He ploughs through

MANY of the old games, and masques, and mummings, which were in accordance |
with the simple habits of our homely forefathers, have long since passed away.
A fow only remain, out of those which it was their delight and amusement to
Wwitness; and even these are shorn of their ancient splendour; for, thongh still
pleturesque, they have a faded look, and seem no more in keeping with the
manners and customs of the present day, than the murrey-coloured coats, and
slashed doublets, and trunk hose would be, if dragged forth from the old oaken |
recesses in which they have lain, disturbed only by the moth for many a long |
yeur, and worn again by the present generation, Such as have survived I1|e|
stern mandates of Cromwell, lived through the Restoration of Charles, and
withstood all the stormy revolutions which at last settled down, when the
Honse of Hanover was securely seated upon the throne, we shall oceasionally
glance at In our descriptions of the months; for they are still within the ancient
boundary-line which every year is rapidly cutting up, and into the opening of
which the steam-boats and railroads are entering, and overturning nearly all that
is pieturesque and primitive, that has for centuries given such life and beanty to |
the rural landscapes of England.

JANUTARY, =PILOUEIE IO

DAY,

THE DESCRIPTIONS OF THE TWELVE MONTHS BY THOMAS MILLER

He ploughs the hills and ploughs tha dala,

field and fallow :

Who does not wish the Plonghmnn well,
Is but a sorry fellow.— Old Ballad,

Junuary, with its short days and long nights, though it still comes as of old,
with frost, and snow, and cold, and darkness, brings with it once a year its merry
Plough Monday, and in a few out-of-the-way country places the village streetis all
astiv with the little erowd of gaping rusties, just as it was, except for the
changes in costume and architecture, three or four centuries ago. The old
fiddler, who dates every incident in his life from the many country wakes,
feasts, and statutes he has attended, is again In requisition, although the snow
lies deep npon the ground ; the drum, which only sounds at the clnb-feast, or on
such occasions as these, is again dragged from its hiding-place; and sometimes
the old-fashioned pipe and tabor, which have been blown and beaten by the
descendunts of the same family, through many generations, are called in to
awaken the sleeping echoes of winter. You lear the noisy group long before
they hieave into sight along the winding lane, engirded witly its high and leafless
hedges—green only where the ivy trails, or the prickly holly shoots up ; they are
annonneed by the lond huzzas which rend the air, and are followed by all the
loiterers who have congregated from the villages for miles around.

Heralding the way, come the healthy-looking round chubby-faced country lads,
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waving their hats and caps, regardless of the cold ; their heavy boots erunching
the snow at every step, and their hard naked hands nearly blue or purple
through exposure to the frosty air. They are followed by pipe and fabor, fiddle
and drum. Then appears a strong healthy-looking ploughman, with his heavy
ankle boots, worsted stoekings, stout corduroy breeches, and thick plush waist-
coat, over whiel he wears a gown, borrowed for the occasion of Nunny or Moily,
and the skirt of which he generally tueks up under his waisteoat until he enters
the village, to keep it from draggling; and thus arrayed, with bonnet and cap on
head, he comes daneing along, about as gracefully as a brown shiggy bear, and
rattling the money-box, which he carries in his hand, at every step, for he is the
Betsy, so famous in the olden time as the chief figurante on a Plongh Monday.
Next follows the plongh, drawn by ten or a dozen stout countrymen, by ropes
cither thrown over their shoulders or fastened around their waists, while their
hats or whita smock-frocks are decorated with ribbons of almost all colours, amid
which are placed bunches of ears of corn; he who guides the plough being orna-
mented like another Ceres, and, donbtless, like her, intended to represent the em-
blem of plenty. Next appear the threshers with their flails, and reapers with their
looks, waggoners with long whips dangling over their shoulders; bringing before
the eye the whole procession of harvest, from the plougher, the sower, the
reaper, the thresher, down to the dusty miller, who has covered himsell with an
t‘!rilliﬂ c:]mt of meal for the occasion, and has come to take toll out of the proceeds
of the day.

While writing, the scene rises before the eye as distinetly as when in our boyish
days, above twenty years ago, we stood a happy speetator, regurdless of Winter—

Cloathed all in freiza.
Chatlering his teeth for eald, that did him chill §
Whilst on lis hoaey beard his breath did freeze.—BPERSETL

Wa again see the big farm-house, with its ivy-covered porch, inwhich the jolly far-
mer, with his top-boots, blue coat, and pipe in mouth, stood beside his buxom and
merry-faced wife, looking on with as muchapparent pleasureas the little children,
who rested with their handson the topmost and frost-covered bar of the gate which
they had climbed. What he dropped into ** Betsy " the ploughman’s box, fell with
a heavy sound, cansing the bonneted bearer to rattle it with extra force, and to
eut a variety of most nnlady-like capers. Then came the great brown jug, piled
high with foaming mighty ale, which seemed quite & load even for the strong
arms of the stont dairymaid who bore it; little Jack, the farmer’s boy, followed
with large drinking-horns, and a basket filled with such huge hunehes of bread
and cheess as showed that the worthy giver knew right well how to medsure o
plonghman’s appetite. Then pipe and tabor, and drom and violin, were mute
for several minutes, and all the sound heard, excepting an occasional hnzza, was
like that of a dozen horses crunching and feeding together. The jug was again
refilled and emptied ; and so they passed on from house to house until they at
last came to one where a noted miser resided. They knocked at the door—there
was no answer, *“ Betsy " rattled his bex louder than ever, buf no one came;
drum, tabor, pipe, and violin thundered and sereamed in vain; hnzza after
hnzza was sent forth by the assembled crowd, but excepting a stealthy peep
from behind the blind, and which would have cost the waiting-maid her place
had she been discovered by the old eurmudgeon, no other sign of lifs appearcd
within., * Gee-ho! Come-up ! exclaimed the man who held the stilts or handles
of the plough, and in & moment the deep bright share was into the ground:
backwards and forwards it went, cutting deeper, and the men pulling stronger at
every furrow they made, until the whole lawn at the front of the miser's house
lay brown, bare, and ridgy as a newly-ploughed field.

When the mischief was done the old miser made his appearauce,
threatened the plonghman with law, imprisonment, transportation ; but no one
seemed to advocate his canse. It was an old enstom thus, to plough up the
ground at the front of the doors of those who gave not “largess” on Plough
Mondsy ; nor do we remember & single instance of prosecution for the mis-
demeanour. Steh abuses, however, we doubt not, have been instromental in
abolishing these old and useless customs, What we have hers presented is a
faithful portraiture of rural England only twenty years ago; und there are still,
we balieve, & few green quiet corners in onr island, where Plough Monday Is kept
up in the present day.. We have here preserved the outling of a faint and faded
picture, the rich colonringof which began to decay from the very hour when Crom-
well and his Roundlieads shut up the ancient gallery of old English amusements.
It was opened again at the restoration of Charleés; but the damp and the mildew
had settled down npon it. A new race of men had sprung up, and a mighty
clinge, which is still advancing, bepan to show itsell throughout the land—
the merry England of our forefathers was growing into the working and thinking
England in which we now live.

and

The race of yore,
Who danced onr infiancy upon their koee,
And told our marvelling boy hood legends store,
OF their strange ventures happ'd by land or sea 5
Tlaw are they blotted feem tha things that be [ —SCOTT.

Few, unless they are well versed in geology, would dredm of the appearanca
which onr island presented in those early years that have passed away un-
numbered by man, but which have left traces of their existence beneath the
hills and vallies we daily tread. The landscape, which at this season of the year
is leafless, and sometimes buried in its winding-sheet of snow, was thousands of
years ago adorned with flowers, and fruits, and trees which now only blossom
and ripen, and wave in the far-off sunny lands of the East. Then the huge
hippopotamus wallowed in our rivers, and the mammoth and the mastodon
shook those old (and ages ago buried) forests beneath their fread. Io the ex-
cavations of railways, in the very heart of onr ancient hills, and in the deep
beds of onr beantiful rivers, do we find the remains of these extinel monsters.
“The dam and its offspring sometimes buried side by side, a convineing proof that
here the young was once bred, lived, and died. Amid the giant forns of this
carly world, which have dwindled down to the knee-deep bracken through which
we now tread, did the striped and sabre-toothed tiger couch, ages before his
angry growl ever fell upon any human ear. Then the great-cave bear went
prowling about our island ; and herds of wolves and jackals pursued the maned
and shaggy bison through the forest fastnesses. The huga elk, whose remaing
have been discovered, and the span of whose antlers from the tip of each horn
was above thirteen feet, fed upon our hills, and stooped down to drink by the
sides of onr rivers, in those undated ages; for the shadow of mian hiad not as
yet been mirrored upon the face of those waters. Birds, whose gaudy plumage
isnow only to be seen in tropical forests, then plumed themselves in the sun-
shine on the boughs of such trees as mever again threw their green shadows
over that deep-buried and nntrodden soil. Then cur island was houseless, our
seas mastless, nor had the print of any human foot as yet indented the sand
upon our shore, Such a knowledge as this, wherever we sy wander, never
causes us to feel solitary ; to vary a few lines by Keats:

though
Keen fitful lf.“m‘ are whispering here and there,
Among the bushes, halt leafless and dry
‘And stars look very cold about the sky,
And we liand wany miles ou fuot to fire:

Yei felt we little of the colil bleak air,

Or of the dead leaves rostling drearily :
Orof those silver Iamps that burnt on high,
Or of the distance from home's pleasant lair.

Wild, silent, and uninhabited have we found places which we have traversed in
England during winter in our own day—the far-extending cliff country of
Lincolnshire, backed by the high and villageless wold, that seemed in the distance
to go climbing up until it was lost in the grey and leaden-coloured sky. On the
huge table-lands which ascended, ledge ahove ledge, telling where for ages the
locked-up waters had remained stationary, we have seen the snow lie white,
deep, silent, and untrodden, just as it had been blown over the broad and
shelterless valligs, and left there, height above height, like alp on alp. The
flocks of sheep, that picked up a scanty subsistence in summer on those stony
Dbarriers of dried-up oceans, had been driven miles away by the herdsman into
the lowlands ; and thus all along the ridges of those high and silent wolds no
living object, excepting some solitary bird, was seen to move. Neither hedge,
nor shed, nor fence were there on that high and heaving ridge of wild hills, nor
aught which bore sizn or imprint of the hand of man. 'The few naked trees that
hung leaning over the steep precipice-like ledges, leoked as if they had been
washed there ages ago, and left motionless one above the other by the sudden
subsiding of those mighty waters. The gathering night, and the blinding snow-
storm, with the howling wind blowing full in lis face, would even now malke the
stout heart of a stranger quail, if, unacquainted with the country, he found
lhimeelf there alone in the dusky close of a cold brief January day.

Along the woods, along the moorish fens,

Bighs the sad gonius of the coming storm §

Aud up among tho loose disjeinted cliffs,

And fracturcd mountains wild, the brawling brook
Aud cave presageful, send u liollow mosn,
Resountding lopg in list'ning fancy’sear —TIOMSON.

Descending from those heights, we came to the banks of old lonely rivers,
whose waters were only ploughed by the keel of the fowler’s boat, while be,
stretelied out at the botfom, glided in silence along, between the high armies of
tull and tufted reeds, and sharp-edged water-flags, that glittered like scimitars
through the hoar-frost ; and tail naked rows of osiers whose stocks or roots were
buried beneath the snow, until e arrived within shot of the whole flock of wild
fowl, when, springing up on the sudden, like an appavition, bang went both his
barrels in a t, making a sudden plash npon the surface of the water,
which the next minute was eovered with the feathered bodies ofthe wounded and
the slain, You saw the smoke rolling awasy like a silvery cloud above the
heads of the tufted bulrushes—heard the echees of his gun die along the
hill-side—jnst canght the low lapping of the water as it was disturbed by the
motion of his boal—then, saving the wind that whistled over the frozen sedge
and Blew bleakly through the naked willows, all again was still.

Yon wander along by the road-side spring, which is never frozen over, and ses
the little wagtail striding abont, the very smallest of all our birds, which appears
not to have its legs tied, which looks as if it scorned to go hopping along like
many of the feathered race, but boldly lifts up one foot after the other, and
strufs, and looks aronnd, as if it were marching at the head of a whole regiment
of wagtails, True to the country in which Le was bred, he disdains to
number himselt among the feathered gentry who hurry off, long before the
approach of winter, to seel a warmer climate; but, like his companion the
robin, he braves our severest seasons, and frusting to chance and his own
industry, picks np his living as hie best can, about spring-heads and walter-conrses,
where a few insects are still to be found; and so between hunting for a living,
sleeping, and amusing himself, he wiles away the dull winter, until spring
throws her primrose-coloured garment over the sky.,

The only sound, except the wind, that appearsto give a voica to the wintry
landscape, is the murmuring of the river : when that is frozen over and silent, it
seems a8 if the pulse of nature had ceased to beat—as if the last stir of life was
motionless—earthed as in a grave; that Hope had at last sunk down in very
despuir—she who had so long

Pationt with bow’d head sitent stocd,
And on her golden anchor feant,

And wateli'd lLelow the sleeping flood,
Whers winter, 'mid the dieariment,

Half-lnried in the diifted enow,
Lay sleeping on the frozen ﬁ:-tmnﬁ;
Unheeding how the wind did blow,
Bitter and bleak on all around.
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BRUARY,=VALENTINE

Twas on the morn of Valentine, when birds begin to prate,

Dama Durdon’s servant-maids and men, d°d0 l.umﬁ betake a maie.
Thura was Moll aod Bot, and Dolland Tot, aud Dorothy dragele. tuil,
And Kato who was a clurming girl 1o earry the milking-pail.

FEBRRUARY brings with it Valentine Day. It is the month of billing and coning
when youthful lovers have a most mysterlous affection for hearts and darts,
wingsand rings, Cupids and altars, and no end of 1| 1 SIUT d
with lace-edged paper, and borders of flowers in all kinds of nnnatural eolours,
which hang temptingly in the windows, and greatly bewilder the senses of both
youth and maiden, while they gaze. What a fluttering there is amongst young
hearts,” what & trembling bashfulness do the fairer purchasers display if the
vendor of these cherished love-tokens cl to be a hand yonu pman,
assuring him, should he request permission to write the address, that they
have only purchased it to please a young friend, and that on no acconnt shounlil
they tl Ives think of sending such ical trifics. ** Oh, dear, no! on no
account.” But St. Valentine's is a day of little harness deceits; it ssems to
have been dedicated to disguised handwritings and false siznatures ; when letters
that are only sent to the next door are posted a mile or two away, yet, strange
ending of all, each fond lover hopes to be detected through this thin disguise.
What a knowing and important look does the postman assume on the morning of
ValentineDay,sspecially in the country,where almostevery rustic maiden is known

Ol Zang, entitled © Dame Durdon.

to him personally, and whera he i3 as confident as if he hal opened and read the
missive, that it is not the only messenger of love that has been sent, but lie can
give a shrewd guess as to whenee and from whom the little packet has been des-
patehed. The country barmaid seems rather more demure on such a morning ;
and even hard-handed and red-armed Beily looks brighter about the eyes than the
tin and copper utensilswhich she daily sconrs—coming to the door ever and anon
—peeping down the road, and wondering whatever it is that makes Johu, the
postman, so late. Then the ostler has a struggle with Betty in the kitchen,
endeavouring to get a peep at her Valentine ; while the postboy looks with eyes
askance upon Jane, the barmaid, on whom he is, as they say in the country,
“rathersweet,” He finds more to do than usual in the stable amongst his
horses, whistles a great deal to himself, and when asked by the pretty flirt what
is the matter, answers * Oh, nothing at all!** wondering all the while to himself
who can have had the impudence to write to Jane, and only wishing that he
knew. She, perhaps, to make him a little jealous, has bought and posted the
Valentine, and addressed it to herself, for such Vres are ionally
practised by the maidens when they wish to bring a distant lover to the point at

10




THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON

ALMANACK FOR 1849.

issue. Another picture which wa have seen of Valentine Day would have
looked well in the minnte painting of a Wilkie. The fund old mother, with her
spectacles on, reading the Valentine to her husband, who smiled as he listened
attentively to every line, which said

The roso Is red, the viclet's bluo,

Carnation's sweet, snd 8o you.

The ricg is round and has no end,

8o Is my love to Mary, my friend.

First we east lots, and thenwa drew,

Kind fortune said it must bo you.
While the pretty danghter to whom these old-fashioned lines were directed sat
with her hands clasped together on her knees, looking thoughtfully in the fire
and wondering to lerself whether or not William really meant what he had
written, and if he loved her truly, as much as he pretended {o do. Then when
she iad retired to rest, the old people would sit down and think over what they
could spare Mary towards housekeeping, when she married, and they wonld
cunmerate nearly everything they possessed, and deprive themselves of many
Itttle necessary articles, to add to the comforts of Mary, for ten to one they knew
William’s mind much better than she did: as the lover and the intended father-
in-law, had often met on & Saturday evening at the Plough, where, over & pint
and a pipe, they had discussed the whole affair even down to what they should
provide for dinner on the wedding-day.

Many antiquarians have endeavoured in vain to unravel the origin and
mystery of Valentine Day, but their labours have hitherto been in vain ; if
discovered, it would likely enongh be as unmeaning as the source from whence
so many of our old enstoms have sprung, and not worth the labour wasted.
Onr ancestors were pretty close observers of nature, and there is but little donbt
that, as they noticed the birds, which first begin to build and pair at this period,
when the weather is favonrable, so natural an occurrence might lead to youths
and maidens imitating the custom Ly selecting lovers, glad of any amusement
after the dark mid-winter had passed, and that Valentine Day had no other ori-
gin. As far back as we have been enabled to trace this love-making diy, we
find it linked with the mating of birds, which seems inseparable from St.
Valentine; and weare at a loss to imagine how the worthy bishop, whose
name is associated with it, first fellinto such company.

The earliest Valentines were nothing more than slips of paper, on which {he
names of both sexes were written : they were placed apart, the men drawing
from the pile on which the women's names were endorsed, and they again
taking the first they touched from the heap., These names were worn
for n number of days—sometimes inside the coat, waisteoat, or bodice—some-
times only on the sleeve, just as the feigned or real lover intended to express
his passion ; and there is no doubt but that such a game, begun in jest, ended at
times in earnest, and that by this means many of our forefathers won their
fair brides. i,

Even in our own day (and in the country the harmless superstition still
exists), the first maiden we met on this auspicious morning was considered our
Valentine, and as such was hailed ; and no little tronble do the rusiic lovers put
themselves to oceasionally, to meet the one on whom their choice has before
been fixed.  We ean remember ourselves in the hey-day of youth being foolislh
enongh to walk two miles in the snow and darkness, and waiting until the

cottage door opened, toelaimacherry: cheeked farmer’sdanghter for our Valentine..

Tan puor, perhaps, to purchase the printed epistle, with Cupid's sltar, hearts,
and doves, we presented the original, and thereby saved both paper and
postage. Gay, in his * Shepherd’s Weelk,” thus describes this old superstition :—

T.ast Valenling, tho day when birds of kind

Their paramours with mutual chirpings find, .

1 early rose, just at the break of day,

EBefore tha sun had chased the stars away.

A=flald T went, amid the morning dew,

o milk my kine (for 80 ghould honsewives do)

Thon first L apied : and the first swain wo seo,

In spite of fortune, shall our trus-love be.

Wa have in our possession, framed and glazed, a Valentine, which was
sent tn w dear old lady we well know, more than half a century ago. It
must have taken mauy hours to have cut out the hearts and dismonds in scissor-
work, aml panted the border which snrrounds the unsailor-like looking gen-
tleman, whe is standing under a tree, and pointing to bis ship. Both Chaucer
and Lydgate muke mention of Valentine Day, for the * Morning Star of Poetry
Siys—

¥ Blessed be Saint Valentine,

Tor en bis doy 1 chose yoa to be mine—
Without repenting, my heart sweet,
—proof that five hundred years ago it was celebrated in England.

Powards the close of the month, if the weather is fine, the gardeners begin to
bestir themselves.  You see the little children out beside the cottages, with their
tiny spades, assisting to clear away the withered boughs, and delighted at the
fire that is kindled to burn up the ryubbish, into which they thrust almost
everything they can lay hold of (hat will buin. Days are longer, and they
remain out to the very last minute, it Is light, to play in the village street.
Such a picture have we now before us. The scene is a rough-hewn will
dividing a church-yard from the high-road : on the opposite ascent stand a row
of little eottages, which overlook the low stony barrier, and command a view
of the resting-places of the dead. A plot of grass, that already wears a green
spring look, slopes down to the edge of the high-road; beside which a clear
water-course goes finkling into the distant valley, then empties itself into a deep
slulee, which goes murmuring along through the dak flood-gales that open
into a neighbouring river, The stieam Is crossed by a strong plank, which
leads to the cottzges. Some of {he children are throwing stoues. and bits of
sticks intn the stream ; others are watching them float away, and anxions that
this boat, as they call it, should beat the other.  Culd as it still is, a littla boy
and girl ave sitting en the sloping greensward @ their mother, who stauds sewing
at the cottage-door, has twice warned them that they will take cold nnless they
get up; but they pay no regard to her. Two others ave sitting astride the low
church-wall ; a third is jerking stones into the brook. Lower down anotlier
group ure running after each other. Beyond these you see the light from the
blacksmith's shop falling faintly across the road. Most of the cottage doors are
open, for, although only as yet Febrnary, the air fs as mild as if it were April.
An artist might sketch such a scene for a summer evening, wers it not that the
trees are still Jeafloss; for the little green on the elders beside the brook, and
the tiny buds on the gooseberry-bushes, are as yet the only heralds that pro-
claim the coming of Spring..

Tha eloudy brow
OF winter smooth'd, up from her orient eouch
Hhe springs, and like o mald betroth'd, puts on
Her bridal suit, and with an ardent smi?a
Comes forth to greet her lover. Graceful 'tis,
Ay, passing sweet, 1o mark the cautious paca
Of elow-returning spring, o'en from the time

When first the matted apricot unfolds
Its tender blosm, tiil the full orchard glows.—HURDIS,

In our description of February last year we only made slight mention of (e
rooks. We will now endeavour to do more justice to the habits of these
dusky gentlemen, who go marching over field and furrow as if they were alone
the sole proprietors of the land, Like many other social communities, they are
made up of good and bad, and, in spite of a tolerably vigilant police, are |
not free from the depredations of their own light-fingered gentry, who do not
hesitate to earry away the whole of a neightour’s honse when his baclk is
turned ; or sometimes instead of removing it, they take possession, and althongh
generally turned out in the end, they have been seen to maintain their ground
with a spirit worthy of a better cause. Sometimes a young married couple
having lnid a good solid foundation for their future home, return with a conple
of rafters in their beaks, which, after a careful survey, they have borne over hill
and valley, with weary wings, an immense distance ; when, lo ! instead of finding
the half-finished house as they left it, the very foundation is gone, and nothing
but the naked fork of the branch on which it was laid remains, Well may they
bob their heads and caw to one another, and wonder what Impudent thieves
have been so busy during their absence,  They set out on the search, and find on
the next tree every stick and stake twisted into another nest, on which one of
the plunderers is resting, while the other robber, a down-looking dark-faced
rascal, is perched on the branch beside his companion. After exchanging a
word or two of a sort on each side, the battle commences: the whole neigh-
bourhood s alarmed; the police interfere; and being beaten the eculprits
are driven out—transported to some solitary tree—and not allowed during
that season to return to the rookery.

Your rooks are not a proud people, who refuse to mingle with strangers, for
they will frequently allow the noisy jackdaws to build beside them, and are not
above dining with the starlings in winter, so long as they eonduct themselves
respectfully.  Every one who has rambled out in spring or summer must have
noticed the hundreds of small caterpillars which are often geen suspended by
their own threads from the trees, especially the oalk, the beautiful foliage of
which they soon destroy. Here the rooks find a rich repast; and instend of
walting until the insects have spun their way to the ground, these birds alight
upon the trees, and, finttering their great black wings, send down the cater-
pillars in thonsands, and having strewn the greensward with a plentifal banquet,
the rooks then descend and eat their fill.

Although the hooded erows do not live and build together in common like
the rooks, but in pairs, and generally at some distance, yet they hold what
naturalists have called a Crow-Court. For fwo or three days may they be seen
assembling together on some partienlar hill or fleld; and Dr. Edmonson, in his
work on the * Shetland Islands,” describes them as delaying the trial for a day
or two, until sufficient numbers have arrived to form the court. Whether the
prisoners are driven thither by force, or come to defend themsclyes, are
found guilly by witnesses, or what, cannot be known, though it is an undis-
puted fact, that the whole assembly are heard to croak as if in argument; that
this lasts for some time—when the court rises like one crow, and begins to peck
and beat the prisoners to death. Sometimes three or four of these victims nre
left dead on the floor of the conrt; and when the execution is over, the whole
tribe disperse, betaking themselves in couples to their solitary trees, nor ever
assembling together again in numbers until the next great crow-court is
summoned.

The swallow and the martin, if the weather is very favourable, often arrive by
the end of this month, and we hear the old familiar twittering under the eaves
in the early morning.

“Tha nest of a bird,” says Mr. Cronch, “is so interesting an object, so curi-
ously and admirably contrived for an evident purpese, of materials apparently so
little calenlated for the formation of such a structure, and its form and position
are so varied according to the aptitude for comfort of its inhabitants, combined
with security from discovery and danger, that it has ever been contemplated as a
surprising manifestation of skill and intelligence in the littls beings engaged in
its fubrication.”

Home to the helly hedge
Nestling repair, and to tho thicket soma:
Some to the rude protection of the thorn
Commit their feoblo offipring —TIOMS0N.
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MARCH.~PRIIIROSE AND PALM GATEBRING.

0 Enrlnﬁ 1 dear Spring ! thon mare dost bring
i

Than birds, or boos, or flowers—
The good old time, the holy primo
| r OF Eastér's solewon hours ;
FPrayers oifar'd up. and anthoms sung,
Beneath tho grey church towers — Fasts and Festivals,

PALM-50NDAY, was an old holiday which our ancestors kept with great re- | pictore, carrying the imagination into that ancient city of the East, an1 bringing
verence, in remembrance of Cur Saviour's entrance into Jerusalem; and it is | before the * mind's eye* one of those impressive scenes which arelinked with
still 4 custom to ornament the houses in the country with the silvery buds of the | the establishment of the Christian religion. Tt also calls up the igures of those
willow (which are called palm) in the present day. These buds, which le pious pilgrims who wandered into the Holy Land and visited many a distant
like great oval pearls upon the slender stems of the osiers, are the earliest | shrine, bearing the palm-branch in their hands—the acknowledged token of
lieralds of spring, and often come out long before the hawthorn has put | peace and prayer,
forth a single speck of green, and may frequently be seen in the eoftage | The abolition of these sacred emblems, which once adorned our churches, and |
windows overtopping a border of sweet primroses, snowdrops, or violets, which | were borne in our Easter processions, could be of no benefit to the progress of |
have blown Lefore the coming of Easter. Many a mild March day has seen us religion. They were the productions of Nature, not the work of man: they
ont with our youthful companions in the fields beside the river Trent, gathering | served to show that e who ruleth the seasons had again sent Spring with
the buds of the willow and the white blossoms of the blackthorn, which also | all her flowers; and with these were linked ihe memory of the Son of
hung upon the hedges, like a clond of flowers, long before a green leaf, ex- | God, who rode mot forth in regal purple, crowned with gold, but “meek, and |
e ting that of the alder, has shot ont of its wintery sheath, Although it was | sitting upon an ass.”  Such associations did the silver buds bring to the
not the palm of Palesting we gathered, yet it was such as our forcfathers had | early Christians, and the enstom of palm-gathering was kept up until the |
for centurics chosen as the emblem of those green branches which were | Reformation in England. l
|

scattered before Our Redeemer; and to us it brought back an old and holy | With what delight did we hail the first appearance of these pearl-like buds—
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|thcy

told ns that spring was near at hand ; the sun alio came to throw his light
upon them two hours earlier than he did a few weeks ago, and in the budding
hedges we had already discovered the sky-stained eggs of the hedge-sparrow.
| Well ean we remember the woads where we gathered the first primroses, and
| which were soon to be green with lilies of the valley. What a refreshing smell
| there was about the earth we dug up to get at the moss-covered roots of those
| early primeoses, for they were the fiest treasures which we transplanted to our
| little gardens, frhcrc, day by day, they lost that beautifui bloom which they only

bear in the solitude of the wildwood. The sounds of youthful voices seem in
'| aceot dunee with the opening of this happy season, as they fall at intervals upon

{he ear, filling up the pauses which occur between the singing of the Dlackbird
| or the thrush, and wafting pleasant memories to the wanderer, telling him that
| ager eyes are already watching the opening beauties of the flowers.

1 loveto seo tho little goldfinch pluck
The groundsel’s feather'd eecd, and twitting, twit ;
And soon In bawer of apple-blossoms porched.
Trim his gay suit, and pay us with a song—HURDIS,
| Above a thousand years ago, onr Saxon forefuthers had no other landmarks
| to distinguish the boundaries of their estates than the objects of Nature—a tree, a
| bush, or a water-course, served them instead of walls and hedges ; and we can
almost faney that we are overlooking those old English landscapes while read-
ing one of their ancient deeds of conveyance, One estate is mentioned in
adeed, dated 896, as stretching along from Sheep-lea to the Broad Bramble,
| past the O1d Gibbet-place and the 0ld Ford, along the Deep-dell, to the Thorn on
| the Mere, thence to the Red-cross, by the stream of Alders, up the Mill-valley
| by the Foresters' Mark, and along the Hay-meadow. Another goes from the
| Bridge by the Eel-diteh, past the Bourn and the Great Willow, from the Hoary
| Thorn to the Oak-tree, by the Three Hills and the Thorn Maple to the Three
' Trees, the Deep Brook and the Clear Pool, by the Black Willow, the Nettle
| Esland, the Sedge Moor, past the Burrows, the Hillock, the Ship Oak, the Great
| Aspen, by the Lieedy Slough, and onward to the Hoary Apple Tree beyond the
Wolf-pit.

Wh{:t an assemblage of old poetical names have we here: we can sec the
half-drained and half-cultivated country; we can picture it in miry Mareh with
its reedy meres and impassable slonghs—the rude wooden bridge by which the
plonghman crossed over the quaking bog to get at the rich land which lay
| beyond.  Yet amid these wilds and old forest-fastnesses the violets and prim-
roses blowed as they do now, and the Saxon serf was cheered by the skylark’s
song while he lsboured in those old hedgeless wastes. The bleating of young
lambs was then heard upon the wold—the ice-freed brooks rolled merrily along 3
and thongh he fared hard by day, and at night had a block of wood for his
pillow, Nature was still his comforter, and he found solace in the sights and
sounds, that greeted his eye and esr, when he wandered along over the opening
daisies. ;

Although the trees are leafless, there is something abont a mild sunny day at
tho close of March which tells us that all the out-of-door world is alive—that the
very air which seemed 80 silent in winter now murmurs with life, while a
thousands inseets are dancing about overhead, as if rejuicing that the time of
| flowers is so near at hand, The winding roads have on such days a dry, warm,
| summer look, and you can searcely peer under any hedge without discovering on

Ihe sun-lit bank the silent progress that spring is making ; for here and there
| the starry celandine has thrown open its golden-rayed flower, and the furze hung
| put its brning blossoms, which shoot up like a thousand flames from a green
| chiandelier. Now the first bee comes blundering abroad, and running his black
| head against everything, as if not yet thoroughly awake. You wonder where he
| hias hidden himself all the long winter, for you see at a glance that he belongs
| to no hive, but has his home somewhere in the neighbouring wood. What a
| summer sound his booming gives to the air; depend upon it he knows where
| the breadest primroses and sweetest violets blow; but he has gone to ransack
| yonder farze-bush, and will soon be busy rifling the yellow blogsoms ;

While the plougliman, near at hand,

Whistles o'er the furrow'd land,
giving all the air a * countryfied smell,”” as he turns up the sleeping furrows,
| #nd eansing you to sigh as you think of badly-drained streets anil ill-ventilated
| honses, which you are d 1 to breathe a st in'the City, places which rosy
Health rarely plants her fuot npon, fur if she aliglits there the bloom upon
her cheek at once begins to fade, and unless she hurries back to the breezy
hills and greenwood sides, she will be compelled to bow her head in wan con-
sumption’s sickly lap.

S0 condneive to health is the aroma arising from the newly-ploughed earth,
that we have frequently seen an invalid seated in a chair, secured to a kind of
truek which was attached to the horses, and dragged along behind the plonghman,
whose labour was not at all impeded by his passenger, excepting that it
required more care when turning round at each end of the field,  What
heavy masses of clay at times cling to the ploughman’s boots. You wonder how
he manages to get along with such & clog to his heels ; every siride Le takes, the
mars accumulates; and when, alter many shakes, he gets vid of it, there lies a
clod weighing pounds upon the farrow, the upper part bearing the impressicn
of every nail in his boot. His hands are hard as horn through helding the
plough’; and if he has followed the same labour for years, there is a peculiar
roundness about the shoulders which tells that the continucd grasping of those
Lright shaits is no easy work.

The roads have a different appearance now from what they had a few months
ago; there are more moving fignres in the laudscape, especially when it is
| market-day—such & scene as wa haveattempted to deseribe in a little poem, where

Busy forms move o'er the landseape brown
Tn twos and threes, for it s market-day,
Boyond those hills stretches a litlo town,
And thitherward the rustics bend their woay,
Crossing the seeno in red, and blue, and grey,
Now by the hedge-rows, now by oak-trees old,
As they Dy stile or low-thaiched coltage stray.
Poap through the rounced hand, then youw'll behold
such geenes #5 Merlaud drew in frames of tunny gold

A laden ssF, n maid with wicker maun,
A shepherd's 1ad driviog his lambs to soll §

Gaudy-dress'd girls move In the sunny dawn.

| Women whose cloaks becoms the landscape well
Farmors whoee thoughts on erops and prices dwell.

| An old man with his eow and eall draws near,
Anon you hear tho village carrier’s bell;

| “Then doth his giey old tilted cart appear,

\I Moving so shiw, you think he pever will get there,

| But * slow and sure” has been for years his motto; aund ke will not only gct
{here in time for thie market, but sfop and bajt at a little road-side house, e |
swing sign of which you can just distinguish by the white post that supperts it

| on the left at the foot of the hill.

Now in the ponds and ditches may be seen hundreds of little frogs, and
tadpoles with their round heads and long tails, bearing, at present, no more
resemblance to a frog, than sn egg does to a living bird. They are devoured
in millions by the fishes. If they miss the jaws of the fiuny tribe, there are the
newts ready to prey upon them: if they escape the newts, there are no end of
water-fo'wl on the look-ont : the snake feeds upon them as soon as they can leap :
stoats and weasels dine off them, when nothing better can be had; and they
can searcely move anywhere without meeting with an enemy. 0On no account
ought frogs to be driven oul of gardens thatare infested with slugs ; for theseare
a favourite food; and wherever frogs are found, the slugs soon disappear. The
way in which the frog seizes its prey is by throwing its tongue forward. The
action is quick a4 thought—no sooneris the fongue out than the slug has vanished:
it is almost impossible for the eye to detect the action, it is so momentary. In
winter the frog buries itselfinthe mnd, at the bottom of ponds and ditches,
where it remains until spring, when it comes forth; and you may then see on
the top of the water a number of black spots fleating in a jelly-like substance.
These are the spawn, or eggs, in which the tiny tadpoles are enclosed. They
possess the power of breathing through the skin; and it is no easy task to
either hang or drown them. It is now stale information to state that the toad
is not venomous, but is as perfectly harmless as the frog, and equally nseful
in gardens. It is an unnecessary cruelty to destroy these inoffensive reptiles:
they have sufficient enemies without man waging war against them; he, of
all, ought to be their protector.

I have a great love for those little dirty and noisy vagrants, the sparrows;
who hide, and build, and breed under the smoky eaves, and come out, some-

imes, as black as soot. Wherever man rears his house, they follow. They are
ulways ready with their * good morning” as soon as it is light. They take pos-
session above, and the mice below ; both are paupers that will have no “nay.”
If man ean contrive to live, they are resolved to live with him. For ages they
have been his constant companions, The sparrow hops down and breakfasts
with the fowls, without needing an invitation. e takes possession of the corn-
rick, and helps himself bountifully. In summer, he goes into the harvest field,
if it is near at hand ; nor is Le very particnlar about waiting until the corn is
ripe, before hie commences his banquet, In vain does the farmer set a price
upon hishead ; he contrives to live, and die, and leave a large family of spar-
rows behind him, who know how to pick up a living as well as he did. The
sparrows, like the rooks, have their mode of punishment; and when any cul-
prit has committed himself, they raisea clamour loud enough to alarm a whole
neighbourhood. It beging in a moment—they all set to atonee; and when they
have hiad their say, they leave the offender to his own reflections. They are
hasty, but it is soon over with them: nor do they ever put their vietim to
death ; but having beaten him, and told him their minds, they treat him &s
kindly as before. In one instance, when the honse sparrows had undergone a
long persecution, they beat a retreat, and built their nests in some adjoining
tress—a proof, that, when compelled by danger, they could change their habits ;
aid, like other birds, build amongst the branches, instead of under the thatch or
beneath the eaves.

One of the great pleasures which a lover of nature fluds in a March ramble,
ig the arrival of the birds, which keep dropping in by twos and threes, we know
not from wheree. Nearly fist comes the little wryneck, with its beantifnl plu-
mage, so richly marked, thatit is almost impossible to describe its varied colours,
You hnow it at a glance ; for it is always twisting the dark-lined head and neck
over the shoulders. Then we see the tiny willow-wren, whose chirp may be
heard until September, It is also elegantly marked—yellow, brown, and white,
and fond of frequenting the osier-beds.  The titmouse and yellow-hammer
also begin to sing ; and together with the skylark, blickbird, throstle, woodlark,
wren, and several others, thereis already such a spring conecert opened, as
makes a lover of nature leave his chimuey corner, and go forth to listen to their
““sweet piping.”

Bweot wera the sounds which threpgh the green vale flow'd :
The gentle lambs bleated all summer long;

Tho spotted hoifer from the upland lowed ;

The speckled thiush struck up its piping song 3

A mournful * coo” the blue wood-pigeon made,

Now high, now low, now lost—just as the spring breeze played.




APRIL.=ANGLINE,

A fool ! a ol l—I mat & ool I' thaforeat.

A motley fool! o miserablo world! i
Ab I colive by food, 1 met afool.

*Good morrow, fool,” quoth 1.—SIAKEPEARE,

WHAT merry “quirks and cranks” have we scen played on April-fool Day !
What gushes of langhter bave rung out, as one after another was beguiled by
this harmless foolery ! Who ever forgot the old shoemaker's shop by the road-
side, where we sent some witling for a pennyworth of stirrup-oil, and who inva-
riably got thrashed by the old cobbler’s stirrup-leather 2 At any hour we can
picture the sheepish look of the boy—see him holding out his saucer, while a
twinkling of merriment gathered abont the wrinkled corners of the old man's
grey eyes, as he unlposed the strap from his foot and knee; and, although the
hardest blow he struck wou'd searcely have killed a fly, yet what roars of hearty
langhter we sent forth as we saw the little simpleton scamper off, and beheld the
merry shoemaker shaking his strap as he stood at his shop-door, in the sunshine
of an April morning. Then there was pigeon-milk to be sent for at the milk-
house; and here, perhaps, the tables were turned upon us, for the youth we
sent, although he pretended ignorance, took the mug and the penny, and going
in at once, asked for a halfpennyworth of milk, put the other halfpenny in his
pocket, then came out boldly, and sald, * Here it is;” while we looked at each
otlier, and confessed that Mo had made April fools of us. Then what shoes we

sald were untied—handkerchiefs dropped—hats ernshed—black spots on the face, |

which we sent them fo the glass to look at—where they only got laughed at for
their pains.

Wicked and not always harmless errands did we also send others upon.  Mr.
Somebedy wanted to borrow the large brewing tub, and the lerder went toilin |
with it in a barrow : the load was almost more thanhe conld wheel; and when he [
arrived at his journey's end, the pretended borrower only called him anApril fool.
He had his joke, and we our langh ; but never again had he the loan of the brewing
tub. We sent the doctor post-haste to some one who was hearty and well, and |
probably busied in his zarden. We had the fire-cngine broughit a mile or two s |
then langhed at the old man as we pointed out the leaden pump for him to play |
upon. Pigs had fallen into imaginary wells ; hories and donkeys we pounded, |
then laughed at the owners, who never for a moment thoneght of 1nokingimn|
their own fields or stables until they returned. Yet very rarely did thess tricks |
proveke any anger ; all was considered fair on April-fonl Day, for every one was
disposed to be merry ; and very ofien the lnogh was sz loud on the part of the
deeeived as the deceivers, and small sympathy did he obtain who 1 st his temper
on the first of April. |

Even grave suber matrons unbent thieir stald brows at our jokes ; they recalled
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the days when they also were young, and had their jukes—when they got their
lovers to hunt for a needle they had never dropped, or to stoop for a cotton-ball
which was safely deposited intheir laps. Such tricks seem to sit lightly, evenon
the conscience of old age; they bring no regrets. Though we have known aswain
sent ten miles to see his sweetheart, by an urgent letter, yet the langh they en-
jnyed together seemed, somehow, to sweeten the long and unnecessary journey.
April-fool Dy was a merry time with our forefathers, who appear never to have
lost & chance of making themselves happy whenever they could.

Spring-time stirred the blood of the great father of English poetry, Chancer.
e could not lie in bed when the daisies were opening. He tells us that he then
found no delight in his books; that when he heard the birds sing, and saw the
flowers beginning to blow, he bade farewell to his study ; that he loved the daisies
above all the flowers that grew ; that scarcely a morning dawned in spring but
what he rose early. As he himself says:—

——T am up and walking in the mead,

To see this flower against the sun spread.
When it upriseth, early on the morrow,
That bilissful sight softenoth all my sorrow.
Zo glad am I, when that I have presence
Of it, to do it all revereuce,

And ever I love it, and evor alike now,

And ever I shall, till that mine heart die,
There Toveth no ono hotter in his life,

And when that it is eve I run blithe,

As soon as over the sun sinketh west,

To sea this flower how it will go to rost,

As sbo that is of all flowers the flower, For fear of night—so hatoth she darkness,
Fulfilled of all virtue and honour, Her cheer Is plainly spread in the brightucss
And ever alike fair, and fresh of huo. OF the sun—7for there it will unclose.

There has been a great ontery of late amongst many good and well-meaning
people against the capturing and rearing of young birds. They have prononnced
it barbarous and eruel in the extreme, however kindly they may be reared. Now
1his is a strange contradiction. Kindness cannot be crueliy, even if misapplied.
Youth of both sexes who rear up birds do their utmost generally to keep them
alive ; and we have no hesitation in asserting that an attendance upon the wants
of these little chirrupers caltivates kind and affectionate feelings, softens the
heart, and contributes towards the making of better men and women than they
would otherwise have grown into, had it not have been for these necessary atten-
tions, A girl will weep, and a kind-hearted boy be sorry, for the death of a fa-
vourite bird. And while such things help to refine the feelings, and are unac-
companied by ernelty, it is surely better that a half-fledged nestiing shonld pe-
vish, now and then, through excess of kindness, than such virtuous emo-
tions be stifled.  We dare not put the number of young birds that are earried off,
and deyoured by hawks, weasels, &c., against the few that die through over-
nursing ; althongh a good argument might be twisted ont of such matter.

But, whatever may be said about birds, no such charge can be brought
against flowers; and as the following passage, which we wrote some years ago
in praise of these ** bowing adorers of the gale,” has appeared in several pub-
lications without the acknowledgment of onr name, we think it bub justice to
claim our own:—

 Who would wish to live without flowers?  Where would the poet find his
fmuges of beauty, if they were to perish ? Are they not the emblems of love-
liness and innocence, and the living types of all that is pleasing and graceful ?
Wo compare young lips to the rose, and the white brow to the radiant iily 3
the winuing cye is blue as the violet, and the sweet voice like & breeze kiss-
ing its way through the flowers. We hang delicate blossoms on the silken
vinglets of the young bride, and strew her path with fiagrant flowers as she
Juaves the chiureh. We place them argund the marble face of the dead In the
narrow coffin, und they become emblems of our affections—of pleasures re-
membered and hopes faded—wishes vanished, and scenes cherished in memory,
all the mere, beeanse they can never return. We look to the far-off spring in other
vallies—-to the eternal smmmer beyond tho grave, where flowers that never
fade bloom in those starry flelds, which no ehilly winter ever blew over.
Pliey come upon ns in spring like the remembrance of a pleasant dream—a
1 that hovered above ns in sleep, peopled with shadowy beauties and sim-
ple delights, embroidered with the richest hues of fancy. Sweet flowers !—
that Wing back aguin the scenes of childhood—faces 1emembered in youth—
the love that kuew nob it was love ! Even In our rooms they conjure up
imares of the mossy bank by the wayside, where we so often gazed upou the
carly primroses. They recal the sheltered glen, darkly green, filled with the
perfume of violets, that showed like another sky amid the scenc. The sweet
song of the village maiden again 1ings upon our ears while we gaze on them,
anid we remember those moedest eyes *“ that ever loved the ground,” and the time
we first buhield them—

Fix'd ng a pilgrim’s—"wilder'd in his way,
Who dare not stir by night, for fear to stiay,
Put stands with awful cyes to wateh the dawn of doy,—DEYDEX.

What a mystery seems to hang about an old wood when the trees are covered
with leaves, and the underwood is thick and impassable. We kunow not what
flowers are growing in those untrodden solitudes ; we cannot iell what birds
build and hide in those hidden coverts; what badgzers, weasels, polecats, mar-

ens, and snakes burrow, hide, climb, and bask, under ground and in the hollows
of trees, ubout the great mossy branclhes, and on the unexplored banks, which
accumulated leaves, and natural water-courses, and huge fullen trees have
formed, It is this very difficulty of seeing beyond the few feet arcund us, that
makes a woodso solemn. A hill or & moorland may be lonely, bnt there the
view is open, whereas in the heart of an old wood all around us is d m shadowy,
green, and mysterious.  Many of the trecs sve large and aged; and we feel that
we are in the presence of strapge things, that bave grown old in light and dark-
ness for centuries ; that they have outlived all other living things, and around
thiem there hangs & kind of reverential awe, such ss makes us marvel not that
in the carly ages, when England was first peopled, they were worshipped Ly the
Dinids and their followers. Then we come upon deep dells, over which the
pnarled and withered stem leans, and the folisge darkens, and we marvel Low
these great hollows were first formed, for nowhere do they bear a trace of the
hand of man. We know that the ancient Britons kept their corn in subterrd-
neous places, which have sleptundisturbed through the silence of many centuries.
All traces of the wo:k of these early excavations is buried beneath the accumu-
Jated gatheringsof a thousand antumns and winters, which have cast down and
rotted their leaves.
Hera quivering aspens bow bafore the gale,
And hawthorns blossom hid in sunless shale;
The mournful ring-dove coos her tender ta'e
Tha holly's shining leaves are here display'd
While silver birehes overhung the glade;
Tha towering elm sholters the dusky rock,
Thao hazel in green benuty is arrayed,
The alder hangeth o'er the crisped brook
In which the wiliwood flywers in rilence ever look,
And In snch o spot the sudden starting of a large pheasant from out the deep
underwood, asit goes with a lond ‘¢ whar-r-1" high up amid the foliage, canses the
lonely wanderer to spring back unconsciously, though he smiles the next moment
at this needless alurim.

As Angling hias already commenced, we shall glance at a few of the finny in-
habitants of onr streams and rivers; frst beginning with the stickleback, with
its three spines, which can either be raised or lowered at will, and which seems

fit for nothing but food for other fishes and the amusement of bays, I know
not,” says quaint old Izaak Walton, “ where he dwells in winter, nor what he i3
good for in summer.” He is, however, & great ornament to & glass globe ; his
colonrs are splendid ; and by a constant changing of the water every two or three
days, he has lived in his glass hoase for two or three years. The minnow, which
flrst appears in March, althongh =o small, has a flavour equal to many of our
more celebrated fish, especially when fried with the flawers of primroses and
cowslips, and the yolks of eggs and butter—a dish delicats enough for the most
imaginative of poets, though it was at one time very common. In Summer they
are full of spawn, and not so good as in spring. Everybody knows that a small
red worm is a sufficient bait, that three or fonr hooks may ba used at oneo, and
sometimes as many fish be drawn out at a time, for they always bite eagerly.

The ball-head, or miller’s-thumb, with its immense head, large mouth, and
spiny teeth, though anything but pleasant to look upon, forms an execllent
dish, and those who have never tasted it will be agreeably surprised when
they partake of one, and regret that they are not to be met with oftener at
the fishmonger’s. He is very fond of hiding under a stone, beside which,if a
worm be dropped down gently, he will dart upon it in an instant, for he never
stops to consider a moment about the matter if the hook is well concealed.—
The loche we have often caught in the river Trent; it is a long fish, without
either scales or teeth, bearded like a barbel. It is often used as a bait, e:pe-
cially foreels, Next in succession comes the gudgeon, which, though * little, is
good ;" it is well known to tho London angler, being plentiful in the Lea river
—that river of old historical associations, where English Alfred drew off the
water and left the fleet of Hastings, the celebrated Sea-king, high and dry
aground. 1tisrather a handsome-leoking fish, broad in the middle, with a beau-
tifully marked tail and back fin, and may be caught either with worm, gently, or
paste. The bait must touch the ground. It is fond of a gravelly situation.
The bleak, or whiting, is a well-known fish, always on the move; is about six
inches long, with large eyes, a small head, and silvery gills: the back is of a beau=
tiful green eolonr. ‘They are famous fly-catchers, and, from their rapid motions,
are called water-swallows. Two or three hooks may be nsed, as in minmow fial-
ing, and the same baits as for gudgeons. The flavour is very indifferent.

The dace, dart, shallow, dare, or by whatever name it is called, is afast breeder,
and during the summer months, very partial to playing about on the sunny
snrface of the water, It is found in many of our rivers, and appears to prefer
such spots as are in constant motion, through the rolling of rapid enrrents and
eddies. In cold weather it prefers a quiet hole, or the sheltered part of a stream
overhung by the tall water-flags or tofted rushes. Its body is rather long, the
back of palish green, varied with dusky marks, while the belly has a silvery ap-
pearance, and the fins a pale red tinge. It will almost take any bait in spring;
neither worms, larve of beetles, grubs, caterpillars, or even water-inails, come
amiss to it. They are sharp quick biters, requiring to be struck suddenly;
and, as they are not to be drawn out without a good struggle; it is necessary to
use strong tackle. Blaine makes mention of a ple made of duce and roach, which
seems to have been

A dainty dish to sot before a King;
For when the pie was opon the guests bogan to sing.
And, according to his account, they wonld willingly have dined off such a pie,
once a week, at least, as long as they lived. Itoach-fishing so nearly resembles
that of dace, that we shall not pause to deseribe it. The beantiful gold-colonred
circle of the eye and the rich red fins are familiar to those who have seen the roach
in good condition ; nor is it to be mistaken, on account of its great breadth when
laid on its side. 1t affords excellent sport to the angler, and has been caught
from a pound to two, or more, in weight. We pass by the rudd, a fish which
has led to much discussion, some considering it a species of dace, and others of
carp, and come to the bream, with its high arched baelk, forked tail, and large
eyes. When in fine condition and a good size, the bream has a rich golden colonr,
in place of the silvery hue it before wore. They are a cautious race, and the
angler ought not to throw his shadow upon the water, but keep himself as much
ont of sight as possible. A warm, eloudy day is considered the mo:t favour-
able for biting, and a red worm the best of baits. Il is a fish rather
too fond of sucking the bait, but this ean be easily detected by watching the fisat :
for our part, we never struck in too great a hurry when we detected this half
nibbling ; the bejfer plan, we think, is to let him get well Lold, or go if he
chooses, though It is necessary to examine the bait after his depariure. We
must reserve a few remarks on this old and pleasant occupation for next month.




ONE of the oldest and most poelical of all our country amusements was the cele- |
bration of May-duy. Mentionis made of it by our earliest chroniclers and poets ;
and so great is its antiquity, that the very origin is lost. Some believe that it is
acastom which has descended down o us from the times of the old Druids :
others, thatit was Intradnced into England by the Romans. DBut, as it is not |
mentioned by any-historians who have recorded the manners of that period, I
shall leave the matter {o rest where it is; for it is sufficient to know, that, four
or five hundred years ago, May-day was a great holiday in Epgland. Our fore-
fathers were great lovers of nature, had more holidays than we have now, and had
few of those in-door amusements which we possess ; and I have alwuys consi-
dered May-day as one of those joyons celebrations with which they welcomed
the return of spring—the season which brought back the birds, and flowers, and
long green leaves, and threw open oncemore, as it were, the gates which led to
their summer amusements, their joyous out-of-door pastimes, which, during the
long, dark winter, had been closed. It seemed but natural that they should set

Knocks wi hher silver wings nt ever,
Fureweny May her paetimes doth eommsonce.

Mk ! how the peasanty with their music loed,

Lnise many anancient dhity; while a crowd

Of snoweclad maidens, crowned with garlands gav,

Are tripping lightly rooud the Queen of May.—Cleveland’s Nay-Day.

AW =MAT-DATY GAMES,

e,

out on their merry pilgrimage to the woods, when the trees were again putting
on their green garments ; when they could, on the darkening hedges, point out
the very spots where the May blossoms wonld be hung ; when the daisies were
once more strewn, like radiant pearls npon the grass; and, in deep woodland
nooks, the biue-tells lay sleeping like an azure clond that had fallen from Leaven 3
and primroses and violets nestled side by side on the warm and sunny banks.
It was then that they sallied forth, with axe in hand, to fell one of the tall,
straight, tapering trees which grew in the forest, for they always Lrought home
the most beantiful one they could meet with for their May-pole. Sometimes it
was dragged from the woods by oxen garlanded with flawers, and accompanied
by music ; while men and maidens, bearing green boughs, swelled the procession :
and thus they brought home May. Spenser, who lived in the reign of Queen
Elizabeth, preseots us with the following description of briuging home May, in
hig Shsphcr(l's Calender.” Tie scene here painted he had, no doubt, often
witnessed :—
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To sea thess folks making such joyance,
Made my heart aftar tha pipe to dupea,
Thon to the green wood they spead them all
| To fotch home May, with their musical :
And home thoy bring him in a royal
throne,
| Crowned a8 king ; and his queen, falr one,
Was Lady Flora, on whom did attend
A fuir flock of fairies, and a fresh band
Of lovely-nymphs, O that T wero thers,
T'o help the ladies their May-bush to bear,

Young fulk now fluck in everywhor,

To gather May-bushos and smelling brore,
And home they hasten, the posts to dight,
And all the ehiarch pillars, ore daylight,
With hawthorn-buds, and sweet eglanting,
And garlands of roses, and sops of wina,
Even this maraing—ns longer 40,

| Lsaw ashoal of shephards out go,

With singing, and shouting, end jolly cheer ;
Pefore them wont a lusty tabourer,

That unto many a harnpipe play'd

W hereto they lanced, eact one with his maid.

Oa the village green, the tall May-pole wasreared, amid merry shouts and loud
huzzas, and the deep sounding of music; they built up arbours out of the
branches they bronght from the forest ; thoy decorated the fronts of their honses
with bonghs ; and on the tall May-polse h'll]lp; many a garland of beautiful flowers.
A bower was pLu:ea at the head of these.arbours, which stood higher than theothers.
Within and without it was decorated with flowers, and set apart for the Queen of
May, who was, generally, some peasant girl, selected by the unanimous consent of
her eompanions. Sometimes the danghter of the Lord of the Manor presided as
May (neen, and the whole family issued from their old ancestral hall to join in
the. May-day games. Then there were rustic youths dressed up in the costume
of Hobin Hood and his merry men, and Maid Marian ; recalling the days of old,
when these daring ontlaws were the dread and pride of Sherwood Forest, plun-
dering the rich to feed the poor; and chasing the dun deer through the thickets,
in spite of Norman keepers and eruel forest-laws.

It was a season of rejoieing thronghout the length and breadth of the land.
Nor was London a bit behind in the celebration of this ancient festival. Even
in the City, the tall May-pole was erected; and any one who had passed
along Cornhill on May-day a few centuries ago, would have seen green arbours
evected there, and huge daken boughs hanging over the street, and the milk-
maids, and all the merry old citizens, with their wives, daughters, maids,
and apprentices, congregated about the May-pole, many of them dressedin
old funciful costumes, and giving themselves up to all the fun and jollity
of May. But time has not preserved even the names of the mazy measures
which they danced; and nearly all we know of the ancient pipe and tabor,
the favourite music to which they timed their footsteps, is gathered from glane-
ing at some scarca engraving. *“Gone arethe days of Gamelyn." * The May-
pole,” says an old writer, “ was ated to the Godd of Flowers, and the
garlands were left upon it the whole vear, without being disturbed by any one ;"
and I well remember passing throngh a village, at the end of April, in which a
tall May-pole stood, only & few years ago, and seeing the last year's garlands
hanging upon it, all wan and withered, and beaten by the storms of the past
winter.

In those times, it seems to have heen a custom fo set ont for the woods soon after
midnight, so that by sunrise the May-pole was felled, and the branches gathered,
and the processionready to start, on its way home. Ina book written during the
relgn of Queen Elizabeth, it is stated that sometimes as many as forty yoke of
oxen, each having a sweet nosegay tied to the tip of his horns, were employed to
draw home the May-pole; that they covered it all over, from top to bottom, with
flowers and sweet herbs, which they bound round with strings; fastening, at
eraal distaneces, eross bars upon it, to the end of which they attached garlands;
anid thus decorated, it was hoisted up, amid the leaping and dancing and joyous
shouts of the assembled multitude.

A sum of money was allowed in those days for the erection of green arbours
aronnd the May-pole. The King and Queen, or Lord and Lady of May, as they

| wera called, were dressed ont in scarfs and ribbons, and plumes of feathers, and

marda as fine as it was possible to array them.

Ilenry the Eiglith, one morning in May, attended by several of lis nobles,
dressed in the quaint costume of Robin Hocd and his merry men, suddenly en-
tered the chamber where the Queen and her ladies were seated, much to the
alarm of the latter, who were thus {aken by surprise; for it appears that the
King and his followers were armed with bows and arrows, and swords and buck-
lers, like the ontlaws of old; and fine sereaming there was, no doubt, amongst
the Queen and her ladies, when their apartment was broken into by a troop of
armed men ; who, however, instead of carrying them off, like the ancient free-
booters of the forest, and keeping them prisoners under the preenwood trea
until they paid down a handsome ransom in gold, contented themselves by per-
forming several wild woodland dances, then taking their deparinure.

The same Monarch, also, once rode ont with his Queen and a whole conconrse of
nobles, one fine May morning, to the top of Shooters-hill, above Greenwich,
and there they were received by a large troop of men, amounting to about two
hundred, who were all dressed as foresters, in & costume of Kendal green, and
headed by a captain, whom they called Ilobin Hood. These May-day foresters,
dressed up for the ocension, amnsed their Royal and noble visitors by showing
them their skill in archery; and when this was over each blew his bugle-horn,
and conducted the King and his train into & wood under the brow of the hill,
wliere a large arbour was erected of green boughs, consisting of a hall and two
chambers, all decorated with flowers and sweet herbs ; and here a mighty feast
stood ready prepared, quite in keeping with the scene, consisting of venison,
venison-pasties, and a copions supply of the blood-red wine, for such, the olid
ballads say, often formed the forest-banquet of Robin Hood and his men 'y men.
A joyous May-day must that have been, presided over by the King and Queen of
England ; for Henry the Bighth was then a young man, greatly beloved by his
people ; and in the laughing merry Monarch who presided over that woodland
repast, who drank deep healths to the Lord and Lady of May, and was the fore-
most to lead off the joyons dance in that summer hall, roofed over with green
branches,—few would have traced the future murderer, or read in the outlines of
the then jocund Monarch the eruel beheader of fo many of his wives. For the
Royal tiger seemed then #s harmless and playful as a lamb; and those who
were around him but little dreamed that his memory ever after, thronghout all
time, would be preserved in one of the darkest stains that ever fell, and lay an
eternal blot upon the pages of history.

On their return from this woodland banquet, they were met by two ladies,
richly attired, who rode in a beautiful chariot, drawn Ly five horses; and on the
back of each horse was also seated a lady, one of whom was called the Lady of
Showers ; another, the Lady of Green; the third, the Lady of Vegetation; the
fourth, of Pleasure; and the fifth, of Sweet Odonr. Of the two who oceupied
the chariof, one was called the Lady of May, and the other the Lady of Flowers:
and they entertained the assembled company with songs, as they returned to
Greenwich. Such was an English May-day in the reign of Henry VIIL

But few works are franght with more amusement than our old English
treatises on angling: there is such a simple cunningness about these homest
old fishermen, that it is diffieult to refrain from laughter while perusing the
most serions passages. You almost fancy that many of these quaint writers
must have had certain prayers, whieh they ever and anon repeated while
following so peaceful an occupation—brief pions sentences, offered up in the
full simplicity of the heart while dropping in the line, over a bite, or when
the finny prey was landed, In one book the angler is recommended “ to be

full of hnmble thonghts, whan uf‘c.:-mn offers; to kneel, lie down, or wet
his feet and hands, as often as there is any advantage to be gained thereby "
nor i he to mind “a little divly water or mud,” if he can get anything
ont of it. 1la is also advised to render himself ski!ful in musie, so that whenever
his spirits are melancholy, or bis thoughts heavy, * he may remove ths same
with some godly hymn or anthem, of which David pives many examplas.’’
Again, he is to be strong and valiant, not to be amaez=d at storms, nor frightened
at thunder. Nor must he, * like the fox which preyethupon the lambs, employ all
his labour and ennning on the smaller fry ; but, like the lion that seizeth el=phunts,
think the greatest fish that swims a reward little enongh for the piins he en-
dures.” Hg must also * be patient, not feel vexed when he loses his prey, al-
though it is almostin his hand.” Neither must he swear: and we still retain the
old saying, * those who swear will catch no fish ;" besides it would hardly have
been the thing to have ripped out a thundering oath, afier having chaunted
some “ godly hymn or anthem.” The angler also ought to be **a scholarand
a good grammarian,” as, no doubt, the fish being an ancient people, and from
the earliest ages acquainted with respactable society, must have felt bad gram-
mar grate again mpon their ruddy gills. Further, he must have sweet-
ness of speech, to entice others to follow his art; have also a knowledge
of the sun, moon. and stars; be conversant with wind and weather;
and have a constant and settled beliet that where * the waters ara pleasant anil
anything likely, there the Creator of all good things hath stored up much of his
plenty.” Iow religiously did these old raseals set about a little quigt mnrder!
thanking Heaven when they succeeded, and, as Cromwell said, ‘“had good
execution,”

But we must not forget the business on hand, which is to continue our remarks
on angling frem April ; and these must necessarily be brief.  From early spring,
until the closa of autumn, perch engling is pursued; they are vory fond of
lingering in shadowy plages, as bridges, old mill-dams, and flood-gates, and such
like quiet spots, where they readily take the bait. The perch is a beautifully
marzed fish 3 the back and a portion of the sides are of dark greea, varied with
black, while the belly is white and red. In form it is deep, arched, and Lns a
large mouth, with rich golden irides. It will bite greedily at & worm.

As there are so many kinds of trout, I must confine myself to the common one,
which is generally from twelve to fifteen inches in length, is of a dirty yeilow
colonr, brownish on the back, and spotted. Early in spring the trout will
take aground bait, for which nothing can be better than a worm.  Fly-fishing
for tront would ocenpy the whole space we dedicate to the deseription of the
month, so we must pass it by, Remember, in fishing for trout, to kesp out of
sight ; once throw your shadow upon the water, and away the shy visitor goe:.
As soon as you have landed a trout, kill it—a sharp blow on the head is pretiy
snre to finish it ; and this is better than leaving it to pant on the grass, or gasp in
your fishing basket, to say nothing of the richness added to its flavonr. The
grayling is fond of clear, rapid streams, especially such as flow through hilly
countries, It israther less than the trout, beantifnlly formed ; the head small;
the eyes prominent, and circled with silver; the teeth very small ; the head
a dusky colour, and the gills a bright green, which in time become durk.
The back is of a4 greenish blue tinge; the sides of the richest silvery grey,
thongh when first caught glittering in the sunlight like gold, and alm: st
gaudy, throngh the rich dark irregnlar spots which dot the shifting silver.
It is a rapid swimmer, and is lost to the eye in a moment. When full-grown,
it is about fifteen or sixteen inches in length; and although taken all the
year ronund, is not considered in season until September, and from then to
February or the middle of spring, At the latter season, they will take almost
any bait used in bottom fishing, such as worms, gentles, grubs; nor are they at
all particular, if they have had a narrow escape from the hook, of attacking the
bait again, even with & torn jaw. The tackle ought to be fine.
very white, and the flavour highly prized. * No life,” says Walton, s 5o
happy and so pleasant as the life of a well-governed angler : for when the law-
yer is swallowed up with business, and the statesman is preventing or contriving
plots, then we sit on cowslip banks, hear the birds sing, and possess onrselves in
as much quietness as the silent silver streams which we see glide s0 smoothly by
us."

B

The flesh is|
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WHETHER Whitsurtide falls in May or Jone, it i3 always a season of great fes-
tivity 3 and, since g0 many old enstoms are dying away, we may consider it our
grestest Enplish holiday.  In the country, nearly every club hus its procession
anil frast at Whitsuntide ; and almost every wvillage and town is sonnding
with music; and in some large places half a dozen clubs may be seen march-
Ing to church, each with its band and banners, and every member in his holiday
attire. We, who arve dabblers in old black-letter lore, look upon these bencvo-
lent and useful institutions with great interest, knowing that such clubs or
guilds, existed in England a thousand years ago—that the Saxons had their sick
and bnrial societies, and that every brother who did not attend a funeral was
then fined as now. According to these old Saxon laws, when a member died he
was to be buried wherever hie had desired; and, if any brother neglected to
auend, he was fined a measnre of honey : theclub was to furnish half the refresh-
ments consumed at the funeral, and each membsr was to pay twopence—a
large sum, considering the valne of money in those days, when a sheep conld be
{ purchased for & shilling, an ox for six, and four hens for sixpence. It is this
| very antinquity which renders these benefit societies zo interesting in our eyes;

JUNE.~WEITSTNTIDE PROCESSIONS.

‘When the merry bells ring rasmd,
And tha Joeund robocks sound,

To many a yeuth and meny a maid
Dancing in the chequer’d shada,

And voung and old come farth to play
Ona v uoehine holiday —MILTOXN,

and as we know that they had their merry meetings as well as their *funeral
. marches,” we never look npon them as they go “ sonnding through the town,™
without thinking that, above a thousand years ago, similar processions passed
along the ancient streets of Saxon BEogland.
Onh! what a jingling of bells is there on the morning of Whit-Monday. What
‘a running to and frofrom lonse to house—for the women havein many places
| their elubs as well as the men, and they are probably all going in procession to
. the same chureh. Nanny runs in to ask Beity how she leoks in this or that; if

| her new gown * sits™ nicely, or she should trim her cap with blue or pink ; for
| it must bs understood that no ts are all 1 in the procession ; if it rains,
' umbrellas may be carried. We shall commenee with the ladies first. White

dresses are, of conrse, prevalent, though they are agrecably relieved here and
| there with a gown or two of gaudy colours. The ladies who hold office walk
| behind the band, each carrying a neat white wand, aderned with ribbons and

flowers; every fair member also bears a beantiful posy; you almost wonder |
| where so many flawers conld be gathered; but what they carry with them fs |

| nothing compared to the quantity whieh decorate the club-room in which they
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will take tea in the afternoon. Gravely, stately, and good-humonredly do they
procesd along, the single ones looking down as if ashawed, and seldom venturing
toraise their eyes if passing by a hounse they are in the habit of visiting. Not so
with the married women, They are on tle look-out to acknowledge everybody
they know; and at every recognition there is such a waving of handkerchiefs that
you might almost fancy they were abont to proceed on a very long journey, and
were bidding farewell to their acquaintance. But the most amusing part is the
children, They are stationed on every step or little eminence, the bigger
brother or sister holding a lesser one in arms, and looking ont eagerly for
mother. The mother is all to them, and she also is watching as anxionsly., At
last you hear the little voices exclaim, * Here she comes!” “There she is!”
“That’s her!” and she is sure to rush ont of the ranks to give them something
out of her packet; and no end of kisses, with numberless admonitions to take
care of themselves, and o on. And many & turn of the head will she give before
she is out of sight. Among such processions as these we have seen faces and
forms that would have arrested the eyes of both painter and seulptor, and shown
them that the beautiful belongs not alone to either antiguity or Greece. We
have also seen the hair arranged in such a chaste style, and so gracefully
adorned with natural flowers, that many a haughty heiress would have been proud
to have risen with her ringlets so arranged from the hands of & fashionable
tiring-woman.
Thelr ovarpowering presence made you feel
It would not be idelatry to knecl.

But, bang, bang! tirra, tirra! here they come—the * United Brothers.”
The blacksmith who beats the big drum will assuredly drive the endsin; he
wields the drumsticks as if he had got a sledge-hammer in each hand, and the
unvil before him. Oh ! what & banner—it takes four men to support it, and two
others to keep it steady by holding the tasselled strings. It was painted by Paul,
the house-painter ; and he has been much prouder ever sinee he did it. It wonld
hardly be admissible into the British Institution—but let that pass; wera any one
to venture to criticise the performance, he would be indignantly told that it cost
above twenty pounds. Althongh the tailor is a little out of both time and tune,
yet he blows lustily at the clarionet; and the young butcher is not to be found
fanlt with, considering he hasjonly practised on the bugle for abont twelve months.
What a jolly fellow that is who shalkes the cymbals—his very eyes laugh again;
what a clashing he makes ; he cares nothing about time; * Make yourself heard,
neighbour,” is hisanswer. You can tell from his looks that he has already been
busy with the ale-cup, and that he is not the only ome. And thosearc the
s'ewards, “ Deary me!" exclaim the women, *“who ever would think that was
Trippet, the tripe-seller ; or the other, Johnny Lee, who goes round repairing nm-
brellas ?° but they are thongh ; and are resolved to let yon see what they can do
when they choose: a nod from either of them is something to be thought of to-
day, Tean tell you; for they arethe stewards, and were elected for the first time
at the last meeting. Next club-fenst-day two others will march, with the same
stateliness, in their places. When Trippet and Lee have served their twelve-
montl, should they live filty years after, everything they can remember will be
recalled either as having transpired so many years before or after they were
the stewards.

Bang, bang! All the windows are up; the whole street is erowded; women
with children in their arms, and boys and girls, close in and follow the pro-
crssion : the men walk two and two—there is about a yard’s space between
cach conple. What a length the procession reaches! There are at least one
hundred members * strong ;” and the latter word is pronounced with some-
thing like an emphasis. True enough, they march oddly : a few are very careful,
but these, no deubt, are younger members ; the old United Brothers scem to jog
along *“ cheek by jowl” anyhow as they can—they look as if they were used to
it ; they wear their hononrs withont blushing, some, you see, with a flower held
between the lips. This is yery common in the country ; every one hus a posy
in the button-hole of his coat, for that is in accordance with club orders. Now
they near the chmreh ; they will never be able to get that large banner within
the porch—but they have : it required great care ; and there will be a good deal
of talk about after hew the wind caught it at this corner, and how they stag-
vered at that, and you wonld go away with an idea that a man must be to the
“ manner bern™ before he is ever able to bear a bauner.

The clergyman invariably preaches a sermon, in which the words nnity, brother-
hood, good-fellowship, eharity, duty, &ec., oceur a great many times. He also
d'nis with the elub, a sure guarantee that for some time after the cloth is re-
maved gond order will be maintained. There are two old club-mates who have
sat together at the dinner for years, and have always introduced the same argu-
ment. Ooe maintains that * Whatever is s Right ;"' the other takes the opposite
side, and argnes that, if it is so, “then Murder is Right.” They always have a
little knot of listeners, and are thought rather clever. The clergyman has, en
one or two oceasions, entered the field ; but now he seems to bie weary of it, and
if appealed to admits ** that mueh may be said on both sides.” The dinner we
pass over ; the health of the retiring stewards is of course drunk ; then Trippet
and Lee have to say a few words ; and if it islate in the evening a few of the
brothers are sure to get vather boisterous, and to ery out “ Go it Leel” or Irippet.
Some of their wives also occasionally drop in at the close of the day.

Summer has now thrown open her green doors; the whole landscape is rielily
hung with the most beautiful foliage ; the fields ave ankle deep in flowers, and
the earth will never look more lovely than now. Nature everywhere holds
high jubilee ; bird andbee and brook have each found a voice, and all duy long
are ctiling to and answering each other, Beautiful are the mornings and
evenings of June, when the dew hangs upon the blossoms, and all that sweet
aroma, which the hot sun will exhale, floats about the earth. Thomson, in
his  Castle of Indolence,” has beautifully deseribed the Inxury of green ficlds at
{his season :—

Was nought around butimagos of rost—
£leep-soothing groves, and quict lnwns between,
Awnl flowery beds that slumberous influence cast,
From poppies breathed; and beda of plessant green,
Where nover yot was croeping croature seen.,
Meaniime ber'd gli I play'd;
And hurled averywhere their waters sheen,
That as they bicker'd throngh the sunny glade,
Though restices, still themselves a Tulling murmur madg,

Join'd to the prattle of the purling rills,
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale,
And flocks loud-bleating from the distant hills,
And vacant shepherds piping in tha data;
And now and then sweet Philomoel would wail,
Or stock-doves plain amid the forest deep,
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale;
And gtill a coil the grasshoppoer did keep;
Yot all these mingled sounds inclined to sleep.

A wandererin the country not only finds pleasure in the beauties of Nuture,
but feels a delight in witnessing the enjoyment of others, and in none more
than seeing the children of the poor—those who have about them the starop of

City-conrts and crowded alleys—running for snece free and Lappy aleng the

green lancs and over the pleasant fleld-paths. It makes a kind-hearted man
sigh to think how those little creatures, ordained naturally to be happy, are
shut up in stifling rooms, or left to wander at will through the hot and suffocat-
ing streeis, in too many instances without any one to care either fur their moral
or bodily wants. Such have we sometimes had around us for the distance of a
mile or two. They were rummaging every bank, peeping into every hedge, and
plucking every flower they came near; they scemed to run over as much
ground as a dog: they were never still—but here, there, and everywhere ; ever
discovering some object, new and wonderful to them, such as they had never
before beheld in their City alleys; a molehill prettily marked, or a little clomp
of moss, were marvels in their eyes. Then, what a long consultation would
there be at the door of some road-side ale-hounse. They perhaps mustered
three or four pence amongst the whole half-dozen ; the hungriest were advo-
cates for all penny-loaves—the extravagant for a pennyworth of cheese. What
a half-bashful joy played about their little dirty faces, if any good-natured
pedestrian stepped in, and, by contributing a few halfpence, settled the dispute,
and for once allowed themto revel in (to them) a rich banquet of bread and
cheese. City-bred although they were, there would be a look of mingled
gratitude and delight, which proclaimed, in unmistakeable though silent lan-
guage, that those young hearts were not yet wholly corrupted, but that there
lay the soil which might be made either to bear poisonous weeds or goodly fruit.
In a City street their very language might perhaps shock the stranger ; but here
they are often met with in their best and gentlest moods. We have somewhers
said—though we cannot now lay our hands upon the passage—that
God still adorns the earth with trees and flowers as beautiful as ever waved in
LEden, as if to prove to man, that however low he may have fallen, the lovely
objects of field and wood have not degenerated ; but that the rose isstill as sweer,
and the leaves as beautiful and green, as they were before man offended his
Maker. All remains as lovely as when first fashioned by the great Creator.
Nothing ever pained us more than the great sweeping Encl e Act. It 1
as if the last link was severed that united man to the wonderful works of God
—that he was no longer to *“ consider the lilics of the jield how they grow.”

There is a rural scene which somehow seems to linger npon our memory more
than any other. Weean recal it any time, from the trees that overhang the foot-
path and throw their shadows into the water, to the very bend the river makes
as it goes broadening out between the meadows, or circles like a belt of silver
around the footof the hills, until it diminishes like a bright cloud in the distance.
We have often described it as seen in the early morning, or in the golden noon of
day, and when the blue twilight has thrown over it a shadowy veil. Here sheep
bleat, and jingle their musical bells as they crop the wild thyme from the bee-
haunted hillocks, or browse amongst the luxuriant elover in the neighbouring
pastures: knee-deep the plump-sided oxen graze, or, chewing the cud, lie
buried among the flowers of summer. The heavy waggon goes slowly
rumbling vp the steep acclivity, on the summit of whichi stands the old weather-
beaten mill, through whose rent sails we can see patches of the bright sky
behind.,  On every hand figures are crossing the landscape.  We tes the angler
with his wicker basket borne on the end of his fulded rod, which rests upon his
shoulder, We see figures moving every way.

They coma from still green nooks—woods old and hoary,
The stlent work of many o summer night,

Ere those tall trees attain'd their giant glory,
Or their proud tops did elimb that cloudy height.

Thay come from spot which the groy hawthoros dight,
Where stream-Kiss'd willows make & silvery shiver.

Who can ever fully express the pleasures of a country life ? saysan old author,
with the various delights of fishing, hunting, and fowling, with guus, grey-
hounds, spaniels, and several sorts of nets. What refreshment it is to behold
the green shades—the beauty and majesty of the tall and ancient groves: to bo
skilled in the planting and training of orchards, flowers, and pot-herbs; to
temper and allay these harmless employments with some innoeent and merry
song 3 to ascend sometimes to the fresh and healthful hills ; to descend into the
bosem of the valleys, and the fragrant dewy meadows; to hear the music of
birds, the murmur of bees, the falling of springs, and the pleasant discourses of
the old plonghman. These are the blessings which only a countryman is or-
daine:l to, and are in vain wished for hy the denizens of smoky cities ; they are,
ndeed the * sights and sounds that give delight, but hurt not.”




IOLY,~SH

Siuee finish'd our shoaring, In fonsting we're met,

And our mastorbefore us this plonty has s ;

While gaily and gladssme wo holiday. keep, !
Lot us give the praise due to the fleeve and the sheep.—Ofd Song.

Sueep-SAEAniNG Feast is one amongst the oldest of our English holidays; and | amusement. There is, also, something pleasing in the sound, as they every now
appears to have ranked with the earliest celebrations’ of the olden times, It | and then pause to whet or sharpen their shears—in the very attitude of the
is frequently alluded to in'the Bible, where we meet wi:h the names of those who | clipped sheep as they turn away, as if they scarcely knew themselves, or their
celebrated it; and we even find enumerated the many good things which were | companions, for they all seem lost together ; so strange do they appear in their
consumed atthe feast. It is pleasant to dwell upon such ancient cnstoms, to  ridgy jackets; for wherever the edge of the shears has clipped there is a mark
recal scenes which were in existence thousands of years ago, long before the  which goes ronnd and round, as if the sheep were bandaged In fine wool.
shepherds assembled in the fields of Bethlehem, or the *star had arisen in | Then thers is something pleasing in the scenery amid which this labour takes
the east” that illuminated & dark and benighted world. It was so natural, | place, in the large old barn in the bickground with its opening door, or the
when mankind had gathered in the wool which was to clothe them, and the | farm-yard surrounded with stacks, sheds, and out-honses, and carts, painted
corn which was their principal food, to return thanksto the Giver of all £oud, | blue or red, on the shafts of which the fowls ara perched  But the most cheering
and to be joyful and merry on such 1t is a pl e to know, that in | sight of all to the * clippers,” for such are the sheep-shearers called, is the
summier time there was the same bleating of sheep and lambs beside the brooks | preparation under the oak before the farm-honse door, or within the barn
in the pleasant vallies of Palestine, as there is now in our own green English | itself, for the feast; for they not only look forward to a merry time, but there
pastures ; and that, ages ago, the shepherds washed their flocks in the hallowed | is the i that their labour is brought to a close; and when the last
waters of Jordan, sheep is sheared, then comes the loud huzza! for no end of gooil things are
There is nothing more lively than Sheep-Shearing, where all tha idlors in the  inviting them, .

village are assembled : where the crowded pens are filled with bleating | The great copper is filled with furmity, made of boiled wheat, which, when
sheep ; whi'e the shearers are bending as earnestly over their work asif it were cold, cats like jelly ; currants, raisins, spices of every kind; sugar shot in in
amatter oflife and death, though the lookers-on only consider 1t as a plessant ' pounds, which, when boiled enough, is emptied out into basins and pans, and
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cooled with new milk. Round this delicions mess assemble the young—three or
four, with huge wooden spoons, eating out of one pancheon, or large earthen-
ware vessel, about two feet wide. Sometimes, they quarrel, like pigs around a
trough ; one has thrown a spoonful of furmity into the others fuce others have
set off, and gone into the orchard to swing. The great kitchen is a very Babel
of sourds.

In my * Pictures of Country Life,” I'have drawn the following picture of a
Sheep-Shearing Feast, which is sometimes held in the barn: the immense door
isturned into 2 table, and almost bends beneath its load of provisions. We talk of
roast beef ; taste wlat is set bi fore them! Smell of that chine: what a nosegay !
itis stuffed with all kinds of savoury herbs; it tastes like duck, goose, pork, veal
w5 if all good things were rolled into it, and made one. It wonld make a sick man
well only to smell of it. What slices! Whatappetites! What horns of brown ale
they empty | A waiter in & London eating-house would ran away horror-stricken,
and proclaim a coming famine throughout the land. They eat their poas by
spoonfuls: a new potato vani at every thiul; dishes are full and emptied
ere you can turnyour head, That was a whole ham ten minutes ago, now you
hehold only the bone. Who ever before saw such enormous plum-pnddings ?
Surely they have eaten enongh.  Why, that broad-shouldered sun-burnt fellow
las elapped a solid pound npon his plate—it is burning lot: look how he holds
that laree lump, and blows it between his teeth ; the tears fairly start into his
+ya<, Where are those legs of mution, the chines, and sirloins, and aitch-bones of
beef® Gone, for ever gone ! And now come the custards, and cheesecakes, and tarts.
Fhe men will assuredly burst. Sce, they loosen their neckerchicfs and their
walsteoats, as if they were going to begin again in downright earnest. Every
min seems as if he liad brought the appetite of three, as if he were resolved to
do Lis utmost; for ““eat, drink, and spare not,” is the order of the day ; there 1s
no one by to begrudge them.

The following beantiful song, which we found in a collection published nearly
a century and & half ago, has, no doubt, often been carolled by many a voice,
lung since silent, at the old English Sheep-Shearing Feasts. We regret that we
are nnuble to discover the Author's name, for every line is stamped with the im-
press of true poetry:—

Tarry wool, tarry wool,

Tarry wool Is il to spin;]

Card it well, card it well,

Card it wall ere yo begin.

Whon 'tls carded, rolled, and spun,
Th n the work is almost done ;

Tiut when woven, drest, and cloan,
1t may be clothing for a queen.

Ilarmless croatures without blame,

That clothe the back, and feed the homo
Keep us warm, and hearty full ;

Lot us love tho tarry wool.

How happy is a shepherd's 1ifo !

Far from courts, and freo from strifo.
While the ewes do bleat and ** ban,”

And the lnmbking answoer ** maue,"

No such music to his ear,

OF thief and fox has ho no foar :

Shepherd will wateh—dog rend and pull,
And well defend the tarry wool.

Ring, my binny harmless sheop,

That feed upon the mountaing steop,
Tiloating swootly as ye go

Through the winter’s frost and snow.
1art and hind, and fallow deer,

Ara not balf 80 useful liere.

Fiom kirgs, to him the plough docs pull,
Areull ol iged to tarry wool.

He livzs content and envies none,
No, not o monarch on his throna;
Though he the royal scoptro swayd,
Ho hath not sweetor holidays.
Who'd be a king, ean any tell,
Whon a shephord sings so well ?
Einga 80 well, and pays in full,
With honest heart and tarry waol,

Tp, yo shepherds ! danee and skip,
‘¥er the hills and vallies trip §

OF tarry wonl sing y¢ the praise,
Blug the flocks that do it raise :

“Tt is a poor heart thatnever rejoices ;” and when we think of the many bleak
bi‘ter nights at the close of February and the beginning of March which the
shepherds have passed in the openflelds, and on the windy hills, in the ** lambing
season,” it gives one pleasure to see them still so happy. Many a lamb wonld
have ben lost, but for the eare they took of them ; for there they waited night
after Light, amid s'eetand storm, in their little temporary huts, ready to rush
out in & moment, and pick up and shelter the young lambs, which would other-
wise, perchance, have perished in the cold. Proud were they, when finer days
came, and they looked on and saw their new-born flocksracing in the meadows.

Now let us peep into that pretty parlour. There sit the farmer’s danghters at
tea. Whatpiles of cakes, honey, butter, eggs, ham, cold fowl! Whatsmiling
faces! and some of them are really beautiful pictures of rosy tealth. Now they
are singing -in the kitchen; mnow the fiddle is heard in the barn: there is
glegling and Janghter in the orchard; whisperings somewhere in the gardon ;
children playing at hide-and-seek in the stack-yard. See where those dark-
eyed seducers, the gipsies, have congregated ontside the farm-ym d;  somehow
or another they have come in for their share of the feast: by and by, they
will beeoma bolder s ore, bearing a child, will venture into the barn; another
will fullow ; and as the ale-horn circulates, it will, long before midnight, be * Hail
fellow ! well met !”

Then come the morris dancers, * Robin Hood,” and ** Mald Marlan,"” with such
poetry as is not to be found in the old ballads. Well, there Is plenty for all; the
ale for Sheep-Shearing Feast was brewed many & long month ago ; and there are
still half a dozen barrels untapped in the cellar, all of which were brewed from
an extra allowance of malt, for the graat oceasion of ** Sheep-Shearing.”

Bul where is the old farmer ? He bade his men fall to, and welcome; and
we have not seen him since. No, he isin the large, old-fashioned summer- house
at the bottom of his garden, wiih the butcher, and the miller, and (he maltster,
and the doctor, and the landlord from the “ Black Bull;” and they have drawn
the corks of & few bottles of choice port, and are enjoying themselves in their
own wav, The young lawyer has brought his fiddle, for he is a gentleman
fiddler ; and the voung ladies in the parlour will come soon, and dance on the
lawn, for even there the line of distinction is drawn. Tha wealthy farmer's
danghter may condescend just to dance a turn or two In the barn; and when
they have gone, the old one-eyed hired fiddler will strike up * Bob and
Joan,” just to show his contempt for such proud, stuck-up * thingumterrys,” as
he will eall them: ** with their waltzes, and quadrilles, and snch like outlandizsh
fal-the-rals, as their grandmothers would have been ashamed to have been scen
in.*

Al who have wanlered into the country, about the beginning of summer,
must have heard the 1 bleating gst sheep in the neighbourhood of
rivers and water-courses ; and if they have never beheld such a scene before,
must, when they have reached the spot, have looked both wirh interest
and pleasure at a sheep-washing. There stand three powerful sun-burnt fellows,
up to the middle in water. A sheepis forced in by & man on the bank; it is
scized by the i st washer, who, laying fast hold of the fl:ece, souses the poor
creature about, as if he would shake it to pieces; he then looses his held, and
the bleating animal, as he begins swimming towards the shore, is seized by the
second washer in whose hands he fares no better than he did whilst an unwilling
prisoner to the first. He bleats more pitifully ; and just as he is within a few
feot of the shore, souse he goes over and over for the third time, and then he is at
liberty, He reaches the bank, and thers stands bleating, while the water flows
from his heavy fleece. Others who have undergone the same fate bleat in reply;

while the nnwashed ones are not & bit behind-hand in their complainings, for
& hundred sheep * baa” like one.
Then, what a roar of langhter comes ringing upon the air, at the sturdy shep-
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herd boy, who, while thrasting and foreing along some obstinate sheep to the
edge of the water, is carried in, headlong, with his woolly companion ; and, by |
an unexpected plunge, both aresent head over ear together, and land alike witha |
kindred and sheepish look, for Jack is passed from hand to hand, amid loud
“guffaws,” which are heard half a mile off. ]

Somatimes the village girls will come down to the sheep-washing, and then |
there flles round many a rongh random shot of country wit: the girls trace |
strange likenesses amongst the sheep to some envied rival; and, in allusion to |
the number of lambs, “ more is meant than meets the ear.” The frailties of
some fuir Phyllis are shadowed forth; while Damon, althonghmidway in water,
burns up to his veryears. You find that Dianas are not the only nymphs who
haunt the neighbourhood of these pastoral Arcadias.

We have before spoken of Sheep-Shearing as being an ancient festival, andin
the Book of Samuel, we read of Nabul, a man in Ma'n, whose possessions were
in Carmel, who had three thousand sheep and a thousand goats; *‘and he was
shearing his sheep in Carmel.  And David heard in the Wilderness that Nabul
did shear hissheep. And when David's young men came, they said to Nabul,
We come at a good time.” We read again, in the same book, of Absalom hav-
ing §heap-=.-hearera, and inviting all the King's sons to the feast ; and David was |
afraid to let all his sons go, lest they should cause Absalom too graab an expense;
and further on we find that they made merry with wine. For in our own En-
glish poet Herricl, we have it recorded thaton such oceasions there was always
plenty-—that the table was strown with no niggard hand.

They should soa first and chief
Foundation of tho foast—fat beef;

With upper storles mution, veal,

And baeon, which makes full the meal :
With sevoral diches standing by,

As hers ncustard, thero a pie,

And here all-tempting furmity.

. Summer now reigns in the foll womanhood of her beauty., The roses of her
lips now pont in the rounded sweetness of their bloom ; and the sun has stained
her chieeks with the richest dyes of heaven. Ier hair is wreathed with the last
blossoms of her choicest flowers 3 and when these are faded, she will begin to
look round for her place of vest, for the beautifl snmmer has attained her full
beauty, and is already doomed to die. Slowly, slowly, you see the flowers and
leaves falling, to make her death-bed; and soon the sweet songsters will take
their departure, for they cannot stay to look, while one so beautiful is about to
gather up her gaudy garments in “dying dignity,” and stretch herself upon a
grave of faded flowers, to die. And yet, once again, Time will meet Summer

At this same place.
Bhe'll look as lovely as of old.
For thera will spring another raca
OF flowers from out the upturn’d mould,
That bave been buried long ago.

This has ever been onr favourite month for angling. Mot that we ever stood
high as disciples of the “gentle” craft; but rather loved to let our rods lie idly
amongst the reeds and flowers ; or to wateh the float riding lazily upon the rip-
ples, while we whispered to the silvery shiver which the willows were ever
making ; or, with half closed eyes, lay drowsed beneath the perfume that came
floating from some neighbouring bean-fleld.  What a music there was in the
lopping of the little ripples, as they came, one after another, to warm themselves
on the sunny shore, bowing the reeds that grew a little way out as they passed.
Or to wateh (as I have, in my poem entitled ** Summer Morning,"” deseribed a
scene), when it rained,

The Jeayes *drop,” * drop,” and dot the silver siream—
Ho quick ench circlo wore the first awny.

T'o see the tufted bullrosh stand and dream,

And to tha ripple nod its bead alway ; !

Tho water-flags with oue another play.

Bowing to every breezo that blows between,

Wiile purple dragon-flics their wings display §

This rostless swallow's acrowy flight is seen,

Dimpling the sunny wave then lost amid the green.

Such sights were more pleasing to us than the capture of a thousand fish.
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Abcut the cart hear how the rout

OF rural {:‘Jungllngi ralgo the shout;
Pressing before, some coming after,
Those with & shout, and these with lavghier;

Some bless tho cart, some kiss the sheaves,
Some prank them up with oaken leaves,—HERRICK.

WEITHER the harvest-supper nor the sheep-shearing-feast present snch poetical
fentures as the raral employments which terminate in their celebration, for both
in the end are but reduced to the common and necesssry acts of eating and
drinking. In harvest-time we see an old and beantiful picture ; it was the same
thousands of years ago ; it is familiar to us in the pages of Holy Writ. Abraham
and the early patriarchs have looked upon such scenes, for it has ever been a
time of rejoicing. What rich pictures, mellowed with the sunsets of ages, rise
before the eye as we look npon the sun-browned reapers! scenes not there pre-
sented, but such as have sprung from the events caused by good or bad harvests.
Weo see, in Egypt, Joseph and his brethren ; Abraham and Isaac overlooking the
harvest-field from their tents ; lands sold for measures of corn; David’s house-
hold busy in the fields ; Ruth * weeping amid the alien corn;"” Onr Saviour
gathering the ears of wheat on the Sabbath; and a hundred other incidents
which are connected with the sacred history of our religion.

But beautifil as may have been the harvest-fields of Palestine or Egypt, they
could never have excelled in picturesque effect those which we have seen in our
own England, hemmed in every way by rich and park-like scenery. IHere vast

breezy uplands, that come sweeping down into broad pasture-lands, all waving
golden with eary corn. Reapers and gleaners— men, women, and children—clothed
in every variety of homely costume, standing, stooping, or sitting down beside the
piled-up sheaves, or half-buried in some little hollow behind the standing corn.
Little village urchins, whose bare hard legs are pierced all over with the sharp

| stubble, and who thrust straw and all into their small gleaning-bags, so that they
| may appear full against the given time. of either luncheon or dinner, the only

difference in the meal consisting in the name given to i, for the homely viands
are the same. Nor are the actions of the reapers less interesting; thereisa
peculiar art in making those straw bands in which the sheaves are bound, in
twisting the heads of corn together so as not to shake out the grain, in placing
them nicely upon the stubble, and, finally, in tying up the sheaf iteelf, and
securing the stubble ends of the band, and giving to them all, when bound, a
free and plumy appearance. We see such scenes as bring before the eye Keats's
splendid description of autumn, where he says :(—

Somatimes whoaver seeks abroad may find

Thee sitting careless on a gravary floar,
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Thy hair soft-1ifted by the winnowing wind ;

Or an a half: reaped farrow tourd asleep,

Dieowsed with the fume of popples ; whils thy hoak

Eparcs the next swathe, and all its twindd flowers ;

And sometimes, like a gleaner, thou dost keep

Stoady thy laden head across & brook.
But the bringing homa of the last load forms the subjact of our present Sketeh,
such as we have witnessed, and has received all but life and motion from the
hands of the artist. The farmer's danghter, an interesting girl, was selected
fur \he Harvest Queen, and drassed out very b 1y for the i
her little round straw-hat wreathed with ears of corn and convolvuluses; she was
seated sideways on the leader, a fine chesnut-coloured horse, whose head was
docorated with banches of corn-flowers and blue ribbons; the hat of the driver
was ulio adorned with bows of the same hue, * true blue” being your rustic’s
fuvourite colour; every horse in the team was distinguished by similar orna-
ments. The last * stouk" ig, however, still standing in the field, the topmost
sheaf of which is buried beneath bunches of rich-coloured ribands and flowers ;
lung streams of blue and yellow and crimson have been floating out from the
top of that “shock™ ever since morning, and now the whole row aloug the
furrow has disappeared, excopting that. At last the waggon approaches it, the
gleaners and reapers rend the air with their lond huzzas, as the ** harvest-sheaf,"
the erown of the field, is held high on the long pitching-fork by the labourer; it
is then recelved by the man on the top of the load, and then reared on end, the
mo t conspicuous objeet, through its gandy colours, in the whole landseape, A
few lines from our * Book of Autumn” will close the scena :—** Onward comes the
waggon—the last load reaches the village—at the end of which the worthy
farmer lives, and every cottager rushes out with a hearty welcome to lail the
procession as it passes, The little tailor uncrosses his legs, throws down his
uoose and sleeve-board, and with his hose ungartered and hanging about his
heels, his spectacles thrust high up his forehead, raises his child-like voice, and
brandishes his shears above his head, eausing them to snap together at every shout,
as hie joins in the lond jubilee. The smoke-grimed blacksmith leans his naked
and brawny arms across the half-deor of his smithy, while his man John
stands in the middle of the road swinging his heavy hammer in the air,
and grinning from ear to ear with delight. The wheelwright leaves the tire half-
driven in the smoking wheel; and, untying his painted and dirty apron, shakes it
out with all his might, causing the chips, dirt, and shavings to fly in every direc-
tion, while his deep volce rings out like the peal of a trumpet. The lame shoe-
maker next appears, bearing in his hand one of the farmer’s heavy top-boots,
which he was repairing when the waggon came up. He seems almost as much
delighted as if the whole load wers his own; his wife and children have been
allowed to glean ever since the first day the reapers put their sickle inlo the
standing corn, and the poor fellow is grateful for such kindness, The deaf old
grandmother, who seldom quits her creaking wicker-chair and spinning-wheel
in the chimney-corner, comes ont, with her withered hand raised to shade the
sunshine from her furrowed face, and, followed by the old grey cat, she ralses
the tin trumpet to her ear, and drinks in the glad sounds which she has been
aceustomed to hear through fourscore bygone harvests ; and all the long even-
ing the deaf old woman will be happy and talkative, telling about the May-days,
and sheep-shearing feasts, and harvest-homes she attended when young, what
she wore, and with whom she danced ; and before her dim eyes will pass in long
array the scenes of sixty years, and she will again recal the features of many
who are now no more,

Ench In his narrow cell or ever lald,
The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleap.

Every ong st all conversant with history has read the sufferings and priva-
tions which whole nations have endured in times of scarecity, and can well un-
derstund why in the olden time there was so much rejoicing over a plentiful
harvest.  The riehest erop ever hangs upon a *“slender thread ;" the finest fields
of corn that ever bowed in the breeze or pglittered in thie summer sunlight, a
fow days' rain may blacken and destroy, and render unfit for food. Man cannot
proteet his erop against the elements, until it is garnered. Although the broad
seas are nmow open, and ships from every corner of the globe may pour
fureign grain into every store-house in England, yet we shall be sorry to see the
day when she puts her chief trust in such supplies. She is not yet prepared to
turn her rich corn-fields into grounds fur factories, nor to trustto other nations
for her supplies ofcorn. England, from the very richness of its soil and beauty
of its sconery, was ordained to be an agricnltural country ; and however far its
great cities may in time extend, it must be the work of sges to blot out the
farms, and homesteads, and green roral scenes which are still its greatest charms.

Our merchants and manufactuers struggle on for years in elose rooms and
crowded oflices, in the hope of at lastretiring into some little village with its
orchard. garden, and green field, and there to end their days in peace and
tranguillity, Sueh o wish has ever been foremost in the bosoms of our great
pocts, st and philosophers, It is a distinguishing feature in the cha-
| rieter of an Erglishman ; and perhaps in no other nation in the world is there
such a thirst for this green retivement and domestic peace.

Autamn is a ba-y time with many animals as well as with man. Tha squirrel
and several kinds of mice store up provision again.t winter, for although they
hibarnate a great portion of that season, yet a mild, warm atmosphere often
awakes them, when they have recourse to the larder, then turn round, and sleep
agnin. Mr, Couch, In his “ Animal Instinet,” says, ** Long before the period of hi-
bernation, and while the degree of temperature, and the abundance of subsistence,
oceupation, and amusement, one would suppose, wounld postpone the anticipation
of such a state, creatures ordinarily subject to it are found entering npon a series
of labours which, to the eye of reason, are as ciearly indications of prospective
intention as the bunilding of a nest for incubation, or the storing of fuod for a
time of scarcity. In some parts of the Russian dominions, as early asthe month
of August, while summer is In its glory, and everything inviting to enjoyment
of the present rather than care for the future, the rat-hare sets about collecting
the herbs which are to form its winter bed, and spreads them out to dry in the
snn. In September these dried vegetables are gathered into heaps, which are
sometimes the froits of the labours of a single individnal, and at others the united
effurts of a company. The hampster in the Alps, and, in our own country, the
dormouse, the shrew, and, in a less degree, the hedgehog, have the same habits ;
in all their proceedings making a marked distinction between their ordinary
summer residences, or the receptacles for their young, and those in which
they are to pass the time of ibility. After accomplishing these preparations,
a long time is suffered to pass before these animals finally retire to their
winter retreats, and then they wrap themselves up in the accumulated ma-
terfals, with & care and skill that indicate how well they are aware
of the danger of exposure. The dormouse and harvest-mouse (whose summer
nests have been placed on elevated stalks of grass, or in the branches of
& furze-bush) now wrap themselves up in a ball, so closely woven together as to
admit of being rolled about without disturbing its slumbering inhabitant, and
stow themselves away in some crevice or recess among the entangled roots of a
tree, boneath the soil.”  Mr. Bell asserts that the hibernation of the hedgeliog
“'is a5 complete asthat of any animal inhabiting this country ;" he further asserts

(and we know no higher authority) that it lays up no provision for winter. On
the contrary, although the sqnirrel sleeps away a great pnl'tion_nf the cqld seq-
son, it lays up ample stores—not all in one place, but concealing the different
stores in the holes of several trees around its haunts. Autumn is, therefore, a
busy time with this beautiul and clean little animal, The long-talled field-
mouse is a great hoarder of food for winter, which cansists of nuts, acorns, corn,
and a varlety of seeds; and sometimes a pig will come smelling and rooting
about, to discover the treasure, and devour it. The following, which we wrote
some time ago, to amuse & juvenile class of readers, will not be out of place
here; it 13 supposed to embody the feelings of a long tuiled field-mouse, who
sits hiding himself In a dark corner while a great hungry hog is eating up all
his stoek of provisions. “I wish it may choke you,” said the field-mouse, ** that
I do, you great grunting brute! There go all my nice acorns, & dozen or more
at a mouthful. Twelve long journeys had I in a day to the foot of the old oak
trea to bring home a dozen of those—such a hard day’s work that 1 could
searcely sleep a wink at night after, so much did my poor jaws ache; for I was
forced fo bring home every one in my mounth; and now that monster is gobbling
up the whole hoard. He devours what cost me the labour of a month in a mi-
nute or two! Whataver I shall live on in winter I don't know. There goes my
eorn, too, which Idragged home, by an ear at a time, all the way from the harvest
field on the other side of the wood, and with which I was often forced to rest two or
three timesduring my journey ; and sometimes I was compelled to drop an ear, and
fight some other field-monse that had a longer tail than myself, who tried to take
the ear awny under the pretence of helping me home with it, when I knew well
enough it was Lis own nest he intended earrying it to. I wish I were Lig enough
to {thrash that great, ugly, grunting brote; really it malkes one feel savago to
think that after so much fetching, and carrying, and striving from morning to
night—packing all up so snugly together, and not leaving even a single grain
littered about, that & great thief should come in this way, break into oue’s house,
and eat up everything, rump and stump.” Naturalists say, that, after such a
disaster, the fleld-mone will fight his way into another nest, and either onst the
inhabitant, or fullin the attempt. Wilson has beautifully depicted the pleasure
of wandering amongst the mountains at this season of the year. *The wanderer,
or hunter,” he says,
Now meets on the hill

The new-waken'd daylight so bright and so still;

And feoly, as the elouds of the morning unroll,

Tha silonce, the splendour ennoble his soul.

"Tis Lig on the mountaine to stalk like a ghost,

Enshroudod inmists in which nature is loat,

‘Tl ho 1ifis up hia eyes, and flood, valley, and height,

1n ono moment all swim in an ooean of light;

While the sun, liko a glorious banner unfurl'd,

Seems to wave o'er & now, more magnificent world.

The scream of the eagle, the bounding of the mountain-deer, and the thunder of
the cataract, complete the piclure, and add their voices to the solitude.
“Tnsects still continue 1o swarm,” says Forster, ‘“and to sport in the
sun from flower to flower: it is very amusing to observe in the sunshine of
an  August morning thelr animation. The beauntiful little blue butterfly is
then all life and activity, flitting over the flowers and grass with remarkable
vivacity. There seems to be a constant rivalship between this beauty and another
no less elegant little bean, though of a different colonr, frequenting the same sta-
tion, attached to the same head of clover or of hare-bell ; wherever they approach,
mutnal animosity seems to possess them ; and, darting on each other with
courageons rapidity, they buffet and contend until one is driven from the fleld,
or to & considerable distance from his station, when the vietor again returns to
his post in triumph; and this contention is renewed so long as the brillianey of
the sun animates their conrage.” We hava an admirable deseription of a butterfly
that went out for a day's pleasure, written by the author of the immortal ** Fuiiy
Queen,” who tells us liow it at last reached & garden, and there

Arriving, round about doth flie,
From hed to bed, from oae to t'othor border;
And tukas survey, with carlous busy oy,
OF overy flower and herb thero got in order;
Now this, now that, ho tastoth tenderly; -
Yot nonae of them he 1uddly dath disorder.
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TnERE is no place lke a country air, wake, or statute, for petting a true in-
sight into the characters of our English peasantry, There all reserve is laid
aside, and Johnny and Molly do really enjoy themselves. A stranger might
walk a hundred miles through the conntry, and never mest with a tithe of tha

and, unless when talking, eating, or drinking, you find the knob thrust into his

or four times round the ankle before he fastens it.
either blue or grey, and prefers having them ribbed. His brecches are either
velveteen, cordnroy, or velvet, with pearl buttons on the knees, and a large
bunch of drab ribbon, the ends of which he likes to see hang a good way down ;
1t these are new, he generally tucks up his smock-frock to show them. His
waistcoat is either plush, or a light kind of fustian, atamped all over with spots,
tings, squares, or diamonds ; if he can get a pattern with half-a-d 1

They elimb the pa'e,

character he will here pick up. Johnny invariably carries a stick in his hand, | Michaelmas or two before, and she argues that it is no nse having such things

mouth. Tle wears high ankle-boots, laced very tight, and twines the lace three |
He has on worsted hose, |

COTST

they run the races,

They laugh to seo the clown's grimaces;
They Jeave bohind all griefand cara,
And come lght-hearted to the fulr,

thick it is of * beaver;” or he oves to see everything he wears stick ont and ba
CONSPICUONS. |

Molly has penerally a pair of pattens in one hand, and a entton nmbrella in
the other. It matters not how fair or fine it may be—she bonght them a

unless she brings them ont. Ifshe las a sweetheart, hn generally earries the
pattens, and they are the canse of a littlo attention on both sides, for she some-
times says, * Let me earrien 'em a bit, John, to wresten thy fistes;” and he an-
swers, * Noah, Molly, thankeen thee; I wool howd 'em mysen.” Her gown is

| the gaudiest she can pnrehase—the pattern either a great unnatural flower, or a

trailing senx-weed, bordered with shells. She likes a red shawl, becanse it can
be seen a long way cff.  As soon as they get into the fair, John either buys a
pound of gingerbread or nuts, which he ties up in his handkerchief, leaving,

in it, he likes it all the better ; for if it is large and staring he knows Betty will
consider it very neat. His neckerchief is generally either red or yellow ; and he
likes the ends to hang out a good way, and to féel the **real India” blowing
abont his face. Ie rubs up the down on his hat the wrong way to siiow how

wever, one eorner open, into which they ean insert their hands; they erack
and muneh away while there is one lefr. Sometimes she says they're * mixed;”
and he says “ Hey ?” They then sannter round and have a look at the shows
and booths : he buys a knife with three or four blades, which is only fit to cut
butter. Molly purchases a few yards of red or blue ribbon. - Sometimes they are
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asked to buy a rattle for a baby, adell, oracradle; and, och! how they do
laugh ! Molly is compelled to dig her elbow into her sweetheart's sides, and to
say, * A'done, John, wilt® They then pay & penny each and have a look inlo
a peep-show ; when it is over Johnny wonders however they can get such lon;z
streets and big houses into such a little place, and Molly answers that **It's all
magic."” They rext try their fortune in a penny lucky-bag, which they are as-
snred contains ** all prizes and no blanks.” Johnny gets a cotton :tay-lace, and
Molly & Tow of pins. They purchase a song of the ballad singer, which is ** all
about love and such like :” they then get into a swing-boat, and are tossed up
and down until they begin to fcel very queer indeed, for they have eaten all the
past-y they conld fancy, to say nothing of apples, nuts, oranges, pears, plums,
and ginger-beer. They then adjomrn to the public-honse *f to rest and settle
down a bit:” John meets a few acquaintance and tries to smoke a pipe; this,
with a few glasses of ale, sets his tongne a-going, There is generally a recruit-
ing party in the room, and as the ale gets into his noddle he talks abont *listing,
which Molly pulls his sleeve and says, “ Duna be a fool, Jolnny.” He then
£ a song; and, to make the tune and the metre harmonise, lays his
accents as follows :—
Ags T wass a walkéniong out one f-vé-ning
All down by a river si-dé,
And a gazening all around me,
A T-rish girl T spi-die,
Its rod and ro-sid was her lips,
And so conl-blnck waa hor hiair,
And 5o cost-1# was the rotes of gowd
This I-rish girl did wear.
Ile offers to thrash, plough, reap, or mow, with “any man ' the room for a
gowden guinea, and to put the money down.” Ile gets his comrade who is
drinking with him to feel his arm, and sometimes bares it to show the strength
of his muscles. He tells how he once lifted a sack of corn into the waggon,
withont ever letting it rest npon him, only touching it with his hands. He
would quarrel were it not for Molly getting up and popping her pattens between
lier Jover and his opponent. Johnny gets half-mellow, is ready for anything, and
will go out. Molly has picked up & female companion, whose sweetheart is as
fiur gone as her own, and they follow arm-in-arm to see that nothing happens to
their rustic lovers, Now John is either ready to climb the pole for a new hat,
ride a donkey race, wheel a barrow blindfold, jump in a sack, or, as he says,
“any mander of thing.” There is soon seen a lot of sacks full of men, with
only a head peeping out, and Johnny's about the most stupid of the whole lof, for
lie makes up the one of half-a-dozen who begin with jumping in the sacks. He
gets in with great difficulty, has his arms throst down, is tied up above the
~honlders, and, when the word * Off !” is given, he s about the first that falls.
Molly can hardly unloose him for laughing. * Better luck next time,” says
JJohnny; and he enters the chase for the pig with its soaped tail, rubbing his
fiand well in the sand to make it rough before he starts. The pig is turned
lose, and after him they start. Johnny is beginning to get a little sober by this
tine, and is, moreover, a capital runner. He seizes the pig by the tail, and is
pulled headlong into a ditel, while the grunter escapes and ** saves his baeon !
Nor do we ever remember seeing 8 pig fairly caught in this manner, for the Jaw
is, that it must only be captured by laying hold of the tail. Molly has now a job
to rub the mud off Johnny, which she does by pulling up large handfuls of grass,
While she is cleaning him, he stands very still. and looks very sheepish.

The hat still stands high on the top of the slender pole, crnemented with Slue
ribbons. The pole itself is rubbed with soft-soap and grease from top to
bottom. Those who have attempted to climb are as greasy as butchers. In
vain do they try to reach it; sand and sawdust are nseless ; even the miller's
uttempt was a fallure, although he went up with his pockets filled with flour, and
rabbed the pole with it every inch he gained. At length a sweep came, with his
soot-bag twisted round him. They shook the pole, but still he continued to
ascend, and all the shaking was in vain, for whenever you looked np you saw
him looking down, showing his white eyes and white teeth. He trusted to his
s00f, feet, and hands, together with his long experience in diffieult chimnies, and
seldom fuiled to bring down the prize. Dut the wheelbarrow race, blindfolded,
was the best of all, for no one conld see the mark he was running at. Some
called *Left I some “ Right!” and, as each competitor had only the voices of
the bystanders to guide him, away he went at full speed, obeying their directions
a3 well s he could, Some foundered in a neighbouring pond, others in an oppo-
site ditch. Johnny was the most fortunate of the lof, for he trusted to the
clanking of Molly's patten-rings (a device of her own, before agreed npon}), and
won the new smock-frock, with all its garniture of sky-blue ribbons, the per-
nuisites of his beloved Molly- -for this stroke of policy was her own,

Nor was the donkey-race the least amusing part of & conntry fair ; althongh we
Il bet ten to one on the favourite, there were the same odds against his moving
at ull—for it was ten to one if e would even start; if he did, we well know that
lie could “win In a canter,” as they say. Very annoying it was, after having
risked all onr pecket-money, to see the brute stick his bead vp against the
palings and show liis heels at every one who had courage enongh to approach
him.  Yet such was too often the case, for he seemed not to care a straw for the
new saddle which was exhibited at the winning-post in the distance. Ierhaps if
e did tnrn his eyes in that direction it was with some such thought as “1 wish
youmay get it; cateh me at that; were I to win every varlet in the village
wonld want a ride, and I should be compelled to carry him ;" and the very
thonght cansed him to “ launch ont” more viciously than ever.

Sach is the pieture of an English country fair, or wake, which a traveller may
sometimes stumble upon s he comes uuawares ppon 4 little village standing
half-buried amid the surrennding trees.

The woods #re now beantiful ; and never did the hand of an artist throw such
rich colours upon the glowing canvass as may now be found in the variegated
foliage of the troes. The leaves of the beech are dyed in the deepest orange that
ever the eye saw gathered in golden clouds around a summer sunset; the dark
green of the oak is in parts mellowed into a bronzy brown, blending beautifully
with the faded yellow of the chesnut, and the deeper hues of the tall elm ; while
bere and there the sable fir settles down into dark shadows between the alternate
tints ; and far as the eye can range along the wide ontskirts of the forest it revels
in the mingled hues of mountain, field, ccean, and sky, as if the flowered meadow,
and the puvple monntain, and the green billows of the sea, the blazing sundet,
and the dark clouds of evening, had all rolled together their bright and sombre
lines, and gathered about the death-bed of the beantiful summer. Over the
hedgerow trails the rambling briony ; and we sce bunches of crimson and green
berries, half-tempting us by their gushing ripeness to taste the poisoncus juice
which liea buried beneath their deceptive beauty. The hips of the wi'd rose rest
their rich scarlet upon the carved ebony of the luscious blackberry; while the
deep blue of the sloe throws over all the rich bloomy velvet cof its frait, as it
stands erowned with its ruddy tlara of hawthorn berries. On the ground are
seattered thousands of polished acorns, their earved and clear cups lying empty
amongst the fallen leaves until gatbered by the village ehildren, who deck their
rnstic stools with these primitive tea-services, and assemble around them with
smiling faces and locks of cager enjoyment, while they sip their sugar and water
out of these old fairy-fumed drinking vessels. T have attempted to deseribe the

beauly and tranguillity of the calm evenings which we ree at tha closs of sum-
mer and the commencement of autumn, in a little poem entitle

THE EVERING ILYMN.
I know they muet be holy things,

That from a r of sa eacred shine,
Where round the beat of angel wings,

And fuotstepa echo all divine.

Their mystories T never songht,

Nor hearken'd o what scienco tolls,
For, oh ! in childhood 1 was tanght

That God amidst them dwells.

The deapening wonds, tha fading trees,

The grasshopper’s last feeble soumnd,

The flowers Just waken'd by the breezes,

All leava the stillness more profuund.
The twilight takes o deoper shade,

The dusky pathways s:.rknr RTOW,

And silence refgns In glen and glade,

While all {s mute balow.

And other eves ns sweet as this

Will clore upon as calm a day §
Then sinking down the deep abyss,

Will, like the lagt, be swept away
Until eternity is gained —

U] ndless sea without a shora,

That without time for ever reign'd,

And will when time's no more.
Kow pature sinks in sofi repose,

A living semblance of the grave ;
The dew steals nolselcss on the roso,

The boughs have almost cens’d to wave ;
Tha silent sky, the sleaping sarth,

‘Treo, mountein, stream, the humble sod,
Nor whenea yo come, nor whither go, All tell from whom they bad thoeir birth,

Nor what your aim nor end. And ery, * Behold o God '

In many places in the flelds are now found numbers of spider-webs, some-
times in two or three thicknesses, one above the other; they are very annoy-
ing to the dogs while hunting, who are frequently compelied to tear them
off with their paws. Numbers of these webs may at times be seen floating in
the air like huge flakes of snow, and shining like silver as they descend in the
sunshine. Partridges now resort to the stubble fields, having been compelled to
retreat to cover during the noise andstir atiendant upon gathiering in the harvest.
They prefer, when they have young ones, to nestle inthe open fields, ns they
have there a better chinece of eseaping from stoats and weasels. Wood-owls are
now heard hooting in the night: and duing a heavy gale of wind, which brings
down thousands of leayes at a gust, the rattling of the branches and the hooting
of the owls form a very solemn concert, especially at midnight to the ears of a
lonely wayfarer who is making ashort eut homeward through an old woed. The
air is also now filled with winged emigrants, the down of thistles and dandelions,
which gosailing away over many a broad field before they alight, and pitcl their
tents, in which they sleep throughout the winter—then rise upina new form
in the coming spring. What a beantifnl picture is now presented in the Mirror
of the Months, when the numercus flock is driven to the fold as the day declines,
its seattered members converging towards a point as they enter the narrow
opening of their nightly enclosure, which they gradually fill and settle foto as
a shallow stream runs into a bed that has been prepared for it, and there scttles
into a still pool. And, again, in the early morning, when the slender barrier
that confines them is removed, they crowd and hurry out, gently intercepling
each other, and, as they get free, pour forth their white fl-eces over the open
field, as & lake that has broken its bank pours its waters over the adjsining
land ; in each case the bells and meek voices of the patient people muking music
as they move, and the shepherd standing carelessly by leaning on his crook—
even as shepherds did in the vale of Areadia.

Another pleasant picture of autnmn is the busy thatcher with the clear
bright yellow straw strewn about the foot of his ladder, while he, high up, is
making & golden roof over the treasures which have been gather d in from the
harvest-field, Your good thatcher is generally an excellent maker of bee-
hives, and his cottage is often situated by the side of arunning stream ; and there
he steeps his straw, and splits his long straight skains of bramble with which he
binds his golden-coloured domes together.

Anathor day, with mute adicu,
o8 gone down yon untrodden sky,
And gtill it Joks a8 clear ard blue
As when it first was hung on high :
The sinking sun, the darkening cloud,
That drew the Hghinlng In is rear,
The thunder tromping decp and loud,
Have Ieft no footmark there.

Tho village bolls, with silvar chima,
Coma soften'd by the distant shoro ;
Though I have heard them many & time,

They never rang so sweet befire.
A silence rests upon the hiil,

A listening awe pervades the air ;
Tle very flowers nre shut and still,

And bow'd as if in prayer.

And in this bush'd and breathless panse
D'ar earth, and air, and sky, and sea,

A mill low voice in silenco goes,
Which speaks alone, great God, of Thee !

The whispering leaves, thoe far off brook,
The linnet's warble fainter grown,
he hi bound bee, the I rook—

All theso their Maker own,

Kow shine the starry hosts of light,
Gazing on carth with golden oyer—

Bright sentinals that guard the night,
What are yo in your native skies ?

1 know not—neither can I know,
Nor on what leader yo attend,
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Ot wandering br the woodland side
You hear the lliamnt‘lnu:hmr sound ;

Or see tha snow-whita

Whore the green hazels most abound :
All morry, noisy, nutters they,
Who through the 'tangling forests steay.—The Country.

Arr the wood-nuts gathered before the commencement of this month are worth-
less, when compared with those that still hang upon the hazels, Like ripe
acorns, a jerk of the branch sends them dancing out of their vandyked cups,
and they come tumbling down xpon the moss, or sitky forest-grass, like large
dark brown beads, every one ripe, and almost ready to burst ont of its shell,
while each kernel is covered with a rich rosset cloak.

As T Jast year entered, somewhat lengthily, into our country nutting excor-
sions, I need only refer to the presentengraving as illustrative of a scene before
deseribed, 1 have before dwelt npon the solemn associations awakened by the
elose of autumn. For although all its varied hues are beantiful to lonk upon,
still it is & melancholy sight to witness the falling leaves; to see all that ren-
dered summer so green and lovely, unhoused—drifted from their shady dwell-
ing-places, leaving their old homes behind, naked and desolate 5 and windering,
as it were, houseless along the brown highways, over the wet and withered
grass, or lying down to die in the wayside ditches. Who can walk abroad at
such a season, without thinking of that change which must, in the end, take

kirtles glide

place—without turning onr thonghts to those wlho have gona before us, like
companions who but set out earlier in the day, and gaincd the inn where we |
must all sleep, and retired to rest before we arrived ? |

In my “Year Book" I have described a forest scene, familiar to me from |
the days of my childhood ; and as a railway is overthrowing these old wild-wood

| fastnesses, I shall transfer this picture of a spot that had stord unaltered for cen-
turies, to the deseriptive pages of this Almanack, conscious that [ should but
weaken my word-painting were I to alter my first sketch.

Acres of huge gorse bushes stretehied to the very verge of this wild forest-land,
many of them standing higher than the head of a tall man; while upon the
edge of the woodland grew thousands of wild brambles, that had trailed over the
low bushes, and formed a broad impenctrable hedge, so wide that several wag-
gons, could the underwood have borne the weight, might have been driven over
them abreast. This waste had never been cultivated since the dawning of
creation. For miles around, there was no vestige of the hand of man. Heregrew
hawthorns so huge, old, grey, and weather-beaten, that they looked as if a score
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of stems had been twisted into one, and become so hardened by time, that you
might fancy they were bars of iron fused together so closely, that neither storm
nor thunder had heen able to rend them. IHere and there uprose giant crab-
trees, their gnarled and knatted stems overprown with green and yellow moss,
and long fliky lichens, whicli hung like ragged drapery from the boughs.
Even the sun-stained frait, when mellowed by the mists of October, was sour as
vinegar. Some of the trunks were hollow and decayed ; and looked like strange
skeletons that had lived at a remote period of time, when man was not, so
white, bleached, and monstrons were their forms; and from the decayed centre
had, in some places, sprung up another tree, that waved green above the old
desolation. Secattered at picturesque distances, we saw immense caks, whose
shadaws stretehed far and wide, and struck the mind with wonder, to behold
such gizantic arms spread ont with no other support than the iron bedy from
which they sprung; while, to pace the length of & single bough, seemed like
treading a long gallery. Many of these had, centuries ago, been struck by the
| thunder-bolt, or black d by the red-armed lightning; yet lived on, in spite of
the blaze which had burnt their branches and singed their anclent heads—stand-
ing like monuments that marked some old world which had, undated ages ago,
passed away, and left the skeletons of those mighty giants to proclaim the bulk
and vastness of that unrecorded era.  And all around this wild and wooded
wilderness of hoary trees, there extended a pathless waste of entangling under-
wanil, where the hazel and the hawthorn, the black bullace, and the armed sloe
were blended, and matted, and twisted with the holly and the bramble and the
prickly gorse ; while the woodbine climbed high over all, and, like a lady from
her turret, looked out upon the wild and silent seene. It was only where the
red fox, or the badger, or the daring hunter had forced a passage, that we were
able to make our way along this bushy barrier. It recalled those graphic lines
of Chauncer's, of a forest,
In which there dwellath neither man nor bepst,
With knotty, knerry, barren trees old,
Of stubby shape, and hideous to behold,
Above this vast covert of crooked branches, and spiked bushes, and trailing
briars which seemed to have been struggling for ages for the mastery, there
hovered scores of birds of prey—hawks of every species, dusky ravens, and
liorned owla that stared upon us from out the hollow trees at noon-day, and
went sailing aeross the wild underwood, and between the ancient branches of
the trees, like winged ghosts. And ever from the tangled thicket started some
wild animal, the huge fox, or the grey badger, the savage wild cat and the
climbing marten ; and we sometines disturbed the stoat as he fed upon a young
hare, or drove the weasel from his banquet, and picked up the ringdove, ‘warm
and bleeding, that he was feeding upon; or saw the fierce eyes of the polecat
glaring upon us, as if wondering why we had disturbed his solitary dominions.
Great hairy bats went gliding by in the twilight, with their leathern wings out-
spread ; and bluck water-rats made a hollow sound, as they plunged into the forest
brook, and were soon lost in the dark water, or among the black and rotten leaves,
As | painted the same scene in verse, in my youthful years, I here present
my readers with the other pictare.

Majest'e grandeur stamp'd that solemn sceno.
For weary miles an outstreteh’d forest lny,
But seldom trod by aught of mortal micn.
Here naturo sat eothroned in wild arcay,
Profusely deck’d withtherns and wit & by
Hera broad oaks threw afar their shady arms

O'er erceping brambles that did wildly stray
Around tha tronks, where dark-leaved ivy swarms
And none the ruddy squirrel 'mid its play alarms.

The sul'en erab-tréa flourish'd 'neath the beeeh
Above, the sable pioe did rear its head,

As i the silver elouds it fain would reach

8o high thesa dark and branchy boughs were spread
The rattling conos wild winds profusely shed ;
Luxuriant box stood robed in gloomy hue,

And cypress nodded o'er the glen's dark bed,

Where stately ash o’artopp'd the bow-famed yow—
All barst in silent grandour on th' astonish'd view.
The glons and glades, and dells wera sprinkled round
With healing herbs and varlegated flowers,

No boll or bud of which a lordling own'd ;

No studied art bedeck’d those native bowars :

‘There nature's rugged breast bared to the showers,
Bora in its solitode the roses’ bloom ;

Whare high the woodbines rear their painted towoers,
‘Thera unseen violets 'mid tho forest gloom

Blessom and die, and blow again abova the tomb.

No habitation graced that I'IIFF;E@ 0006,

No puthway bore the track of man or stead ;

Thark treesthose della from scorching sunbeams sereemn,
Where gharp-beak"d hawks andspecklod songsters feed,
And diving ottors shake the tufted reed.

No cultivation hore smooth'd natura's face;

Nor waving corn, nor hedge-engirded mend,

Across this savage scenc the eye conld trace :

1t stood as when the Cysiri bere did lead the chase.

It has no donbt struck many, during an autnmn ramble, how slowly and
almost imperceptibly the changes of the months take place. The seasons them-
selves are striking enoungh, but to watch the slow progress by which they reach
the different land-marks of the year, is like tracing the movement of the hand of
4 watch aronnd the dial's face. Take a home garden, for instance—the smaller
the better fur observation- -and recal the time when the first scarlot runner, nas-
turtium, sweet pea, or convolvulus sprang up, each a tiny speck of green above
the mould. For days and days you can scarcely perceive them increase; the
twn little leaves grow larger by degrees; and then other tiny buds shoot ont;
and you are lost, between noting the expansion of the first, and the slow advance
of the latter. Time rolls on, and they begin to twine and flower, one here,
another there ; you marvel why the one is so early, and the other so late, The
first flowers attract your attention the most, and when the whole row is
hung with bloom, you are anxious to find the first pod. It is the many stages
through which vegetation passes that confuse observation, that induce us to
take so little note of time, that causes antumn to steal npon us almost nnawares,
It is the same with the lengthening and shortening of the days: we see the
| hours, and not the minutes—the rock, but not the coral insect that was instru-
| mentul in raising it.

Nur less wonderful is the departure of the birds—which we find alluded to in
the 014 Testament—a proof that the habits of these winged voyagers were the
sume three thousand years ago. For in the Book of Jeremiah it is written,
| that ** The stork in the h k th her appointed times: and the turtle,
and the crane, and the swallow observe the time of their coming.” In Mr. Coucl’s
interesting work on Animal Instinct, of which I have, more than once, made
favonrable mention, I find the following original observations on the migration
of birds. :—* The time of the withdrawal of the swallows and martens is mors
irregular than that of their coming. and begins with the swift, which usnally

takes its flight in the first or second week of August—the whole colony disap-
pearing at once—the actual departure being preceded, for a few days, by exer-
cises in flying, which seem to be practising in sport what they soon expect se-
riously to execute. They may be winessed ascending in a spiral maoner, and
in very close phalanx, with even more than their usual rapidity, to a very great
height; and having two or three times executed this movement, they suddenly
sink down to their nests, after which, till the next day, they are no more to te
seen, A remark often made—that the swallow tribe go away earliest in the
warmest seasons—appears to be correct; but whether there be any physiological
reason for this, is a matter of doubt.  The principal cause of their early readi-
ness for migration seems to be, that less interruption has been thrown in the
way of the formation of the nest ; and that there has been a greater abundance
of insect food for the support of the young, which has accelerated their growth.
In an unfavourable season in these respects, or when other canses have ocenrred
to retard the maturity of the brood, the birds have not only been kept later,
butin many instances the migratory instinet has grown sufficiently strong to
overcome the force of parental affection, and the brood has been left to perish in
the nest. To attend on a helpless young one, a single swift has been known to
remain for a fortnight after the departure of its companions; and it is a fre-
quent oceunrrence for the swallow to leave its brood to perish in the nest.
As autumn approaches the swallows return to their nests, only for the sake of
sleep, or as a convenient resting-place; and about the middle of September,
after having shown their social disposition by assembling in companies, the
earliest of them enter npon their autumnal migration, for which the proper
season is the month of October, The flight to their winter's destination is less
direct than their coming; so that it is not uncommon for small parties to appear
again, leng after they have seemed to have left us. Such is frequently the case
in November.”

The golden woodpecker laughs loud no more;

The pye no longer prates ; no longer scolds

The saucy jay. Who sceathe goldfnch now

‘The feather'd groundsel pluck, or hears him sing

In bower of apple blossoma perch’d ¥ Who sees

The chimney-haunting swallow skim the pool,

And guaiotly dip, or hears his early song

Twitter'd to dawning day. All, all are hush'd . —HURDIS.

1 have before pointed out the beautiful days that often come with the close of
October : the fine blue middle-tint that hangs over the landseape is never seen to
greater perfection in England than at this season of the year, when the weather
iz settled.

Those who love to ramble in the conntry willfind as much amusement and
instruection now, as they did in the midst of summer, For many a lovely nook,
then hidden by masses of foliage, will now break in new beauty upon the eye.
‘Weeds and flowers have run into seed ; and great is the variety of forms they
have assumed in this new stage of existence. Urn, and cup, and bell, and ball, and
vessels of almost every shape, stand laden with the flowers of another summer;
and but wait for the strong winds to blow open the doors of their garners, that they
may seatter their seeds upon the earth. But these will soon pass away, and thenu,
instead of the faded foliage of autnmn, we shall see the hedges shorn of their
withered leaves, and all bare and naked, saving where they are hung with hips
and haws, or where the bright holly and the dark-leaved ivy throw over them a
patch of green.  Wesball soon hear the wind howling about the house at night,
like a hungry wolf, and trying the doors and window shutters, as if determined
to enter ; butfinding no way there, getting into the chimney, and there bellowing,
and moaning, and growling, as if it stuck fast. And while we listen to such
sounds, we shall recal the darkness that reigns over the sea: the ships that are
driven like antumn leaves before the mighty storm, of shoals, and sand, and
wrecks, and huge promontories lashed by the mountainous waves, that roll
away, and go moaning along the beaten beach, as if hungry for their prey. We
shall think of desolate moors, and lonely roads, and solitary toll-gates that stand
on the edges of treeless commons, or between the wild sweep of lonesome woods
where groaning branches ever utter deep dolorous sounds, as if moaning for
very pain—places where travellers have been way-laid, and where gibbet-posts
stand, whose irons ever swing and creak. Spotsthat have—

A weird-like and eiray look
As, if murder lurked anywhere, there it would be:
Ruinous, shadowy, fearsome, and lone,
Abounding with whispers that scom not its own,
Whera gounds, not of earth, shake eachgroy old ash tree.




NOVEMBER.=GUY FAWKES DAY.

1

Please to r 1

the Fifthof N I

Gun

powder treason and plot ;
Iknow no reason why

gunpowder treasen

Bhould ever bo forgot.—Od Ditty.

Novemser brings with it Guy Fawkes Day, which, twenty years ago, in the
country, was a common holiday ; and not to burn Guy at night, and spend all the

sidered treason by the worthy parson, churchwardens, overseers, and every other
“ good man and true.” We had some very misty notions about Guy Fawkes and
King James and King William—not that we obtained our knowledge from his-

tory so much as the Common Prayer Book, which, although ic taught us to pray |

for our enemies, said not a word against the burning of Guy Fawkes; indeed, this
we considered the most important proof ef our paying * due observance” to the
day. Our notions of the aforesaid Guy were also very peculiar., We believed him
to have been a very uglysort of a fellow, with a long red nose, who levied black-
mail, in his day, by being carried about from house to house, with a lanthorn in
one hand, a match in the other, and we knew not how many pounds of gun-
powder in his pockets; and that people gave him money to prevent him from
blowing up their honses; further, that he at last grew so bold as to beg of Par-
liament, which was, in itself, a not very uncommon act; that they cither refused
to relieve him on the spot, or to grant him a pension; and that he threatened to

serve King, Lords, and Commons, as he had threatened to serve all other liege '

. subjects, and at last became so overbearing that all London rose up against him
nig | 83 one man ; that he was banished the kingdom, and then burnt in effigy for
money got during the day in fireworks, would in our boyish days have been con- |

having been found prowling about the vaults, into which no end of small casks
had been smuggled ; that some said they contained gunpowder ; others that Guy
knew as well as the members themselves what the concealed casks contained;
and that a nose like his wonld never have been allured into such places had there
been nothing better than gnnpowder. Then the plot grew too thick for our
boyish comprehension; there was something about hush-money, trap-doors,
drinking-cups, hononrable members slipping one after another into the aforesaid
vaults, and not able to get out again withont assistance, and, finally, that
they were blocked up; and in the course of time Bellamy opened, who still
carries on a snug business. That the whole affair obtained the name of the
Gunpowder Plot, through the train that was laid to get at the barrels and quench
the spark which the dry orations of King James created in every throat. As to
the story abont burning, torturing, and so on, of course we knew better than to
believe a word about the matter—well aware that in a Christian country, like
England, such brutal scenes could never take place. Having thus settled these
“ Historic Doubts™ to our satisfaction, of conrse
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Wa koew no reasen why gunpowder troason

Should ever ba furgot:
s0 at once commenced making a Guy, or sometimes stole one ready-made, which
saved much trouble, for it was useless for the weaker party to offer resistance at
a season when bon-fires, crackers, squibs, and powder in every form, were blazing
and banging all over the conntry. It was a day dedicated to Invasion, and not
a searecrow could be found in the fields or gardens for miles around. Nor was
this all: we established a committee of enquiry, days before this great annual
firing, and they went round to see that all gates, fences, railings, posts, &c., were
firmly secured. according to statute passed. They were entitled to bring away
all that were loose, decayed, or broken, or could by any lawful means be torn
off, up, or down, These were offered up at the shrine of Guy on the evening
of the Fifth of November, and for this purpose were hoarded up in sueh places as
the secret committee in their wisdom chose to appoint to be used for the * due
observance of the day.”

The bestreceipt we knew for making a Guy was, first to steal a coat—if
rearly new, so much the better, it gave Guy & more respectable look. The village
tailor was generally in the secret, and he so cut, altered, and trimmed it, after
having cabbaged a waistcoat out of the skirts, that we could safely defy the
original owner to swear to it again, even when it had undergone the most rigid ex-
amination. A pair of good leather breeches also formed a capital aceompaniment
to the above, and these we generally obtained by “hook or crook.” Top-boots
were then pretiy plentiful ; and as the old shoemaker had generally five or six
pairs on hand to repair, all round-toed, and as like as two cherries, it was
difficnlt to dizeover whose were lost. Hats were plentiful as blackberries, as
every high wind blew off one or two at the church corner, and the best was in-
variably selected. We just knew enough of the laws to understand that horses,
waizgons, &c., were in cases of emergency to be pressed into service in the King's
name ; and, under the same plea of loyal necessity, we stuck at nothing for the
honour of our country, and the celebration of the Fifth of November. Pity 'tis,
'tis true, but sometimes a real living Guy has been detected in the fact of wearing
{he lost boots, nnmentionables, &c., and been compelled to throw down his
matehes and lanthorn and run for it, and that onr friends have been mulet to
the full value aforesaid. But such mishaps rarely befel us.

Oh ! what blazing and firing was there in those good old times: men drank
and swore beantifully in those days, to prove their dislike to Popery ; and what
if a rocket now and then alighted npon acorn-rick, and burnt up a few scores of
qnarters of wheat, was it not a proof that in our very zeal we neither respected
persons nor property ? Then what good we did for trade, breaking every window
that was not illnminated, withont inquiring whether the indwellers were Catholics
or Protestauts !

It was one of those blessed days in which allloyal subjects who had allowed

blowing and blossoming of the buds and flowers to the promises of future man-
hood, the fruits which the full Summer would bring forth and ripen. Autumn,
which brought perfection, was also the forernuner of dissolution; the same
which caused the rose to shed its beauty as soon as it was attained, for snch
was ever Nature's course. Winter was that sleep in the grave which awoke to
life in another spring, whose flowers were eternal, and where there was neither
desth nor change again. Even so far back as the days of Homer, we find the
decay of antumn suggesting these very images, nor have we in any way been
uble to improve upenthem. Shelley seems to have felt this when he said:—

Oh ! wild West Wind ! thou breath of Autumn’s being—

Thou, from whoso unseen presence the leaves dead

Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing,

Yellow, and black, and pale, and heatic red—

F iekon Oh ! thou

‘Whao chariotest to their dark and wintry bed

The winged seods, where they lie cold and fvw,

Each like & corpse within its grave, until

Thine azure sistor of the spring shall blow

Her elarion o'er the dreaming earth, and £ill

(Driving sweet buds, like flocks, to feed in air)

With living hues and odours plain and hiill

Mako meo thy lyre oven as the forest is.

What if my leaves are falling ko its own ¢

The tumult of the mighty barmonics

Wil take from both a deep autumnal Tove,

Sweot though in sadness | Do thou spirit-ficrea.

My spirit, be thon me, impetuous ono !

Drrive my dead thoughis over the universe,

Like wither'd leaves, to quicken o new birth.

How wild and solemn must have been the antumns in our primitive old
English forests, three or four thousand years ago! when there was no human
voles to cheer the solitude; but, according to the earliest records we possess,
nothing but bears, wolves, and the oxen with the high prominence. The badger
is another of that ancient family, which has outlived the mammoth and the mas-
todon ; for we find his fossil remains side by side with these huge and extinet
monsters. He is the only representative of our cave bear, and seems not to have
bated a jot of bruin's valour. It appears that in the present day the badgers
migrate from one part to another in large companies, sometimes numbering from
ten to seventeen ; that they move along in the night, rank and file, in seemly and
marching order, placing their young ones in the centre. In one or twoinstances,
wltmn :-hey have been confronted, both man sand dog were compelled to beat a
retreat,

The favourite haunt of the badger is the gloomy centre of a wood, or that part
where the thicket is impassable ; possessing long powerful claws, he there digs for

their nails to grow to a goodly length ware expeeted to scratel, bite, shont, and
blaze away at everything they came near. Alas! there are now * most biting
laws " againstthe celebration of Guy Fawkes day. Into that very House which
wasall but blown up little more than two centuries ago, men of all sects and
ereeds are admitted ; there is now no burning, no drawing, nor quartering
in the name of religion ; no traitors’ heads grinning on London-bridge ; no burning
in the bars of Smithfield. Men seem tohave lost that spirit of sweet savageness,
and to have laid aside the charms of former eruelty. PoorGuyis himself doomed
to be numbered amongst the things that were ; and the time will come when the
remembrance of Gunpowder Treason, and the martyrdom of Charles I, will not
be found in our * Forms” of Prayer, nor be allowed to mingle with that holier
incense which is alone worthy of ascending to Heaven. We shall then leave
1“{he dead past to bury its dead,” and destroy every trace of those old barriers
that have so long separated man from his brother man.
As painters of the past, we have glanced at an old eustom which is now fast
sinking into desnetude, and which, excepting as an amusement for ¢hildren, will
ere long die away—a consummation devoutly to be wished.
But we must now turn to where
Auntumn rends her yellow hair,

And weeps the more that tears were vain to save;

The sorrowful robin sings her requicm,

And strews ber hearse with all his favourite Teaves;

The eprightly Jark somewhere in silence grieves

And will not ehant bis wontod matin by

And Nature, her proud mothor, mourns her child

With that unutter’d grief which is not soon beguiled. —WEEBEE.

Althongh the close of antumn is somehow associated with the images of decay
and death, there are fitful and cheerful glimmerings thrown around, ** like hope
upon a death-bed ; * and we feel that this natural destruction of the remains of
the beantiful summer is necessary for the production of another and a fairer
spring. Therc is also something pleasant in the appearanceof the well-filled
rick-yards and barns ; and we seem armed against the coming winter when wa
look upon the stores that have been gathered from field, orchard, and garden,
and garnered against the time when ““the wind and rain beat dark December.”
Nor do we seem to care so mauch to see the leaves rotting and the long grass
withering, and the low leaden-coloured sky ever raining, in these busy autummnal
days, as we should in the almost nightless season of summer; the lengthened
larkness brings with it the very necessity that confines ns within doors.

There is somathing very beautiful about the great high heath-covered hills in
antnmn, that come dipping down with crimson-clad feet into the open valleys.
Scott used to say that he could never live unless he set his foot upon the hieath
once a year; and we know few spots that retain their dry elasticity so long as
those on which the heath-bell waves; for, when all besides is saturated with
moisture and decay, these are comparatively dry. Some such spot we once
kuew that ran high above the surrounding woods ; for, saving one narrow field-
like entrance, woods encircled it every way. It had never been cultivated within
the memory of man, nor probably ever had been. When the ling and bheather
had withered on the more open hills, here it remained as fresh as if it had but
just bloomed ; and even when December began to draw the curtain upon the
close of the year, we have still found it as fresh as it seemed to have been in
other places 4 month or two before.

The following humorous deseription of autumn was written between two and
three hundred years ago, but by whom we know not, though we think It s attri-
buted to Decker :—* Autumn’s the barber of the year, that shears bnshes,
hedges, and trees ; the ragged prodigal, that consunes all and leaves himself
nothing ; the arrantest bepgar amongst #ll the four quarters; and never well,
but always tronbled with the falling sickness. This murderer of Spring, this
thief to Summer, and bad companion to Winter, seems to come in according to
his old custom, when the sun sets, like Justice, with a pair of scales in his hand,
weighing no more honrs to the day than he does to the night, as he did before in
his vernal progress, when he rode on a ram. But this bald-pated Autnmn will
be seen walking up and down groves, meadows, fields, parks, and pastures,
blasting of fruits, and beating leaves from their trees. When eommon highways
shall be strown with boughs in mockery of Summer and in triumph of her death.”

The resemblance the seasons bear to life, death, and resurrection, have not
escaped the cyes of our old poets. They ever compared spring to yoath; the

himselfadeep den, forming a somewhat winding and intricate entrance, into which
he works his long hardy body, not caring a straw for rubbing his coarse skin
against the outer brambles or rugged sides of his subterranean dwelling, so
long as he has but plenty of room to turn himself when he veaches
his inner chamber. Here he couches all day long, and never ventures out 1o
feed until late in the evening, or late in the night. Though dull, heavy, and lazy,
it is, upon the whole, & harmless brute, doing no injury to any one, but feeding
upon roots, pig-nuts, acorns, bzech-mast, and occasionally a long-tailed mouse
or two, or even a few frogs or insects when nothing better may be had. Some
naturalists assert that he is a great destroyer of wasps'-nests, and feeds
upon the larvee. He is, beyond doubt, the strongest jawed animal of his size in
Britain, and, even when baited by half-a-dozen dogs, if he onece chances to get
fairly hold, woe be to the assailant. When taken young he is said to be easily
tamed, and to becoma as attached and affectionateasa dog ; ready, also, to follow
his master anywhere. Glad we are that the cruel custom of badger-baiting is
now abandonéd. Almost every inn-yard in the country had, a few years ago, its
badger-tub, or box, in which dog and badger were mutually tortured, the dog
which seized {he badger tho oftenest, and still retained his hold each time he
went in until he wasdrawn forth by the tail, when the badger was made to
1elease its hold, and the dog again sent in, according to its  bottom,” was the
winner. The method nsed for capturing the badger is by placing an open
sack, with o running noose, in the earth where he harbours. This is done while
lie is out {ecding. When all is prepared, a loud hooting and whistling is made,
and half a dozen dogs are also turned loose. The badger, alarmed, hurries off
home, rushes into the sack that closes behind him, and is regularly  sacked.”




,CEMBER,

~CER

w

Good Christians, rize; thisis the mom

Whon Christ, the Saviour, 1To was born;

All in a stable so lowloo,

At Dethlchem, in Galilee,

Rejoice ! onr Baviour He was born

On Christmas-day in the morning —O0d Chistaas Carol.

Husm! hush! These are the village wails, not your ncisy musicians, whose
clamonr arouses & whole neighbonrhood, but those who bring no other instru-
ments excepting their voices—who go from hamlet to hamlet all night long,
ehanting such carols as our pious forefathers loved to listen to in those good old
days when Christmas was not only a holiday, but a holy time, Let us uplift the
corner of the white blind gently. Although they hope that all are listeni

at dsylight! Buttheyare gone; you can just hear their voices atintervals, sound-
ing faintly over the snow, when the red cock that crows from the far-off farm is
| silent, for they are now singing at the lonely grange beside the wood. The old
farmer who resides there wonld never fancy that it was Christmas unless he
heard the waits. Rumour, who is & slanderer, does say that when they have

they wonld but frel uneasy to know that they were overloocked, We shall be
very glad to see them on boxing-day, when they will come round and simply
announce themselves as the walts; then we can reward them for the pleasure
they have atforded us.
will be cheered with elder wine, spiced ale, and plum ecake; they know the
houses. There are those who mezKe a point of sitting up to receive them ; cold
although the night may be, they will not lack bodily comfort. How sweetly the
moonlight sleeps upon the untrodden snow ; it kept falling until twelve o'clock ;
and then the queen of the stars came out adorned with more than her usual
brillianey. It is just such a Christmas inorning as a lover of old customs wonld
crave for—cold, frosty, and bright. How the snow will  cruneh” beneath the feet

A few old-fashioned doors will be opened, where they |

left his old-fushioned parlour they never again sing in tune—that bass is heard
in place of tenor, and treble gets over his part before the others have well begun
—and that, when complaints are made the next morning, the only answer is,
“ Christmas comes but once a year.”

Then comes the church service in the morning ; nobody either thinks or cares
about the sermon on that day—all feel good enough without it. No! their
thoughts are with the friends they hope to meet; they need no other sermon
| than the snow which lies on the graves of those who are still dear to them in

memory—the dead, who, perhaps, only the year before, were gnests at the Christ-
mas board—those whom
The breaxy call of inconse-breathing morn,
The swallow twittering from the st Luilt shed,
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The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,
No more shell rouse them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the Ylaziog hearth shall born,
Or husy housswife ply her evening cara;

No children run to ligp their sire’s return,
Or climb his koces the envied kiss to share.

In vain are the beloved portraits decorated with holly and ivy : the same calm
faces look down upon the Christmas festival, but the eyes no longer brighten,
ueither do the lips move, nor will the merry laugh that rung like music over the
stene ever more be heard.

Tigh up the vapours fuld and swim,
Abave him floats the twilight dim,
The place ko knew forgetteth him, —TENRYSON.

They mistake Christmas who state that it is a merry day; on the contrary, a
Christmas dinner is more often a solemn assemblage of those who Jive, and
whose thoughts are oceupied with those whoe have departed. In England, with
but few exceptions, it seldom consists of more than members of the family. 1fa
friend drops in it is generally one who has no other friends to meet; or if he
has, they lie too far and wide away for him to visit them. It is & time wlen
graidehildren and grandfathers and grandmothers mest together; when old
times and old seones are recalled ; when the hidden household gods are brought
forth; and the young bride, often for the first time, meets the family of which
she is now a member ; when old crusty men, who after aneh persuasion have at
last agreed to altend, shovel off the cold ernst from their hearts, as the good old
port comfores them, go home, and alter their will, and sleep more eomfortably
after it than they have ever done for years before ; when hands which have never
been clasped for many a long day lie enfolded within each other, and marvel
however they came to be separated. No! Christmas is not a merry season; it
makes a man think of how few such days he can remember. and how fuw
more he can hope to see. He begins to think that a brief year of days spent so
happily, dating from theiime he first slept an infantin the cradle, and but kept
nponce a week, would teil him that he had lived beyond half a century ; and he
feels no wish to number as many more, althongh e knows that

In the grave there is no company.
“TFrom the first introduction of Christianity iato these islands,” says the

Book of Christmas, ** the period of the Nativily secms to have been keptasa |

season of festival, and its observance recognised as a matter of state. The
Witenagemots of cur Saxon ancestors were held under the solemn sanction and
beneficent influence of the time; and the series of high festivities established by
the Anglo-Saxon kings pppear to have been continuned with yearly increasing
splendonr and mulliplied ceremonies under the monarchs of the Norman race,
From the Court the spirit of revelry descended, by all its thousard arteries,
throughout the universal frame of eoclety, visiting its furthest extremities
and most obscure recesses, and everywhere exhibiting its action,
a5 by so many pulses, upon the traditions, and superstitions, and
customs which were common to all or peculiar to each. The pomp and
ceremonial of the Royal observance wera imitated in the splendid establishments
of the more wealthy nobles, and far more faintly reflocted from the diminished
state of the petty baron. The revelries of the baronial castle found echoes in
the hall of the old manor-honse, and these were again repeated in the tapestried
chamber of the country maglstrate, or from the sanded parlour of the village
inn : merriment was everywhere a matter of public concernment, and the spirit
which assfmbles men in families now congregated them by districts then.”

Such, indeed, was the merry Christmas of the olden time, The whole wide
country was then filled with rejoicing : in the bannered hall the long tables were
spread ; on the ancient armour and the antlers of the wild deer, holly, and ivy,
and mistletoe were placed ; the huge ynle log went roaring np the wide old-
fashioned chimnies, and cold althongh it might be without, all was warm and
comfortable within. The large wassail-bowl—a load of itself when full—was
passed round, and each one before he drank, stirred up the rich spices with a
sprig of rosemary, while the cooks (says an old writer) *“looked as black and
greasy as a Welsh porridge-pot.”” Roast goose and roast beef, minced pies, the
famous boar’s head, plum porridge, and plum pudding, together with no end of
sansages, and drinks of every description, buf, chief of all, the * bowl of
lamb’s wool,” seemed to have formed the staple luxuries of an old Christmas
dinuer. But even more than two hundred years ago the cry was raised, “1s
old, good old Christmas gone P—nothing but the hair of his good, grave, old
head and beard left 1"

Were I to paint a December day, such as I wandered outin last year (1847),
it would read more Jike a description of spring than winter. The sky was in-
tensely blue, and the sun shone with & summer brightness. The wide Downs
which lie to the left of Sanderstead seemed to bask in the sunlight of May. On
either hand, between the woods, the holly and ivy hung aloft in the richest green,
while hips and haws glittered in the hedgerows in thousands, like beads of the
brightest coral, The woodlark (which, it is well known, sings nearly the whole
of theyear, and is only silent in June and July), and therobin weresinging as cheer-
fully as if it were a fine day in February ; and, nnless my ear deceived me, T
caught thenotes of the thrush. The day was, indeed, so beautiful that I could
not resist the temptation of venturing into the wood, for there was a dryness
about the fallen leaves such as I had but rarely seen in winter, Wandering
onward, I arrived at a little dell. One side was in shade; on the other the
golden sunshine slept. Strange, there was also a rich yellow light on the sh:u]i)'
side of the dell. On a nearer approach, I saw hundreds of primroses in full
flower. Pale and beautiful, there they stood, throwing a sweet fragrance all
around ; the new green leaves and the old ones, brown and decayed, all adhering
to the same root. Such a discovery would have been a little fortune to a London
flower-seller ; and had they been dug up by the roots, and offered for sale in
Cheapside (which is not more than twelve miles from Sandersread), no doubt the
whole dell-full might have been disposed of in one day, for it was just upon the
verge of Christmas.

At no season of the year is the hare in better condition than now. He has
got over his full antnmn feeding, and there is a firmness about the flash which
will be lost after January. Hare hunting takes the precedence of the fox chase.
It was followed by the ancients, and we have a description of it by Xenophon,
long before the Christian era. By many it is also considered to affurd mora
true hunting than the fox chase. The hare is no sooner found than it starts off
and makes a circle ; and as the scent is very weak until the hare is warmed, the
harriers are often at fault, and driven over, and sometimes run backward instead
of forward, hunting, us it is termed, “heel-ways.” The hare should never be
pressed upon too closely when first found, nor shonld the hounds be followed too
near, a3 they sometimes turn back to regain the lost scent. Besides, by remain-
ing behind, the motions of the hareecan be better observed ata reasonable dis-
tance, and all her foils and donbles deteeted. It is wonderful what doubles the
hare will sometimes make, when the scent has become warm : instances are on
record of her feats on a dry road, when, having run all sorts of intricate ways.
she will at last make a clear spring several feet from tho spot, which oceagions

| many a fault ; and while the harriers are beating widely about, or are far ahead,
| she will lie motionless in the very spot where she at one spring threw her-

self until the hounds huve passed, when she will return again to her old starting
| point. When the hare begins to make more contracted circles, it is a sure proaf
| that the hnnt is pretty well over, for it is sure to come soon within the * spread
of the pack,” and it will not then be long before her death-ory is heard. Although
the hare sleeps, the eyes are never closed : it is the same with fishes-—they also
sleep with the eyes open. .

The following description of winter, written about three hundred yvears ago,
will be new to thousande of our readers; it was written by a good old Scotel
bishop, named Gavin Douglas, and first rendered famillar to English readers by
the poet Warton, to whom we are indebted for the following beautiful modern
version :—** The fern withered on the miry fallows ; the brown moors assumed a
barren mossy hue ; banks, sides of bills, and bottoms, grew white and bare; the
cattle looked hoary from the dank weather; the wind made the red reed waver on
thedyke. From the crags and the foreheads of the yellow rock hung greaticicles,
in length like a spear. The soil was dusky and grey, bereft of flowers, herbs,
and grass ; in every holt and forest the woods were stripped of their array.
Boreas blew his bogle-horn so lond that the solitary deer withdrew to the
dales; the small birds flocked to the thick briars, shunning the tempestuous
blast, and changing their lond notes to chirping ; the citaracts roared, and every
linden tree whistled and bowed to the sonnding wind, The poor labourers, wet
and weary, draggled in the fen, the sheep and shepherds lurked under the
hanging banks or wild broom.  Warm from the chimuey side, and refreshed
with generons cheer, I stele to my bed, and lay down to sleep, when I saw the
moon shed through the window her twinkling glances and wintry light ; I heard
the horned bird, the night-owl, shrieking horribly with erooked bill from her
cavern 3 I heard the wild geese, with sereaming cries, fly over the city through
the silent night. 1 was now lulled to sleep, till the cock, clapping his wings,
crowed thrice, and the day peeped. I waked and saw the moon disappear, and
heard the jackdaws cackle on the roof of the house. The eranes, prognosticating
tempests, in a firm phalanx pisrced the air, with voices sounding like a trumpet.
The kite, perched in an old tree fast by my chamber, cried lamentably, a sign of
the dawning day. I rose, and half opening my window, perceived the morning,
livid, wan, and hoary ; the air overwhelmed with vapour and eloud ; the ground,
stifl, grey, and rough ; the branches rnstling ; the sides of the hills looking black
and hard with the driving blasts; the dew-drops congealed on the stubble and
i rind of trees; the sharp hailstones, deadly cold, and hopping on the thateh.”
| We know no description of winter so beautiful as the above ; nearly every word
| i3 & picture, every epithet is well chosen, and the whole as fine a piece of word-
| painting as ever appeared in deseriptive poetry.

We have again arrived at the close of another year, and In our journey through
| it have glanced at many of the old manners and customs which are fast fading
| away. The railroads, that have cut up the ancient highways of England, will
| soon uproot the few rude and rural enstoms that remain : the rapid interchange

will revolutionise tlie habits of our simple villagers, and they will becoma
| ashamed of following the ancient amusements, which for centuries have been the

delight of their ancestors. As for ourselves, we seem to have lived on the verge

of important changes. We have with oiir own eyes beheld the old May-games,

harvest-homes, sheep-shearing feasts, wakes, statutes, Plongh-Mondays, Palm-

Sundays, and other sncient festivals and ceremonies, as they have no doubt
| existed for atleast three or four centuries. Wehavealso been dragged at the rate of
| two or three miles an hour in the creeping market-boat and heavy stage-waggon,
| and been wafted fifty miles in the same space of time in an express train, We
can also jnst remember wlen a steam-boat was a marvel, and the banks of the
river were lined for miles with wondering spectators. What changes
| ancther generation may witness, the fature ean xﬁmm unravel ; if they keep paco
| with those that have marked the last memorable quarter of a century, scarcely
| & feature of the England which we have here depicted will remain. All the
wonders of the * Arabian Nights” sink into insignificance beside onr iron roads
and electric telegraphs. As for Puock’s exploit in the “Midsummer Night's
Dream,” of “putting a girdle round about the earth in forty minutes,” we shall
ere long be able to send a message around the same circle in less time than tie
fairy boasted of,

( The Deseriptions of the Twelve Months are from the pen of Thomas Miller.)
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