 of the s and-cust of our Suxon

forefathers. In Doomsday Book it is frequently mentioned ; and, smuong the old
Forest Laws, we find the seasons of mast, and pannage, and fence-month, regu-
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The trudging sow leads orth her numerous young,
Playful, and white, and clean, the briers among;
And o'er their heads, lowd lash’d by furious squalls,
Bright from their cups the rattling treasure falls,

BroomyreLn.
lated by Regarders, Verdurers, Agisters, and all those grim guardians of (he green
wood, who knew
. Each lane and every alley green,
zhe, or bushy dell of that wild wood,
An _l!ver{ hu&k‘r bourn, frow side to :uidl:r
Their datly wal L ancient neighb

Who were ever wandering abont with bolt and bow in hand, ready to shoota
shaft at either dog or man, if they were found trespassing upon the Royal chace.

Those who live on the borders of the forest have the privilege of feeding
their hogs upon acorns or beeeh-mast thronghont the month of October, and they
are still intrusted to the cars of & swinelierd as they were in the olden time. The
modern Gurth, however, first sets out to reconnoitre the forest; and, having
found a shady and favourabla spot, where acorns or beech-mast are abundant,
and water is near at hand, lie next commences erecting & habitation for the re-
ception of his ravenous herd. Having selected some huge, gigantic oak, he en-
closes o large space around it with & wattled fence, makes a warm bed Inside, of
fern, weeds, and withered forest grass, then covers it over with branches and en-
tungling underwood. After this is pleted, he collects his herd t the
neighbouring foresters, who generally pay a shilling a head for all they intrust
to his care ; and, driving them where there is a plentiful supply of food, he allows
them to eat their fill, and after this urges them on to the clear water-conrse,
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when, haviog drank, he forces them back to the large sty he has erected, and
leaves them, in all their swinish ease, to repose untl the following morning.
After a day or two they require but little looking after; for, althongh they will
wander away two or three miles into the depths of the forest, and be divided into
numerous parties, yet each division of the herd has its Ieader, who Is sure to re-
turn at nightfall, trodging before his fi 5, to the d resting-place,
beneath the huge, broad-branching cak. By the end of the month, the whole
lerd is in such excellent condition that but littls food is required for fattening
them before they arve slanghtered.

One of the most beautifal pictures in Bloomfield’s * Farmer’s Boy,” Is a deserip-
tion of swine eoming to drink at the forest-pool, and startling the wild duck from
her lonely haunt, who, in her turn, alarms the whole herd by the noise she makes
with her wings, as she rizes, when

With bristles raised, the sudden noize they hear,

And ludicrously wild, and wing'd with fear,

The herd decainp with more than swinish speed,

And snorting, dash through sedge, and rush, and reed.
Through tangiin thickets headlong on they go,

Then stop, and listen for their fancied foe:

The hindmost #till the growing panic spreads—
Repeated fright the first alarm succeeds.

Now the villagers are busily employed n gathering the last clusters of the ripe
elderberries, which, having picked, they either make into wine, or carry fo the
neighbouring market town, whera they dispose of the fruit at eightpence or ten-
pence per gallon. A few gronps of men, women, and children, may yet be seen
in the flelds, blowing their fingers for very cold, during the first frosty mornings of
Qctober, while they gather the heavy potatoes, pile them in their baskets, and carry
them oif to the lumbering cart to be stored up against the coming Winter. The
plonghman and the sower are now in the fields, making ready and casting in
the seed, which shoots up so early in the following year, and is the first to give that
green and velvet-like look to the opening landscape of Spring.  As the flowers die
away, the evergreens seem to come out with a Snmmer-like freshness ; the holly
and Ivy have a greener and glossier look ; the alder still retains its vernal hue,
and the hedges are hung with the crimson hips of the wild rose, the dark red
berries of the hawihorn, and the gushing scavlet and emerald branches of the
nightshade ; while below, the arums have risen up, stiff and perpendicular, like
stem s carved out of the richest coral,

Fieldfares, and redwings, and snipes now visit us, and we already see the wood-
cock, with his long bill, and his black and grey plumage, hurrying across the
open glade, to conceal himself amongst the trees, for he has returned from his
long sea voyage, and contrived to land, somehow, unseen by any one, during-the
night., Now the whole laudscape is cceasionally buried beneath 4 mist, thie pro-
gress of which can be traced as it first slowly arises from the river, spreads over
the low meadows beside its banks, burying in its folds hedge, and stile, and iree;
and looking as if the clouds had dropped down, settled-Tipon, and shut out the
scenery. The meadow paths are now wet and damyp’; there is a clammy moisture
about the fallen leaves—a slipperiness on the Tootways which the trees overhang
—i reeking of vapours that ascend in the air—all telling that the work of decay
iz slowly progressing, and that Nature is busy preparing a bed for the far-distant
flowers of Spring. But, amid all this silent desolation, at no season of the year
have the objects whose shadows fall upon the water so beautiful an appearance as
now, when the sky is elear. Mas:es of foliage no longer darken the deep mirror,
but far down falls the sharp outline of the trees, and in depths which look un-
fathomable, we see the clear blue of heaven, and the white silver of the moving
cloud beantifully reflected. Sometimes we see imaged, as they sail slowly neross,
long lines of water-fowl, which are ever shifting their ranks into arrow-headed
shapes and broken triangles, as the vanlted sky rings back the harsh scream
which they now and then utter, while they,

Ranged in figure wedge their way,

]nrei'ﬂp:ent u% seasons, and set forth,

Their adry caravan, liigh over seas

Flying, and over lande with mutual wing,

Easing their flight. The air

Floats as they pass, fanoed with unuumber'd plomes.

Squirrel-hunting is an exciting amnsement amongst boys in the counlry dur-
ing Autnmn ; for when the leaves have fallen from the trees, this beantiful and
graceful little animal can then be seen leaping merrily from branch to branch, or
sitting contentedly on some moss-covered bough, holding the ripe brown nufs
in his fore paws, and quite enjoying his woodland repast. What shonting, and
hallooing, and tearing of clothes, and losing of shoes, and getting entangled in the
briers, is there amongst the boys while hunting him: and no sooner has some
little fellow, after much labour, elimbed up the tree on which the squirrel is
perched, when, just as the adventurer is about to extend his hand, and, as he
thinks, seize the prize by the bushy tail, at one leap, and without any apparent
effort, away bounds the squirrel to the next tree, which is probably so strong
that all the united efforts of the hunters cannot for a moment shake it. It is
only while leaping from branch to braneh, when the squirrel sometimes misses
Iiis footing, and falls upon thie ground, that there is any ¢hance of capturing him.
Then it is that a dozen hats come off like one, every boy eager to cateh, or cover
up the little animal ; and mauy a hat-crown gets crushed amid the scramble in
| their eager endeavours to seize him, Searcely any bird forms a mors beautifnl

nest than the squirrel. The moss and leaves, and the fibres of trees, are all
| neatly interwoven together, and generally placed so artfully at the fork of some

branch, as to look more like a knot of the tree itself than a nest. There is
| scarcely any inhabitant of the wild wood that pays more attention to its young
! than the squirrel ; for, although they are brought forth abont the middle of June,
| the parents never leave them until the next Spring. The following exqni-
| site description of Squirrel-hunting is so truthful and life-like, that any one who

has seen & parcel of noisy boys busily pursuing the little forester, will, while

reading it, have the whole scene again as vividly before the eye, as when they

last witnessed it; although it was written above two hundred years ago, by th‘at
| most truthful of all rural landscape-painters, William Browne, from whose writ-
ings we have before made a short extract :—

A nimble squirrel from the wood,
Ranging the hedges for his filbert food,
Sits partly on abough, his brow nnuts cracking
And from the shell the sweet white kernel taking:
| When with their crooks and bags a host of boys,
T'o share with him, comewith so great a noise,
| That lie is foreed to leave & nut nigh broke,
And for his life leap to a neighbouring oak;
Thence to & beech, thence to o row of ashes;
While through the quagmires, and red water plashes,
The boys run, dabbling on through thick and thin;
One tears his hose, the other breaks his shin;
This, torn and tattered, bath, with much ado,
| Got through the briers—and that hath lost his shoe;
That drops his band, that headlong falls for haste;
Another cries bebind for being the last:
With sticks and stones, and many a rounding hollow
The little fool with no small sport they follow;

\j‘lailnr Tie, fromitree to tree, feom spray to spray,
Gets to the wood, and hides him in his dray [nest].

In whal pleasant situations do we sometimes find those old-fashioned wayside
houses, where the tall sign-post steps far out into the road, as if it had come to
meet the traveller, and tell him that there he can find both welcome and re
freshment. ‘There is something eheerful in the very creaking of the oid weather-
beaten sign, which is probably the * Blue Bell,” or the * Old Dull’s Head,” or
perchance the ** George and Dragon,” or it may ba the ** Black Bear;” for these
are among the most ancient emblems of mine hest. Tt s gencrally a long, low
house, with a bay-window, or two, projecting out, along the angles of which com-

have o pretty view up the road or over the fislds, which you have not twics to

there is a seat batween the pillars, which arve painted with green or red-and-white
chccqsm‘s,_ or sometimes encireled with a rose-tree, woodbine, or jasmine. Facing
the bay-window, is a long trongh filled with clear water, near to which stand cu-
rious baskets, placed on lnng slender legs, ready to contain a few handfuls of hay
or corn, in ease the traveller should not echoose to have his steed stabled. Either
beside this trough, looking up and down the road, or in the centre of the porch,
stands the healthy-looking landlord, with his pipe in his mouth, ever ready to
glve a weleome good-day to his customers. The bar, in which his pretty
daughter, perhaps, presides, is a perfect pattern of cleanliness and tidiness :
everything, down to the very bird-cage, is as clean as hands can make them ; and
It would fill 4 catalogue to enumerate all the things which are stowed away in
that small space. But it is the great, ample, and sanded kitchen which attracts

fortable seats ave placed in the inside, so that, on whichever side you louk, you |

glance at to tell yon that you are at last far away in the country. The door-way
is generally covered in with a poreh, with its pent-house roof; und on each side |

the eye of the cold and hungry wayfarer. Oh! how different to a smoky, beer-
deluged tap-room ; for it is here where mine host and his family dine, excepting
on rarve occasions. The floor, though sanded, is white and dry ; the tables have
also been scoured with free-stone ; and he who has walked ten miles cannot re-
frain from throwing hungry glances at the juicy hams, aud large flitches which are
hnng around the wall. Then, the cooking utensils, of brass, copper, or block-
tin, all wear such a bright and tempting appearance, that you ecannot help look-
Ing first at them, then at the couple of plump pullets which are pecking about
the door, and the ham which has just been eut of, and the sweet-looking greens
which you catch a glimpse of through the window in the garden; and, taking
off your hat, and rearing up your stick, you have a glass of ale and a crust of
bread and cheese, while these good things are in preparation.  After this, you
spumter about for an honr or two, and the landlord, finding that you ave abont
“to dine with him, shows you over his garden, orchard, or stables, points out his
choicest trees, tells yon the quantity of fruit each has borne ; and so you while
away a pleasant hour ; enjoy a comfortable dinner; and, when refreshed and
rested, proceed on your journey again, with a light and happy heart.

Sometimes, in the twilight at evening, you coms unaware upon a group of gip-
sles, who are now huddled around the large eamp-fire, which throws a warm
glow upon their nut-coloured while their black eyes roll upon yon
like rounded beads as you pass. On turniog the corner of the village, you see the
blacksmith’s ruddy forge, and the conntry gossips who assemble nightly around
the smithy fire, to talk over the news of the day. You meet with quiet foot-
passengers, who exchange afriendly “ good night "—or a light cart hurries past
you at a brisk pace, filled with a merry party, who are returning either from
market or a visit ; and you hear their joyous laughter ringing upon the silence,
until the clapping of a gate, or the barking of a dog, next arrests your attention.
And you wander on, long after *“ twilight grey

1 Hes in her sober livery all things clad

until, high above the dim wood-erowned hill, * Hesperus that leads the starry
host™ appears with dazzling front upon the blue vault of Heaven ; her beauty
cnly dirnmed when the Moon,

Rising in clouded majesty, at ength

Apparent (ueen, unveils her |INITPN\ light,

And o'er the dark her gilver mantle throws.
You wander along in wonder, while gazing npon those mysterious worlds which lie
mapped out upon the fuce of Heayven, revolving round and round for evermore—
for, whether inhabited or silent, we know not—for Ife who formed them and hung
them in the vast realms of never-ending space, alone knoweth * their end and
aim.™




In the stovmy east-wind straining,
Th Fale yellow woods are waning,
i]

The

WiNpy, rainy, dark November, which scems as it sent purposely to make ns more
in love with home., What o roaring there Is now in the woods—what a rattling
of branches and clashing together of great grey iren bonghs, that groan again in
their mighty agony, s the storm tries in vain to tear them from their gnarled and
lotty stems, The strenns foam and dash sand hnrry on in their headlong course,

as if they had now no canse to linger—mo flowers to mirror back—no green shady |

Sprays to cover them, but were eager to reach their Jjonrney’s end, and empty
themselyes into river or sea, to eseape from the blinding rain that Is ever coming
down heavily. The gardens have a desolate and dreary look ; and if a flower still
inger behind, it looks like a mourner bending over a grave, and envying the
dead that lie below : it seems lost in the world without its companions, and yon
are glad when it is gone,

Novermbir isthe pioneer of Winter : he marches foremost, and gathers all {he
decayed leaves into dark hollows and dreary places, where they lic to be blown
and snown upon, until the work of decay and death is completed. The song-hirds

£ -

ieoad stream in its banks complaining,
Heavily the low tky raining,

Texayson.

that gladdened onr woads and hills ara now ar away over {he sea: the twitler of
the swallows no longer fulls upon the ear between {he showers, a3 it did in Spring ;
nor is there even the murmuring of a bee to vary the monotonous moaning of the
wind, and the dull dead plashing of the rain. “The cattle stand disconsolate be-
side the leafless hedges, Iooking wistfully towards the well-stored furm-yard, as if
wondering why they are kept so long from the snug, warm, and well-filled stall.
The woodman drags his way wearily towards the forest, trying in vain to whistle
the cheerful tnnes which seemed to shorten his jonrney in Spring, and rlad when
the short day has drawn to a close. There i3 a ragged and vagrant look abont
the clonds, and they seem to wander homeless about the sky, as if they had no
resting-place, but were driven hither and thither at the will of that harsh Over-
seer the wind.  Snch are the objects we piek ont amid the gloomy shadows of
November ; but there are spots in the picture which are not whelly dark, aud
these we will now turn to—seenes which lay on the outskirts of  the forest world
of shade"—
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The gleamy vales,
And sunny lawns, and streams in hazy light,
Glittering, when that peculiar stillness reigns
As Nature kept a Sabbath ; when the leaf
Shed from the acrinl pray, scarce quivering drops
Through the lulled atmosphera.

The Antumn has torn down the green eurtains of Summer. She has revealed
little morsels of beantiful landseape which had long been shut out, patches of
green flelds, and stretehes of winding roads, the white-washed front of a distant
cottage, or the grey spire of some remote village chureh, which all 5 3t long

hiounds for an hour and a half, We have onee or twice in ounr lives, while so-
Journing at a lonely road-side inn, come in contact with thet picturesque and
noeturnal character—an  Earth-stopper; who, with his little pony, terriers,
lanthorn, spade, and mattocks, has just pulled up to drink his pint, befure be sets
ont on his nightly ronnd. Poor old fellow! on the night which precedes a
hunt, he is compelled either to turn out of his warm bed, or leave his comfort-
able fireside, and, while the fox is out feeding, to stop up the entrance of his bur-
row or hole; so that when Reynard returns, he sces the door of his house
closed, and is compelled to find a shelter where he can. Sometimes the old

had Dbeen hidden behind the trees. Between the openings of the naked boughs
wa see where the vales dip down, and thehills rise up.  We see many beanties in
the form of the surronnding landscape which have long been concealed. We ob-
serve the forms of theevergreens which had been dwarfad by their taller brethren
of the grove ; we see numberless nests in the hedges and bushes which we have
frequently looked into during the Summer, without being able to discover any-
thing more than the dark masses of leaves. We observe a beauty in the group-
ing and falling of the berries and wild frults which hang upon the branches, and
marvel that their elegant forms have never before arrested the glance ; and, above
all, the eye s attracted by the number of strange birds which are continually
coming over to winter with us. We discover that a flock of sheep in a green
turnip-fleld, with the distant hayrick, the thatched shed, the picturesque fence,
and the pond of water which the naked trees overhiang, would, if well painted,
torm a pretty foreground in a pieture of Antumn. The few hard winter apples
that are stillleft upon the trees, though only a few weeks ago they seemed to set
the teeth on edge by looking at them, have now a rather tempting look ; and wa
perceive that the dark pm&ple berries of the ivy are in keeping with the sombre
green of the closely-matted leaves, and the beautiful colours of the fungi that
still remain now attract our attention. We see many a rieh tint in the falling
acorns, and trace in the surrounding mosses forms and colours as beantiful and
delicate as may be found in the choicest flowers; and sometimes, when the
weather is mild, we discover flowers that are again blowing, although they have
none of the fragrance of Spring. And in such spots—
The bramble bends

Beneath its jetty load; the bazel haugs

With auburn bunches, dipping in the stream

That sweeps along, and atens to oerflow

The leaf-strewn banks,
from which the piping winds are ever sweeping thonsands of the “ pale and hec-
tic leaves” into the torrent, Naked and leafless us the woods now nearly are,
there is something grand about the great November wind, uplifting its mighty
voice, and pealing like an organ through these ancient cathedrals of Nature—
these huge temples which God’s own hand erected. Whocan walk beneath those
wide-spread avennes—that vaulted and trellised roof—those gigantic pillars,
which the hand of man reared not—the silent work hip of th is of Sum-
mer nights, without feeling that they are in the presence of Him by whom all
things were ereated ? Who can look upon the mountains and hills, the workman-
ship of His hunds, then glance at the little piles which the builder Man erected,
without acknowledging how feebleis the human arm compared to the Power that

1 those stupend ts ? Nature is ever beantiful. Even now the

reeds are rocked, and wave their plumy heads beside the forest brook, and we
sea a grace in their form and motion, which was lost when the leaves of Summer
threw their shadows over the scene. The tall bulrush, that feathered chieftain
of lake and mere, now dances his sable plume upon the wind, and proudiy over-
looks the vassal-like reeds which rustle abont his feet. The fallen leaf sails upon
the carrent, like a fairy bark sporting with every whirling eddy it meets with by
the way—then, darting along sgain with eager speed, as if to make up for the
time it had lost. What a babbling the brook here makes, seeming to hold Fsrlay
with the pebbles which have checked its course, then mutlering to itself as it
rolls along to whera the stem of the mighty tree, which the wind hath torn up by
the roots, lies prostrate, and athwart its channel, and there it chafes and ehurns,
and vents its wrath in maddening foam, and endeavours in vain to overleap the
bulky barrier. What a desolate air hangs around the rnins of that old wooden
bridge, which years ago has been impassable ; what pilesof moss and weeds have
gathered around the dark and slimy planks, some of which rock and sway be-
neath th? foree of the torrent, and, though shorn of their strength, still defy its
power; for—

The piles that they stand on are green with decay,
And halfl buried with weeds that to and fro sway
1n the eddy and foam, both by night and by day.

Sometimes the landscape is enlivened during this month by the loud whoop
and holloo of the fox-hunters; and we see streaming along the hill-side the
mounted horsemen in their scarlet coats, while the mottled hounds show like a
patch of dusky white upon the sloping shoulder of the nplands. Away they
sweep over hedge and fence in their headlong career—they pass the mill—they
leap and swim the brook; they are shut out for a moment by the large farm
which rises up on the edge of the valley ; then away they burst again in the di-
rection of the little hamlet which they can just distingunish by the tapering spire
that “ points its tapering finger to the sky.” DBut see, they are at fault! Rey-
nard has doubled somewhere baside yonder little coppice, and for & time bidden
defiance to all his pursuers. That cold eastern wind is unfavourable to the
scent.

In our eye, the fox is a beautifully formed animal ; and we have never seen
his red skin and bushy tail sweeping through the brown fern, or gliding stealthily
along the edge of the forest, without a fecling of delight; for he is, beyond doubt,
one of the oldest inl of our ient British woods. IHe went prowling
about the roots of our primeval oaks, with his broad head and sharpened snout,
ages before a Roman galley ever grazed the pebbles upon our beach ; for we find
nis fossil remains amongst those of extinet animals, which, doubtless, lived in
England long before the early Cymry sailed through the misty ocean, and named
anr coast ** the country of sea-cliffs,” Even then he burrowed in the ground
during the day, and ranged abroad in the night, prowling about the forest-homes
of the first ancient settlers, who erected their huts in the wild solitude of our
zloomy old woods, aad who, for aught we know, piled up the giant relics of
stoneheng He is fated, in our mind, with many undated changes, and
nas & great claim on our respect for his antiqnity alone, True, the fox i3 a thief;
out it must live somehow; and who can tell what lesser vermin it may
Jdestroy, to make up for the few dozens of poultry which it cecasionally
sarriesoff 2 That the fox isan affectionate mother we have proof, as she has been
seen to carry off one of her cubs in hier mouth, even when the hounds have been
o pursnit of her: she has thus boldly endangered her life to save her young.
Such a trait as this surely makes up for & thousand petty delinquencies.  She is
very partial to rabbits, and woe be to the warren onthe ledge of which she is
ioented, When the fox sleeps, he coils himselt round likea dog ;5 he has agreat ob-
jeetion to Yight, and few animals can see better in the twilight or dark than he
can. The fox has before now been known to run twenty-tive miles withont a
cheek, and in several Instauces which are on record has keptthe lead of the

Larth-stopper has to make a circle of miles, and it is only in the middle of the
night that his work can be done, for were he to stop the earths either early in the
evening or in the morning, he would be likely enongh to fasten up the fox in his
burrow, instead of keeping him out, that he may be in readiness when the
hunters meet. It is the Earth-stopper’s business to become acquainted with
every hole which the fox hides in; and while he is out feeding, to stop these
places up with thorns, furze-bushes, earth, or stones ; so that during the hunt on
the following day the fox may not be able to run under the earth, and baffle the
hounds; and many a wintry night is the old man out alone, following this
cheerless occupation. I am no advocate of fox-hunting; I like to see its black
feet pattering throngh the fallen leayes, for I have always thonght it unfair that
there should be 50 many men, horses, and hounds, to one poor fox. Itis so un-
21: that old English system of fair play, which allows only of one enemy at &
8.

Frequently during Antumn the heavy rains which deseend flood the low eoun-
tries beside rivers for miles around, sometimes breaking throngh the embank-
ments before any one is prepared for such a disaster, and rushing into the fields
where the cattle are still left to pick np what they can. A strange appearance
does a couniry present thus laid suddenly under water. You see cottages and
hayricks half buried ; hedges, whose outlines you can only trace by the topmost
twigs which risa above the surface; and far out to the foot of the opposite hills,
what was but a faw doys ago a green open landseape, s now, with the exeeption
of a few half-buried objects, one wide watery sceng. TFootpaths and gates are no
longer visible; you can only tell where the broad brown level highway went wind-
ing along, by the marks of some particnlar tree that grew here and there
beside it:—and where the hay and straw and broken boughs have drifted and
lodged against the trees, or the uncovered tops of the higher hedges ; there water-
rats and water-shrews, and mice of all descriptions, and weazels and ferrets,
friends and foes, all huddled together, may be found sheltering, and at peace, amid
the terrors ereated by snch a wide spreading deluge. Here the naturalist may
meet with objects which he has hunted for in vain for years, for all that burrows
underground, conceals itself amid the reed-covered banks, or hides nnder the
thick entangling hedgerows, is now pelled to brave the nnwel light of day,
for everything excepting man possesses the power of swimming for a considerable
time ; he alone finds it difficult to * keep his head above water.”

This is the end of Autumn, and so few materials does the month present that I
must draw upon one of my former works for the conclusion. ** We now hear the busy
flail in the barn, as the thrasher pursues his monotonouns task from day to day,
never lacking company, for he is surronnded by the whole family of fowls, who
are ever ready to hunt up a neglected ear that has escaped from his hearty blows.
In the farmyard, we see the cattle standing knee-deep in the broken straw which
the thrasher has turned ount, and lowing wistfully over the fence, as if they won-
dered what Summer had done with all its green, and seeming to say, as plainly
as they can speak, that they like not the dry provender which is given to them,
and care not how soon they are again ankle-deep in the rich luxuriant grass.
We have now rainy days and foggy nights, that come so sudden and thick over
the landscaps we can scarcely see ‘our way before us.’ Travellers take the
wrong road ; and farmers, who have stayed a little too late at the market-town
tavern, get into no end of queer bridle-paths, and all at once find themselves
anywhere excepting ‘at home.” Lamps in the streets bewilder one terribly,
and it would be diffieult to tell of our *whereabout,” where it not for the old
men, who eonugh one against the other as they pass, and give us warning that we
are near the lans or turning which they are abont to enter—The fogs now
close around one like a great coat that has been steeped in the river, seeming to
fit all the better because no one can see it, bnt wrapping us all over in its un-
comfortable cold—and we for the twentieth fime discover that our own
humble hearths are mora comfortable than the crowded and fashionable rooms
we have just quitted.”
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Full knee-deep lies the winter snow,
And the winter winds are wearily sighing
Toll ye the church-bell sad and slow

And tread goftly,
For the old ;‘!ar'l
'nosk who have read that exquisite little song of Shakspeare’s, at the close of
* Love's Labour Lost ”—and who is there thgt has not?fmu lne\'er forget the
Jerfect and finished wintry picture which every line presents, The
clcles are first seen hanging beside the wall like great long, cold, bright-pointed
ipear-heads, which, only to look at, canses Dick, tha shepherd, to blow his tin-
tling nails more eagerly; to stamp, and jump, and shake off the clonted snow
from his heavy shoes, as he beats his numbed feet npon the ground. Tom, who
ia seated beside the large old yawning kitehen fire-place, jumps up as if he were
tuuck, by the ,l’maa of a cross-bolt, whien he sces Marian enter, with her nose
“red and raw,” her milk starred and frozen, in the clean white pail, running
lown over the bright, cold, polished hoops, on which it has congealed, like
besded pearls. Tom wants no ing; but, leaping up, with a “God a
merey,” hurries off to the log-honze, and, shouldering a o.onpl?: of such mighty
-)lnd:ksll as could only be burnt in the huge old-fashioned fire-places of Shaks-
peare’s day, rushes into the large hall without ceremony, well nigh stnmbling
wer the great shagey stag-hound, which lies stretched out at the foot of the ald
Knight, who, seated in his high-bacled oaken chair, watches the sparks, as they
o dancing above the quaintly-fashioned hand-ir.ns, up the wide dark chimney,
wnd ribs s hands for very cold.  Without, the wind is blowing, bleak and bitter,
}vhistling round the gable-ends of the ancient mansion, yet scarcely turning the
rozen weathercock,
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anil speak low,
ies a.dying.

TrsNys0N.

ways,” the birds sit shivering and brooding in the snow—ecold, with all their
feathers, and scarcely able to peck the frozen berries, thongh their pointed
beaks are rendered sharper by hunger. Sunday comes, and in the old, cold,
grey country church, where the fizures of Knights are freezing in icy mail, as
their grim effigies lie stretched out with folded hands, the old Knight, having
left his hall, and his log fire, can scarcely hear a word the parson says, for the
loud and incessant coughing. One aisle coughs against the other; north
answers sonth—the sonnd is contagious ; it is eaught in the chancel, and all the
ronnded periods of the old Divine are lost amid that never-ceasing chorns ; and
the old Koight is thankful when he again places his feet npon his own bearth,
and sees his bowl of smoking lambs-wool placed before him, on the surface of
whiclt the roasted crabs bob and hiss, as they are popped in hot, from the red
logs which Tom had piled npon the fire, Outside, the staring owl is crying
Y To-whit, too-whoo,” somewhere abont the red-bricked twisted chimnies.
Such is the pictura which the immortal Poet has drawn of Winter in twelve brief
lines, each of whi:h wonld form a text for a longer passage than we have written
48 i@ sumimnary of tha whale.

Now the brief duys are cold, clicerless, and gloomy ; the woods are naked and
desolate ; there is a sad, leaden, melancholy colecur about the sky; the open
country is silent, the fields are empty, the lanes abandoaed by the village chil-

while beside the hedges, which stratch along the *foul ' dren, and, excepting the robin, yon hear not the voice of a bird amid the whole



landscape. Yon wander on in the direction of the village, and there, upon the
large frozen pond, surronnded by a fow aged willows, yon behold a group of
hardy rustics amusing themselves with the healthy cxercise of sliding, and
making a strange, hollow, and unearthly sound, as they run upon the ice. You
sea the sportsman far off, with his dogs and gun, and behold the white smoke
rolling beside the hedge in the valley, while the report awakens the low and
sleeping echoes. Further on, along the frozen and cheerless road, you see the
village earrier’s grey tilted cart, rocking between the naked hedgerows, as it
moves slowly on past the cold white gnide-post, by the embankment which is
covered with withered and hoary grass, beside the long plantation where the
snow is piled beneath the dark green fir trees, past the reedy pool where the
flags stand with their sharp frozen edges, looking as if they wonld cut like a
sabre, so cold, keen, and pieveing do they appear,

Dreary wenld December be, did it not bring with it merry Christmas, with its
holly, and ivy, and mistletoe, throngh the leaves of which peep the searlef, and
purple, and dull white berries, giving a green and snminer appearance to our rovms,
and throwing a cheerfulness avound our hearths,  We see the laden coach rolling
past onr window, piled high with game, hares, and pheasants, and great white
meese, and black turkeys, whose plumage the wind blows back as they swing sns-
pended from the roof; conjuring up visions of huge comfortable fires, well-
spread tables, and happy faces, all congregated to do honour to good Old Christ-
mas, whom Southey has beautifnlly drawn as seated beside the high-heaped
hearth in his great armed-chair, watching the children at their sports, or pansing
at times to stir the huge tive, and every now and then sipping the bright brown
ale. For nights before the happy season arrives, we hear the village bells, awa-
kening the surrounding silence by their silver musie, and throwing a cheerful
sound over the wild wintry landscape. When the morning of that old and holy
day arrives, we hear the rustic waits chanting some simple Christmas carol, as
they s*and in the grey moonlight, at the front of the picturesque parsonage-louse,
telling how Christ was on that day born, and that while shepherds were attend-
ing their flocks by night, the Angel of the Lord descended, and proclaimed
tidings of peace and good-will to all mankind. How plaintive and tremulous do
those old chants fall upon the ear, sinking noiselessly and peacefully into the
heart, and fllling the soul with a holy and reverential awe ; and, while the cock
from the neighbouring farm makes answer to the carol of the village waits, we
recall that exquisite passage of Shakspeare, in which, alluding to some old super-
stition, he says:

Some say, that ever "gainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour's birth i eclebrated,
This bird of dawning singeth all night long.

Or we turn to those bye-gone times, so beautifully and feelingly described by
Irving, who says :—* Christmas sgemed to throw open every door, and unlock
every heart. It bronght the peasant and the peer together, and blended all ranks
in one warm generous flow of joy and kindness. The old hulls of castles and

manor-houses resonnded with the harp and the Christmas earol, and their ample |

hoards groaned with the weight of hospitality. Even the poorest cottage wel-
comed the festive season with green decorations of bay and holly ; the cheerful
fire glanced its rays through the lattics, inviting the passenger to raise the latch
aml join the gossip knot huddled round the hearih, beguiling the long evening
with legendary jokes and oft-told Christmas tales.”

In onr eye, Christmas never looks so beautiful as when it has been nshered in
by snow, and frost, and rime; when the thatehed roofs of the cottages arve
whitened over, and the branches of the trees are laden with feathery flakes;
when the ivy that covers the grey and weather-beaten church-porch Is half
buried beneath the weight of acenmulated snow, as if

Nature, in awe to Him,

Had doffed her gaudy teim,

With her great Master so to sympathise,
Hiding her guilty front with inuocent anow.

Such a scene, witnessed nnder one of those cold, clear, Llua skies which some-

times hangs over the earth in December, with the cottage chimmies sending up |

their columns of pale silver smoke, and a group of happy faces emerging from

the ancient village church, sighing or smiling alternately as they recognise a |

child or a relation who has walked miles to bid them a merry Christmas—or, as
they glance at the surrounding graves, and think of those who will never more
sit at the higli-piled table, over which the mistletos branch again hangs, as it did
in the days of old, Scott, in the following lines, has graphically described these
ancient festivities :—

The fire, with well-dried logs :uptF'Iied\.
Went roaring up the chimney wide;
The huge bull-table’s oaken Ince,
Scrubbed till it shone, the time to grace
Tiose then upon its massive bonnd

No mark to part the Squire and Lond.
Then was brought in tne lusty brawn
By old blue. coated serving-man

Then the grim boar's head frowned on high,
Crested with bays and rosemary.

England was merry England when

(1d Christmas brought his sparts again :
"Twas Christmas broached the mightiest ale,
'Twas Christmas told the merriest tale;

A Christmas gnnbol oft would cheer

The poor man's heart through hall the year.

Those who have looked upon the shadows of the trees as they are reflected
upon the gronnd at this season of the year, eannot fail at being struck by the beau-
tifnl forms which they present. Lvery twig and branch is as clearly made ont
as if drawn with a dark pencil upon white paper ; there you see endless patterns
for embroidery and netting—open-work, square, or diamond-shaped threads,
that seem to run into squares and ovals, erossing and turning in every imaginable
form. In frosty weather, almost every object we look upon is beautifully
marked, from the ragged flakes that hang upon the moss-covered boughs—the
erimson berries, that seem encrnsted with the whitest silver—the dark leaves of
the evergreens, along which run pearly lines of frost-work—the bladed grass,
sprinkled all over with minute pearls, down to the starry and diverging rays,
which every little hollow that contained water has assumed,—all are beautiful,
But pick up the skeleton of & leaf, when only the fine fibres arve left; hold it
Letween your eye and the light, and you will confess that never did lady wear a
lace collar woven in the finest frame, of so fine and delicate a texture as the net-
work of the fallen leaf; and the graceful cup-moss, when closely examined, is
shaped in the forms of the most delicate cups, and urns, and vases, pale and
dark green, and chased with silver, and all as neatly wrought as if they had come
from the hand of the most finished artist,

Sometimes, on a fine day in December, when the snow has disappeared, there
‘3a green Spring-look about the meadows, where the grass has sprouted np
afresh beneath the Autumn rains, especially in those pastures from which the
cattle were driven away early in the season. Under the hedgerows, and among
the shady copses, peeping from amid the fallen foliage, we see the hardy leaves
of the primrose and the violet, looking as green and fresh as if it were already
the first month of Spring, for neither frost nor snow has power to destroy them
in these sheltered places. Near spring-heads, which seldom freeze, we see the
little wagtadl, the smallest bird that walks, planting one leg before the other,
and surveying everything his sharp eye alights upon, in his busy endeavour to
| pick np ameal, The larks huddle together in small partios, and seem, by their
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Wistful looks, to wish that the air was warm enough to sing in; and if an*an-
usually fine day should break out by the close of the next month, they will be
seen trying their wings a little way up amongst the trees, and scattering around
a few stray notes; and sometimes, at this season of the year, we see the porch
of a eottage wreathed with the China rose, whose pale blossoms throw ont a
faint sweet perfume, and, with the green foliage, form a Summer-like scene amid
the gloom, and cloud, and darkness of mid-Winter. The anthor of * Waverley
has left us & most graphic picture of the eanui which sometimes besets the hardy
sportsman at this season. It i3 full of minute and excellent painting, and
abonnds in those little tonches which tell that it has been struck off from the
life, and is worthy of a placs beside the little gem which we have commented
npon at the opening of the present month.

When dark Dacember glooms the day,

And takes onr Autumn joya awny ;

When shart and seant the sunbenn throws
Upon the weary waste of snows

A cold and profitless regard,

Like patron on a needy hard
When sylvau sceapation’s done,

Andl o’¢r the chimney rests the gun,
Aud hang in idle trophy, near,

The game, pouch, ﬂah.ax-m]’, and spear
When wiry terrier, rough and grim,

And greshound with his length of limb
And pointer, now empl no more,
Cumber our parlour’s narrow floor

When in his stall the impatient steed

I long condemned to rest and feed;
When from our snow-encircled home,
Searce cares the hardiest step to roam,
Since path is none, save that to bring
The necdinl water from the spring;
When wrinkled news-page, twice conned o'er
Tegniles the weary hour no more,

And darkling politician erossed,

Inveichs against the lingering post;

And answering housewife sore complaing
OF earriers’ snow-impeded wains;—
When such the country cheer, I eome,
Well-pleased, to seek our city home,

The kitehen garden is worth peeping into at this time, when there is so little to
be seen in the out-of-door world. The earthed-up celery beds have a fresh and
green appearance, and the lettuces which were planted late, wear a healthy
Spring look ; while cauliflowers, kale, brocoli, cabbages, and greens of every
description, have now a crispy and tempting tenderness, which is fully appre-
ciated when they come to throw their odonr around the table, as they are placed
beside the red and jnicy ham, and the well-fed pullets. If a hare or rabbit cross
onr path, we searcely regard them with the eye of a naturalist now, but think
what a flavour there would ba about the one jugged, and the other, with a few
accessories, wrapt np under the comfortable ernst of a pie.

The rosemary flowers this month ; and there were few plants held in higher
esteam than this by our ancestors. They used it to stir np the spiced Christmas
tankard ; it was also dipped in their drinking cups at weddings, and borne before
the bridal party as they went to church. It was strewed upon the dead; and
Herrick, in allusion to these customs, says that the rosemary

Grows for two ends, it matters not at all,
Be it for wy bridal or my burlal.

T shall conelude the deseription of this month by a snow-scene, taken from my
“Pictures of Country Life,” descriptive of a ride over a cold, cheerless com-
mon ;—** Tha snow had fallen all night long, and continued throughout the day
withont ceasing. Over the wide, bleak, unsheltered common, it lay deep
and untredden, blown here and there into wild, fanciful ridges, just as the
ground rose aud fell, or where the wind had whirled it; and it was only by some
white-covered hillock of stones, a furze bush of taller growth, the remains of an
aged hawthorn, and the relics of an old finger-post, that a practisedeye was enabled
to trace the winding of the road. All around hung the low, dull, leaden-
coloured sky, so low, that, as far as the eye could strefeh, it seemed to rest
everywhere upon the snow, save where, on the furthest rim of the horizon, the
level monotony of tha line was broken by a steep slate roof, now covered with
snow ; and that was all which stood visible of the Union Workhonse, for the rest
of the building was lost in the distance. It was so cold and cheerless & day, that
not even a donkey—the hardiest defler of wind and weather—was fo be seen in
the whole wide range of the sky-bounded ecommon, for even he had sought a
shelter in some unseen hollow ; nothing stirred amid the wild solitude of that
wintry seene.”

The close of December brings with it one great consolation—the shortest day
is past, and, after a few more evenings, we shall see them slowly lengthen; and
| when the snow-drop appears, we know thab

The stormis of Wintry time will quickly pass,
And one unbounded Spring encircle all.

CCornlvy Sceneafor every Month G this Alma wek are sopitien by Thomas Milla)
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