JANTARY,

DESCRIPTIONS OF THE TWELVE MONTHS, BY THOMAS MILLER.

JANUARY comes with his awakening hand, and shakes grey-bearded old Winter
in his chilly sleep, causing the icicles, which bind him down, to rattle again,
while breathing into his frozen ear tidings that the days are lengthening, and
bidding him hold himself in readiness to rise and make room for the tender
snowdrops, which are already forcing their way through the earth his cold form
presses down., How wearisomely would the year pass away, but for these
changes !—but for the opening and shutting of the days—the coming and going
of flowers—the arrival and departura of birds—the ever-varying races of insects
—the wan coldness of Winter and the ruddy warmth of Summer—all giving to
the year forms which correspond with our own changing existence! Henece we
have the green and pleasant Childhood of Spring, the full and flowery Youthful-
ness of Summer, the ripe and fruitfnl Manhood of Autumn, and the garnered
01d Age of Winter—not the “ wrinkled, erabbed man,” in the opening of the
beantiful sonnet which heads our present month, but such as forms the con-
clusion, as:—

They should have drawn thea by the high-heapt hearth,

0ld Winter ! seated in thy great-armod chair,

Watching the children at their Christmns mirth

Or, cireled by them, as thy lips declare

Some merry jest, or tale of murder dire,

Or troubled spirit that disturbs the night

Pausing at times to rouse the mould'ring fire, g

Or taste the old October, brown and bright.

Still, there is something joyous and bracing in the cold air of Winter, to those
who are fond of out-of-door exercise ; it sets the blood dancing merrily through the
veins, and gives to the cheeks a colour which rivals the rich red of the apple-
blossom. Only watch a parcel of beys snow-balling each other, and see what a
summer-like glow there is on every countenance. They feel not the cold, unless

A wrinkled, erabbed man, they picture thes,

Old Winter ; with a rugged beard, as grey

As tha long moss upon the apple-troo

Rlue-lipt, an ica-drop at thy sharp, blue nose;

Closa muflled up, and on thy dreary way

Plodding alons through sleet and drifting snows —BOUTHEY

it be now and then a slight tingling at the finger-ends; and this they soon get
rid of, by beating their hands lustily against their sides: rely upon it, this is
better for their health than sitting doubled up, like old men of eighty, by the
fireside. Give them a thick comforter round their necks, a pair of warm worsted
gloves, sea that their boots are also well laced, then bundle them out into the
open air, and let Winter stamp their eheeks with his rosy fingers.

Supposing they go & few miles away, to see a coursing-mateh, or the hound
throw off, where’s the harm ? or even if they have got a gun out * on the sly,”
why let them blaze away : all these things will save Jdoctor's bills, expand their
chests, and lay the foundation of a life of * green old age.” Every country-lad
believes that hares and rabbits were made to be hunted and eaten: how can
they think otherwise, when they see their elders so eagerly pursuing them?
They are inspired with the spirit of hunting from the first hour when they see
the ferrets let loose in the barn, and stand breathless watching the slightest
stirring of the straw, which is the signal that the rats are on the move. Then
comes a wider chase—the removal of a stack in the field or rick-yard, leaving a
whole colony of vermin houseless, and causing them to run no end of ways for
very life, while every boy in the village is hallooing—every mongrel barking
with all his might—and an hundred sticks going like one, and poundipg rats and
mice * and such small deer” into paste.

Talk about poaching, bah! every lad who has the chance is a poacher; we
ourselves were, soon after we were thrust into our first suit of corduroy. We
well remember the firstleveret our mongrel killed, and what delight danced about
our heart at witnessing the act: true, it was on a wild waste of common-land,
sueh as had never been cultivated since the first morning sun broke upon it; and
we, in our boyish simplicity, believed that we had as much right to the bosky
solitude as the proudest earl that ever broke its echoes with the sound of his bugle-
horn. We would not have stolen into Squire A- 's preserves for the worldi
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a lamb or a chicken, or any thing that was really his, we coveted not, but as
neither the hares nor the rabbits that rum in the wilds were his or any other man’s
property, we caught them wherever we could. And so Wwill they be caught when
we are dead and gone, unless the blood-stained Game-Laws are altered. Poachers
will be shot, and the brains of gamekeepers seattered about, while ever this con-
tention exists ; neither has any one living man a right to the wild game that rons
free over the heaths, downs, and u losed wolds and moorlands of
¥ Great Britain, free as when they were first formed by the Creator—they are, and
ought to be, the property of all. Private parks, preserves, and cnltivated estates
are different. Look at the prison returns, at what the chaplains of jails have
stated : you cannot convince a man that killing wild game in the open waste coun-
try isa erime. They would not even touch a pigeon if they knew it had an owner ;
but hares and rabbits, that are here to-day and far away to-morrow, they will
never believe can be the personal property of any one, until caught, By Heaven,
it makes our very blood rebel, when we think ef the many beautiful wives that
have been left hustandless, children fatherless, and parents childless, through
these sanguinary and merciless Game-Laws. What a red catalogne it would be,
that enumerated the names of all whose blood they have cansed to ba spilt.
‘Why does not friend Bright move for such a return, extending over the last
half-century ?

If our law-makers think that the killing and eating of either rabbit or hare
lies heavily on the of the p try, they are woefully mistaken.
Old Betty Bowser, who attends chureh regularly, will not boggle at placing the
hare her son Bill's lurchier killed on her form, comfortably in the iron pot,
between layers of mealy potatoes and onions, and reading her well-thumbed
Bible, while puss simmers gently on the hob for two or three honrs. We are no
advocates of poaching, but we do feel that it is wrong for the rich to monopolise
the game on all the waste lands and wide open breezy wolds of England, and
coutend that these and large portions of our old rivers ought to be free fo all,
even the raggedest urchin that wanders with his half-starved and ugly cur at his
heels.

Sommerville, in his “ Field Sports,” even whils * toadying" to the * Gentlemen
of England,” cannot rein in the postical gpirit which is carrying him away, but
is compelled to admit that even the poor enjoy rural sports equally with the
rich, although their share of the sport is only to look on. He says:

Observe the attentive erowd ; all hearts are fixed
On this important war, and pleasiog hope

Glows in each breast, 'The valgar and the groat,
Equally happy now, with freedom share

The common joy. The shepherd-boy forgets

His bleating charge ; the labouriog hind lets fall

The grain unsown—in transpart lost, he robs

The expeeting furrow ; and i wild amaze

The gazing village stands.

Although this extract alludes to Faleonry, it applies equally to all other rural
sports, and is a true picture of the Interest the peasantry take in all such re-
ereations. Thank God! we have now no such scenes as Pope deseribes in his
“ Windsor Forest,” where

A beast or subject slain
Were equal crimes in a despotic reign—
Both doom’d alike, for sportive tyrants bled ;
But whils the subjeet starved, the beast was fed.

Hare-coursing on a fine frosty day is a glorious recreation, Thera ought not to
be any snow on the ground. Itis a sport that both horsemen and pedestrians
can enjoy, as the turnings are often made in sight; ina fine open country. A wild
wide heath is a beautiful spot to select, with patches of gorse here and there, and
straggling clumps of bushes. Those who sueer at coursing ought not to
forget that it is a classical sport, and was followed by the ancient Greeks and
Romans.

Look at that brace of greyhounds in the leash: saw ye ever anything more
beantiful ? * the speesd of thought is in their limbs; no antelope was ever seen
lighter of foot than they are, no doe more graceful, no race-horse more perfectly
built for ranning : look at their fore-legs, they are straight as arrows; their loins
bent like the bow Diana herself bears; their necks elastic asa swan’s; their ears
long and soft as silk purses; their heads sharp as a snake's, and their eyes bold,
bright, and beautiful as a mountain maid’s when she first recognises the form of
her-lover through the golden mist; and their chests are broad and full as Donald’s,
who, wrapp'd in his plaid, comes to return her greeting. When at full spead they
cover the ground like the shadow of a graceful branch, tapering away until it is
invisible like their tails, which honest Mat Prior must have been thinking about
when he wrote the so-often-quoted line of

Fine by degrees, and beautifully less.

True he applies it to the bosom and gracefal waist of a lady, the only object in
ereation we can place above the beauty of a greyhound, especially such as ona of
those we have now in our eye, 5o alike, that one could not be distinguished from
the other, saving for the collar, which the laws of conrsing require one should
wear when there is g0 close a resemblance between them, as if they had grown

together,
Like te a double cherry, sceming parted,
But yet a union in partition—
Tywo lovely berries moulded on one stemy BIAKSFEARE,

" and, above all, of that rich fawn-colour which we so much admire. Look how

“ he has turned her again ; he is the swiftest and the stontest dog, for at that speed

Hush! hark ! that * Soho" comes from the finder ; there the hare goes—a true
racer by the build of her, she steals away and does not appear to be much alarmed.
The dogs have heard the “Soho;” they see the hare—look how they rear up and
tug at the leash. The judge has his calm eye on poor puss, he will at least give
her fourscore yards start, and his practised eye can measure the ground almost to
a yard, Look how steadily both the dogs bear on the collar. The word *“ Go” is
given, and just ** at the self-same beat of Time's grey wings” they are off toge-
ther, nose to nose, ear to ear—there is not the thickness of a walking-stick between
them in distance at the moment of starting, Now the hare pricks np her ears—
sha caught the halloo given when the slipper started them. Danger and death
dog thy heels, poor hare; and unless thou shouldst reach yonder distant covert,
seen dimly from hence, thy fate is sealed, How they gain upon her, how they
cover the ground! They seem to touch her: one has overshot himself and she
is turned; he must have been some distance ahead to keep the lead as he
still does, or he would have driven the hare into blue-collar's mouth, See! she
is making back to the covert whence she-was first started: this the inside
dog perceives, by the short eut he is making—that is hardly fair, my fine
fellow, although you will gain a poeint by your policy. Well donel! he has
got the lead by that mancenvre, and blue-collar is now behind, though he has
followed her fairly and not missed a yard of ground she went over, excepting
when he overshot himself, Hurrah! blue-collar gains on the otherdog, and see

such sudden turning must be distressing—no race-horse in the world could Jerk
round so instantuneonsly—it is done before one has time to say It lightens.”
Now they are doubling back; there are fences for you—saw you ever so clear
a leap? That was no wrench, but & faiv turn—the third blue-collar has made.
Where i3 the hare making to ? if to yonder high old hawthorn hedge, and shehas
a run only known to herself, she will eseape, unless the gap is large enongh for
the dogs to ereep through if, That old, high, thick, loug hedge has never been
cnt within the memory of man, and there is neither horse nor dog in the world
able to clear it. It is us we expected ; she has escaped—there is mo kill, and
{here the course is ended— the point’s in fayour of blue-collar beyond all dounbt,
whether the prize be for a silver collar, & cup, or five hundred good pounds. We
will not trouble our readers with an explanation of all the technieal phrases used
in hare-coursing, beyond stating that the points are “A go-by, a cote, a turn,
4 wrench, & tripping, a jerking, and a hill of merit;* as some of these appear
to be synonymous, and the true meaning of one or two is doubtful, being as old
at least as the time of Queen Elizabeth, we can only refer our readers to the
rules of Mr. Thacker, which are acknowledged by all coursers to be the fairest
clearest, and most satisfactory that were ever drawn up.

Although, during the past Winter, the North of England and some parts ot
Seotland were rendered impassable by heavy falls of snow, yet, when compared
with such as Hogg describes in his “ Shepherd’s Calendar,” it scems as if the old
Winters had for ever flad. He makes mention of a snow-storm which drifted to
such a depth in the mountain passes as almost to have reached to the tops of the
trees. For thirteen days and nights did the snow fall without ceasing, cansing
hundreds of sheep to sink into a heavy, cold, motionless sleep, from which they
never again awoke—that so many died, walls were made of their dead bodies, to
sereen those from the cold which remained alive—that whole flocks were buried
beneath the snow, and no one could tell where they were lost until the drift
melted away, when the bodies were found with the heads all turned one way.
“ Numbers,” he says, * were swept away by the floods which followed, and n
one place, at a stoppage in the river, nearly two thousand sheep and one hundre
and eighty hares were found dead. Shepherds went about,” he tells us, * boring
into the snow with their long poles, and searcely found a single sheep in a quarter
of an'hour ; until, at last, a shepherd dog seemed clearly to understand what they
were searching for, and running about upon the snow, he began to serateh and
lock at tha shepherds, as if to draw their attention to him, and in every spot
he pointed out they found a sheep beneath, and through the assistance of the
dog were enabled to save two hundred, which, without his sagacity, must have
been lost,”

Thera is something very solemn in the appearance of a country covered
with snow on a cloudy day, especially if you look over some point of it thatis
uninhabited ; for there are none of those sounds heard, or rural objects seen,
which float and move the same scene in Summer. The birds are either silent or
hidden, and the eattle which gave such a charm to the landscape are driven
from the flelds. You miss the figures that dotted the scenery while following
their rural employments ; scarce a whistle or a shont are heard amongst the
woods and hills ; the voices of the children are silent in the green lanes, and the
echo of & gun only seems to make the stillness more solitary, after it has died
away. Nor is it less interesting to wateh the snow falling upon the face of a
river: to see flake after flike settle down, float along for a brief second, and
then dissolve for ever; or to see the large flakes descend in seeming lines across
each other, while two come in contact, eling together, then fall softly to the
ground. Sometimes you see a countryman, in his heavy-nailed boots, pause
to kick off the hard *cakes” of smow which have elung to his boot-soles, or
notice the lumps lie on the highway after he has shaken them off, with the mark
of every nail stamped uopon them. All these are little morsels of the great
Picture of Winter out of doors; while within

The cottage-hind
Hangs o'er the enlivening blaze, and taleful there
Recounts his simple frolic : much he talks,
And much he laughs, nor recks the storm that bluws

Without, and rattles on his humble roof. THOMSON,

the beantiful creatures tug at the leash, all eye, all ear.
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Thou lingerest, Spring @ still wint'ry Is the scene;
The fields their dead and sapless russot wear ;
Bearca does the glossy celandine appear

Btarring the sunny bank, or, early green,

The elder yet its circling tufts put forth,—S0UTHEY.

- FEpRUARY looks out with its leaden-coloured sky from belween the trees in the
beautiful Engraving which our talented Artist has sketched for the heading of the
present month : the fallow field, with its brown barren ridges, tells ns that even
the celandine has not yet bared its golden bosom to the sun, and that what little
isseen of the daisies resembles dark green beads, scattered carglessly among the low,
thin grass. Itisthe month in which Nature begins to awaken, in which she yawns,
and blinks, and feels about as if trying to find a flower or two; in which sherubs

her arms and finds that they are becoming a little rougher through the bursting |

of the buds, and through her * dazed vision” eatches glimpses of the dim green of
the elder, and feels at times a warmth upon her checks which tells her that she
is not forgotten by the sun. At times one may fancy that we hear Spring sighing
somewhere, as if she longed to be set free, but was still retained a prisoner; that
it was on some cold day in this month when she first formed the snowdrop, as her
warm breath blew through the bitter wind and gave the form of the flower to
some falling snow-flake, which, impregnated by her flowery Jips, fell, and took
root in the earth; and that ever after she sent the little flower as her herald to
Winter, to tell him that the time of his departure was at hand, thus making it the

Tensive monitor of flecting years.—WoORDSWORTH,

Still this dreary season has charms for the sportsman, and we will now carry onr
readers away to the wild water-courses, and melancholy meres which run and ex-
pand over wide marshes and reedy fens, where the bittern booms, and the heron
stands solitary and silent for hours, while the tufted plover flies with a wailing
sound over the lonely landseape. In the low fens of Lincolnshire and Cambridge-
shire, where wildfowl are most plentiful, there are hundreds of acres of land
covered only with reeds and rushes and broad water-flags; between which deep
sluices boll and murmur as they hasten on with headlong speed to empty them-
selves into some neighbonring river; and as the deep waters roll and tear along,
they rock the black bulrushes and the tufted reeds, and give a wavy and dreamy
motion to the overhanging willows, under which yon glide noiseless as death, and
making 1o more sound, as you drop your oar into the decp sullen water, than if
you were cleaving a silver cloud with the feather of an eagle. Here and there

ever keep rising the full-fed mallard with its head and neck of the richest velvet
Ereen, or the delicious teal, which only to mention sets the mouth a watering,

while clouds of lapwings and plovers sweep above the far-strotehing forests of
reeds, and sometimes the wild swan springs up like a sheeted ghost amid the
solitude, and flaps
The clouds away with playful scorn—DYROX,

And in these lonesome marshes and houseless fens, the sportsman must make up
his mind patiently to endure cold and wet, and be content to feed upon the half-
frozen sandwiches he carries with him, and to raise his eyes thankfully every time
he sips his cheering cognae, blessing the maker of it from his heart, whether he
be a Frenchman or an Englishman, and knowing that but for his still he would
have to lean over the edge of his punt, and sip the chilly snow-water of the sluice,
which only to think of makes one shiver. As for dress, the nearer you approach
a sea fisherman's in that the better: huge water-boots you must wear; and if
you never donned flannel before, you will in such scenes, and at such a season,
pronounce it as comforting as a couple of extra blankets thrown on the bed on
some such bitter night as when the water freezes in your chamber,

The almost noiseless dip of the paddle will sometimes startle these quick-
eared inhabitants of the fens and marshes ; and when you are drawing near to
the spots which they most frequent, the boat must be pulled along by clutching
the overhanging weeds and willows—nor must the sportsman shrink from
seizing them, though they are as cold and keen as steel, and seem to eut to the
very bone. One handful after another must be grasped and loosed gently, while
the boat is drawn along her soundless way; and if a sharp-edged water-flag, stiff
with hoar-frost, smites the cheek like the edge of a sword, it must be borne
without a murmur, and not an echo awakened louder than that made by the
wind, as it goes whispering through the ever nodding sedge. The dawn of morn-
ing and the moonlight of evening must also be taken advantage of by the sports-
mau, &5 many of the birds only come into the open spaces which abound in
coarse grass to feed at these periods. This, however, is of more importance to
wild-fowl shooters on the sea-coast. But, before firing & shot, we must
honour our pages with the following beautiful picture, by the American poet,
Bryant, 0.

A WATER-FOWL.
Whither, midst falling dew,
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day,
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Far through their rosy dopths, dest thou pursue
Thy solitary way ?

Vainly the fowler's eya

Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,
Az darkly painted on the erimson sk,

Thy fgure fivats along.

- - L L]

All day thy wings have fann'd,

At that far helght, the cold thin atmosphers,
Yet stoop not, woary, to the welcome land,

Though the dark night is near.
And soon thy toils ehall end,

Soon shalt thou find a summer-lome, and rest
And seream among thy fellows; reeds shall band

Soon o'er thy shelter'd nest.

This is indeed the true word-phinting of poetry, in which every touch bespeaks
& master-hand.

Hold! and we will try a shot at yonder heron which seems standing in a deep
study on the little ronnding ledge that projects beyond the background of reeds,
That bird will stand for houts motionless as 4 monument, fixed ns a mile-stone—
s0 still that the young fry swim to and fro over his shadow in the water as if it
were the stem of a tree, or & clump of reeds mirrored therein. He appears to
regard them not, althongh his bright piercing and immoveable eya Is awake to
every motion, for well he knows that their fullgrown fathers and mothers
will soon venture amongst them to see how they are behaving themselves.
He is righti anon they come, when quick as thought the father of the
family is in his long bill, where he has no more chanes of escape than a ratin a
new sharp-toothed trap; the mother and her plump sisters are perhaps at the
same moment writhing under his feet, from which escape Is also hopeless,
such secure hold has he with his saw-like centra claws,

Bang! there he goes, he little dreamed we were 80 near at land; his rich
plumes are already dabbled with mud. Keep back the dog, on your life, unless
you want the bill of the dying heron to be driven through hia brain : you know
not what danger there is in approaching lilm, his dying stroggles are like a
giant's; were you near enough, and he had the chance, e would plungge his keen
bill into you with as much force as the arm of & strong man would drive a
dagger Into your body. The only safaty is as we have him now—the foot planted
on his neck, like conquerors of old.

The bittern is also & dangerous bird to approach when wounded, and very dif-
ficnlt to shoot, wheeling round rapidly as it rises; and when it has reached a
considerable altitude, off it goes, straight ahead, like a shot. Nomore dolorous
sound can be heard in the fens on a dismally dark night than the boom of the
bittern, Milton might have made his fallen angels imitate it, from their “innu-
merable tongues,” when Satan

Would have spoka,
But hiss for hiss return’d with forked tongue
To forked tongue.
Colonel Montague, in his * Ornithological Dictionary,” says, It is like the in-
terrupted bellowing of & bull, but hollower and louder, and is heard at a mile
distance, as if issuing from some formidable being that resided at the bottom of
the waters.

That shot at the heron has startled all the wild-fowl for a full mile round, so
we must make our way deeper into the fen, through these extended armies of
rushes, that stand like ranged soldiers, bowing their heads to their commander
as he passes. In many places the edges of these banks will shine like bosses
of gold a month or two henece, when the huge marsh marigolds are in flower,
and many a rare aguatic plant may then be found here, which you might
wander weary leagnes in search of in vain elsewhere. The white stem of
that pollard in the distance looks like the ghost of some old fen-man, which has
risen up from the deep hole in which he was drowned hundreds of years ago,
to oppose our further passage. See, out there, how the eddies beil round and
round ! That spot cannot be fathomed. I only know another like it, and that
is In the river Mole, behind the Academy at Leatherhead. There, underneath
the shadows of the tall trees, the proprietor assured us that he had endeavoured
in vain to find a bottom.

We are now viewing a likely spot for finding wild ducks; a fen-boy knows
how to distinguish them from tame ones, by their black claws. We will land
here : keep the dogs behind—for the present they will be more useful in fetch-
ing than finding—for here * they most do congregate.” Here they come against
the wind, and fortunate we are that they fly so low. Aim a little ahead. There
you go, my beanties, head foremost! and your sleek, speckled-bosomed dames
are following you, topsy-turvy. What a scattering of rainbow-hued plumage!
Saw ye ever an emerald richer than the colour of this mallard’s neck; look also
at this ring, white as ivory. Ah, Ponto, you may wag your tail—you know no
better: we do; and hardly know whether or not we have a right to deprive these
beautiful creatures of life, under the plea that we are the ** Lords of Creation.”

After all, they are not equal to the teal in flavour, although he is the smallest
of the whole duck tribe, and the most difficult to kill. He seems to think that
his safety depends upon fiying as low as possible ; and, when started, will content
himself with skimming over the surface, where he becomes a sure mark. Col.
Hawker says, “If you spring a teal, he will not rise up and leave the country,
like & wild duck, but most probably keep along the brook, like a sharp-fiying
woodeoek, and then drop suddenly down; but you must keep your eye on the
place, as he is very apt to get up again, and fly to another, before he will quistly
settle. He will frequently, too, swim down stream, the moment after he
drops ; so that if you do not cast your eye guickly that way, instead of con-

tinuing to look for him in one spot, he will probably catch sight of you, and fly
up, while your attention is directed to the wrong place.”

All diving birds are hard to shoot, for they are so guick of sight, thatthe instant
the flash of the gun is seen they are under water ; this is called “ducking the
flash,” and the surest plan to kill is to aim under, instead of at them. Nor are they
easily killed, but will stand some pretty hard knocks before they fall, unle:s
they happen to be struck on the head, or winged.

Widgeons and dun-birds are now se common, that it wonld but be a waste o.
space to dwell upon the means adopted for their capture. Decoys are now
generally used; and in one pond in Essex, as many dun-birds were taken at one
“ drop" as filled & waggon, and so densely were the birds crowded together in
the pens, that the very weight of the poles and mets which fell upon them
squeezed the undermost birds quite flut as they lay upon each other like a ** clond
of bees.”

To shoot a water-lien or a water-rat i the first exploit of a fen-boy when
trusted with a gun; for the water-hen is a rapid diver, so is the water-rat, and
both are believed to be so sharp of hearing, that the very sound of the click of
the lock reaches them before the shot is fired. Then if the moor-hen chanced to
be winged in a fleld, what a glorious race we had to overtake her: talk of a
‘“‘lamplighter” running | he moves like a cripp.e compared with the water-hen.

All who know the pewlit or lapwing, with its beautiful crest of feathers, are
aware of its manner of darting, jerking, and wheeling on the wing ; as an old Lin-
colnshira fen-shooter used to say, it was as “ hard to hit asa gnat.” When boys,
we captured the young ones by fustening strings round their legs and pegging the
string into the ground, leaving the parent birds to féed the little prisoners until
they were well penned and ready to bs taken ; fur if we once left them in the
nest free until they conld run, we seldom saw them again. In our young days
they were kept commonly in gardens, their wings cut to prevent their escape;
and handsome fellows they looked with the tuft of plumes blowing about their
heads. It is sald that this bird is so artful, that it will make a noise on the ground
like a mole, and that the worm, hearing the sound, mistakes it for his under-
ground enemy, and comes ont and is swallowed by the watchful lapwing. Golden
and grey plovers, god-wits, coots, water-rails, and the whole tribe of birds that
frequent marsh and mere, rivers and reeds, fens and flats, we must pass over, our
only apology being the limits of our page. The wild fens are no longer what
they wate; the broad beds of reeds and osier-holts are disappearing, and over
some of our ohce hedgeless Lincolnshire marshes the rallway engine now hurries
with flery speed.

Many an old tiver-bed is now dry, over which the ancient Britons paddled
thelr wicker é¢oracles, or boats coverad with the * black bull's hide;" and you now
see only the dry high banks upheaving on either hand, and walk in the water-
less river-bed, where centuties ago Saxon and Danish vessels sailed. You might
in such places fancy that you were wandering through an uninhabited world, or
that every trace of those who had formerly lived in those lonely solitudes was
swept away. Rude huts overlooking the river, from which, in early days, the
skin-clad fisherman watched the huge sturgeon swim, and the bluck porpoise
roll, whils the salmon glanced past like a ray of moonlight, as it showed its
silvery scales; and where the huge pike darted upon its prey, while the bittern
murmured in the marsh, and the plover wailed above the willows, and sharp-
edged water-flags rustled together and made a melancholy sound, amid the fret-

ting of the waters.
"Twas & wild spot : for there, old legends say,

In ancient days a rude stone bridge had stood 3

And that two thousand years had pass'd away,

Bince first Its arches apann’d the rapid flood.

And there, they say, the Roman troops passed o'er,
And drove the ancient Britons from the opposing shore.

And huge gigantic blocks, all quaintly wrought,

Half-buried here and there, still lie around 3

And battlo-weapons rude, with which they fought,

In that old river-bed ure often found §

Bucklers, and bows, and clubs, and dead men’s bones

Have been dug up beneath those mouldering stones. T. M.

I shall conclude my description of this month with a picture of the Village
Carrier, from my * Book of Winter:"—

Lonesome and dreary are many of the places which the old earrier has to pass
in winter—the lengthy road between the low fir plantations which a quarter of a
century ago was infested by highwaymen—the weary marsh with its long sluice
of water which looks as black as ink when the surrounding scenery is covered
with snow, and the great frozen reeds and rushes stand up stifily, and the water-
flags looking as if they would cut yon with their sharp edges, while the bushes,
that bend over the pool, have a cold white forbidding look, making you feel that
if you were to fall into the water, you would hardly like to lay hold of the keen,
biting, frozen sprays to save yourself, so bitter cold do they appear. We can
fancy that the old carrier feels this when returning home by himself on a dismal
Winter's night, for he has been heard to remark that the mere In the marsh
“would be a nasty place for a man to have a night’s ledging in.,” On dark
nights he hangs his lantern at the point of his ecart; and if the air is clear and
yon stand on some embankment, you can see the light, and you fancy for a time
that it s stationary, so slowly does he move: And sometimes the wide marshes
are flooded ; but nnless the waters are above what he calls “ girth-deep,” he still
continues his journey to the market-town, for a tree, bush, or post are to his

b d eye safe land He can even tell by the depth of the water
whether his horses are keeping the right path or not. We have presented him
in the pages of the JLLUSTRATED LoNDON ALMANACE a3 a relic of a past age,
for the railways 7111 ere long sweep his ocenpation from the face of the earth.




The cock is erowing, the sirenm is flowing,
‘The small birds twiiter, the lake doth glitter,
‘The green fields sleep in the sun.
The oldest and youngest are at work with the strongest;
‘The eattle are grazing, their hoads never raising;

There are forty foeding like one !

MarcH is very beautifully and graphically deseribed by our late Poet Laureate,
Wordsworth, in the above lines; nor is the exquisite breezy Engraving which heads
the verses less true to nature ; you can almost hear the piping March wind whist-

ling through the trees and therents of the old mill sails. We could almost fancy
that the talented Artist had had & stavza of our own in his “ mind's eye” when he
drew this exquisite sketch; but, on looking at the verse again, we find our de-
scription is too early in the morning for the present scene, neither have we the
wagon, and the figure which appears all but blown *“ off his legs”. in the En-
graving, Here, however, are the verses, which we wrote ten long yoars ago:—
On the far sky leans tha old ruined mill,
Through Itz rent snils the broken sunbeams glow
Gilding the trees that belt the lower hill,
And the old thorna which on ita summit grow;
Only the reedy marsh that slecps Below,
With its dwarf bushos, is concealed from view.
And now a struggling thorn is head doth show
Another half shakes off the misty blue,
Just where the dusty gold streams through the heavy dew
And there the hidden river lingoring dreams,
You searce can see the banks which round it lie,
That wither'd trunk, a treeor shepherd sceimns,
For so the light, or fancy, strikes the eye;
Evan tha very sheop which grazo hard by,
Eo biend their fleeces with the misty haze,
They look like clouds dropp'd from tho unsunn'l sky,
Ere morniog o'or the eastern hill did blaze :
‘The vision fades as they move further on to graze.

In spite of the almost numberless pages we have written on the appronch of
spring, the subject seems inexhaustible ; for the flowers that come are new flowers,
although from the same bulbs and roots, and we still fancy that they never looked
80 beautiful before. ' If we greet them not with this feeling, we look upon them as
old and very dear friends which have been long absent, and which areendeared tous
all the more through this separation. Even the very bees, when they first come ont,
during the fine days of this month, fly around the flowers *as if they loved them,”
and seem to murmur into their cups sounds expressive of recognition.

What delight does the first appearance of young buds bring to the heart!

remember the eagerness with which we looked for Spring

NS

WORDSWORTH.

the bunchy bl of the sweet: lling May ; when we went peeping into
every dark hedge for that darker substance in which the * sky-stained” eggs
of the hedge-sparrows were sure to bs found. These were amongst the many
delights which eome with Spring, and in which memory still finds happiness, as
we sit with her brooding over past scenes.

If the passage which follows has ever before met the eye of my readers in my
“look of Spring,” I am sure they will pardon me for again intreducing it, for the
sake of the stamp of truth it bears, and the earnest feeling with which I must
have written it. It was originally addressed to boys, and my heart must again
have wandered to my old companions when I drew this picture of my boyish
haunts and boyish feelings. Death has been busy there since I wrote the follow-
ing; and now, in the beautiful lines of T. K. Hervey (quoted from recollection,
and perhaps not correctly)—

Momory, when she names that vale,
Speaketh low and looketh palo;
And pale Regret, with unbound hair,
Sits ever like a mournor thera !

Yet here memory contradicteth the feeling ; but when I had written what your
eye, reader, will in another minute be dwelling upon, the gloomy shadow of death
had not settled so harshly down upon the landscape as it hath since done.

Happy were the days we spent in the primrose season of Spring, in rambling
down Humble-car-lane, throuch Lea-marshes, in the bend of the old river
Trent, which Shakspeare has described so truly in the quarrel between Hotspur
and Glendower, up Piugle-hill, and Double-hill, and Foxby-lane, away to Lea-
wood and White's-wood, or through the long plantation, Caister-wood, Castle
Hills, Thonock, and Corringham-skroggs, the wildest scene of all. Or, perchance,
we crossed Gainsborough-bridge, and went along the *Ramper” by the Delf,
or turned cff at Cape’s old ropery into the marshes, elbowing our way to Bole,
or Sawnby, or Wheatly; or it might be keeping on the haunling-path by the river
banks, beside osier-holts and wild river foregrounds of feathery reeds, and
ereen rushes, and tall avmies of flags which were ever waving to and fro; or,




left, we went on towards Parnell's osler-holt (so called from the dear old doctor— |
ona of the last gentlemen we remember wearing a pig-tail), where we stood leaning
over the parapet of the crumbling brick bridge, and watching the fish as they went
in and out through the old weather-stained sluice gates. Even now I feel asif I |
could leap up from my wearisome armed-chair, if I were nearer those beloved
spots, and visit them all again between sunrise and sunset, without once feeling
fatigned, and hunt every familiar hedgeand bush, as I have many a time done a
quarter of a century ago.

My heart, whilst ever it beats, can never grow old or cold, or cease to pant and
yearn for those delightful spots which are ever green with the pleasant me-
mories of my boyish days; for Ibelieve that they will never cease to be covered in |
Spring and Summer with milk-white daisies and sun-stained buttercups, and
ever 1 d in with pl t green hedges powdered and perfumed with the
pearl-dyed blossoms of May ; I can never believe but what the river sings and
murmurs as sweetly through its winding banks as it did when I a boy angled
inits bright rapid waters ; and that those silver-sounding church bells ring as
gweetly from that grey and weather-beaten old Norman tower, as when I a child
shaped words to their music, and which I fondly fancled every babbling hill and

The rabbit, like most animals that burrow in the earth, has more than one
entrance and exit to his house, and it may be readily imagined how uncere-
moniously he hastens to escape from his front or back-door when the ferret isin
possession. ‘That is the moment for the sportsman to take aim, for the dart of no
animal is so quick as that of the rabbit; the gun must be ready raised and the
finger on the trigger when he appears, or heis across the path and off amongst the
windings of the furze-bushes in a twinkling, and gone through runs so small
that no dog can follow him. One writer says:—

More difficult than the hare to hit,
They frequently appear to flit
Like shridows past ona,

Care mus{ be also taken not to hit the ferret, which is likely enough to be close
upon the scent of the rabbit.

If there is one animal more than another that ought to be the common pro-
perty of all who choose to capture it, it is the rabbit, which should ever remain
the poor man's game, withont the interference of any law. We speak, be it

valley repeated. I can never think that the water-flags around Cavendish-bog
will in Spring ever be without a reed-sparrow’s nest, or that the hedge-sparrows
will ever cease to lay their blue eggs in the tall hedges of Humble-car ; I believe
that the throstles will never forsake the dark firs in the long plantation, nor
the linnet cease to build in the gorse-bushes beyond it.

Though I have grown older now, the fond remembrance that is ever rooted in
the haunts of my childhood Is still young, and dances its green leaves in the
wind and sunshine as gaily as if it werestill a sapling, with its tender bark un-
injured by the ronghrubs of the passing world. I'wonld gather all the birds that
ever sang around me in my boyish days, if I could, and they would remain my com-
panions without repining or laining : then I conld fancy when they sang that
they wera telling me all abonttheold woods and lanes we wandered through, long,
long years agone; and sometimes wa should seem very glad, and at others very
sorrowful together, and close our eyes in the same twilight, and dream about the
same old familiar scenes, for we should feel all alike prisoners, they and I —long-
ing for the same Spring and Summer-green, and sending many a sigh after
things that had for ever ceased to be. And yet, not so ! for even now I can look,
with closed eyes, throngh the dim avenues of old years, down the grey twilight
of time: for nothing in that hazy past is wholly dark ; even the sinking sun-
set is gilded over with pleasant memories, into which the spirit steals forth in
slasp, to visit those old haun and bring me back tidings about the buds and
flowers that are blowing, to comfort me when I awaken ; for Memory, like the
island in Shakspeare’s ** Tempest,”

¥s full of nolses,
Sounds, and sweot ajrs, that give delight, and burt not.

Lest we should pall our readers with too long a description of rural scenery,
we will attempt to draw another picture of country sports, which more properly
belongs to Winter, althongh still followed in the present month, and that is
Rabbit Hunting with the assistance of ferrets. No animal is so useful in driving
the rabbit from its burrow as the ferret, providing the ferret is muzzled ; if not,
it will gorge itself with the blood of the rabbits, and sleep in the bottom of the
burrow until aroused by the call of hunger. Some sew up the mouths of the
ferrets, while employed in driving out the rabbits; but this is an unnecessary
and eruel precaantion, as the following plain and simple directions for muzzling
or coping the ferret will prove—we copy it from the * Dictionary of Sports:¥—
“ A plecs of soft string, not too thin, is tied round the neck of the ferret, close to
the head, leaving two longish ends; another piece of string is tied round the
under jaw, passing it under the tongue, and brought round over the upper jaw,
and tied there, leaving the ends loug. This will keep the mouth closed. The
four ends are then brought together, and tied in one knot on the top of the head,
which makes all safe from slipping. It gives the animal no pain, as it appears
to hunt as eagerly as without a muzzle.”

The female ferret sometimes devours her young (a brood of which generally
numbers from six to nine), of which she has two broods a year.

Few are aware what a plagune the rabbit wounld be, unless kept under. Like
the locusts of old, it wounld eat up * every green thing,"” were it not destroyed by
man, and preyed upon by both birds and beasts. To see the havoe the rabbit |
makes amongt even the hardy gorse, one need not journey further from London |
than Epping Forest. Bat it i3 amongst the young corn and young trees that |
their destruetive powers are most serious, as they devour the one and bark the
other, and prevent it from ever becoming valuable as timber. A rabbit warren
is a perfect subterraneous town, full of hollow and bending streets, through the |
mazes of which the lithe-bodied ferret-weasel is well adapted to wind its way, |
and drive out the destructive populace, when their inroads on the neighbouring [
fields become serious. It is on record that a town in Spain was once under- |
mined and destroyed through their burrows, Their favourite time of feeding isin
the evening twilight, though they may be seen abroad during all hours of the day.
As for their fecundity, Daniel, in his ** Rural Sports,” says—* Rabbits will breed i
at six months old, bear seven times annually, and bring five young ones each
time. Supposing this to happen regularly during the space of four years, and |
that three of the five young at each kindle are females, the increase will be |
478,062, The calculation has been made from eight young at each of the seven
kindles, amounting to 1,274,840; but that is much too high, for the wild rabbit
was never knoewn to have eight at two snccessive kindles, Under the first state-
ment, being overstocked with these animals might justly be feared ; but man, |
birds, and beasts of prey make great devastation among them.” I

| eyes, and heard with our own ears, and felt that it would scarcely be murder to

I bered, of old, open forest-land, heaths, moors, and commons ; for we con-
sider a private rabbit warren as much the property of the owner as a flock of
sheep. Hear what the late witty canon of 8t Paul's, the Rev. Sydney Smith,
has to say on thess matters—a man whose spirit still walks the earth in his
works, and is ever abroad doing good :—

“YWea really cannot believe that all our rural mansions would be deserted,
althongh no game was to be found in their neighbourhond. Some come into
the country for health, some for guist, for agriculture, for economy, from attach-
ment to family estates, from lové of retirement, from the necessity of keeping
up provincial interests, and from a vast variety of causes. Partridges and
pheasants, though they form nine-tenths of human motives, still leave a small
residue, which may be classed under some other head. Neither are a great pro-
portion of those whom the love of shooting brings into the country, of the small-
est value or importance to the country, A Colonel of the Guards, the second son
just entered at Oxford, three diners-out from Piceadilly, Major Rook, Lord John,
Lord Charles, the Colonel of the regiment quartered at the neighbouring town,
two Irish Peers, and a German Baron—if all this honourable company proceed,
with fustian jackets, dog whistles, and chemical inventions, to a solemn de-
struction of pheasants, how is the country benefited by their presence? or how
wonld earth, air, or sea be injured by their annihilation? There are certainly
many valuable men brought into the country by a love of shooting, who, coming
there for that purpose, are nseful for many better purposes; but & vast multi-
tude of shooters are of mo more service to the country than the ramrod which
condenses the charge, or the barrel which contains it. 'We do not deny that the
annihilation of the Game-Laws wonld thin the aristocratic population of the
country, but it would not thin that population so much as is contended ; and the
1oss of many persons so banished, wonld be a good rather than a misfortune. At
all events, we cannot at all comprehend the policy of alluring the better classes
of society into the country by the temptation of petty tyranny and injustice, or
of a monopoly in sports. How absurd it would be to offer to the higher orders
the exclusive use of peaches, nectarines, and apricots, as the premium of rusti-
cation; to put vast quantities of men into prison as apricot-eaters, apricot-
buyers, and apricot-sellers ; to appoint a regular day for beginning to eat, and
another for leaving off ; to have a Lord of the Manor for greengages, and to in-
flict & penalty of five pounds on the ungualified eater of the gage! And yet
the privilege of shooting a set of wild poultry is stated to be the bonus for the
vesidence of conntry gentlemen ! As far as the immense advantage can be ob-
tained without the sacrifice of justice and reason, well and good ; but we would
not oppress any order of society, or violate right and wrong, to obtain any popu-
lation of squires, however dense. It is the grossest of all absurdities to say, that
the present state of the law is absurd and uvjust, but it must not be altered,
because the alteration would drive gentlemen out of the country. If gentlemen
cannot breathe fresh air without injustice, let them putrefy in Cranbourne-alley.
Make just laws, and let squires live and die where they please,” (Vol. IL, p.
56—37, edit. 1840.)

What misery have we witnessed that sprang from these Game-Laws ! miseries
only known to such as have lived in the country, and looked upon the bitter
blood which they have engendered. We have seen the bleeding face of the
dead man, bronght home at midnight from the woods, a victim offered up to
these disgraceful laws—have heard the shriek of the young widow, and the hope-
less wailing of the fatherless children: these things we have seen with our own

avenge the death of the poor poacher, who but went out to provide his family
with food. Even we, peace-loving men, felt this, while looking upon the deeds
done under the sanction of these blood-stained laws. Upon the grey old tomb-
stones of the village churchyard have we stood and wept, as we have in turn
seen poacher and gamekeeper consigned to an untimely grave—men who a few
days before were ruddy with health and strength, murdered in 8 midnight brawl
while struggling for the possession of & poor hare. This have we witnessed in
the nineteenth century.

Alas! the low vallies and sloping bills and waving woods of green England
are not what they seem; amid them death-blows are dealt at midnight, and
dying groans heard in lonely coverts : the gloomy gallows or the forbidding
prison rise up amid the landscape, where the victims swing or mean away their
days—sufferers for the preservation of worthless game. Would that we could
blot ont these laws for ever from onr statute-books, and that they might only be

t gst the ti dof barbarous customs abolished centuries ago.
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Emblem of lifa! seo changeful April safil

1In varying vest long the shadowy skies,

Now bidding Summor's softest zephyrs 1iso,

Anon recalling Winter's stormy gale,

And pouring from the cloud her sudden hail;

Then smiling through the tear that dims her cyes,

While Irls with her braid the welkin dyes,

Promise of sunshine, not 50 prone to fuil —HEXEY KIRKE WIITE.

Argir has ever been associated in our mind with Angling, from our boyish days.
No sooner did the silvery down show itself on the willows, than we hunted up
our fishing-tackle, and betock ourselves to our old favourite angling-places in
the free and open river Trent, where we had the uninterrupted range of many
miles, without any fear of trespassing. The whole river, far as we ever wandered
(with the exception of private grounds, that were enclosed), was as free to poor
and rich as when it first ran through its green and winding banks after the sub-
siding of that undated ocean, the ebbing of whose waters are yet visible in the
ridges of the hills which on either side hem in the broad valley of the Trent.
Born within a stone-cast of that river, we were anglers in our childhood, and
can well remember with what delight we hooked our first bleak on Mortram's
wharf, with the farthing willow fishing-rod bought of Tommy Duncan, while as
yet we figured in frock and pinafore—for tunics and trousers, and such like
Frenchified fal-the-rals were not then known, and we were whipped all at once out
of our baby-like free-and-easy costume into all the horrors of tight corduroys,
without any intermediate stage of transition : nor have we yet forgotten the first
twelve months, during which, although we broke our nails over and over again,
we never conld for the life of us button them behind. Our first fair stand-up
fight was long before we were breeched, because a lubberly boy had, in the pre-
sence of our little sweetheart, who was nursing her doll and sucking her thumb
at the same time, dared, on account of the petticoats we then wore, to call us
“lad-lass.” Even at that age we were anglers; and by the time weo had attained
our seventh year, we were initiated into the mystery of * bottom-lines,” and had
bronght home & pike whose tail draggled on the ground, as borne upon the
shoulder of our  giant height.” The truth is, a professed fisherman was our
next-door neighbour—a man * to the manner born; " for he obtained his liveli-
hood by fishing in the Trent—and, what with accompanying him, and aided and
abetted by his promising son Bob, stealing off at times with his boat and tackle
while he was drinking (for he was a thirsty fish), 1t isnot to be wondered at that
* there was no lad, from the rise of the Trent to its fall in the Humber, who better
understood the * gentle art” than ourselves at that early age: as we grew older
we realised not the promise of our boyhood.
Fly-fishing we were never able to make much of, and we fear our best efforts
- —— B N y
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never rated higher than *“whipping” or “flogging™ the water: we could never
attaln that fine masterly stroke of dropping the artificlal fly upon the water, as
if it hiad been a real insect that bad mistaken the glassy surface for the green
grass, and alighted there of its own accord. To throw the fly on the exact spot
fixed upon by the eyeof the fisherman, has ever appeared to us a greater accom-
plishment than to hit the bull's-eye in a target with a rifle, at a distance when 2
the mark scarcely appears larger than a pin's head ; such a nice caleulation does
it require in the former to allow for the wind acting upon the line, which affects
not the bullet. As to being able to throw the fly with either hand, that we gave
up in hopeless despair ; for when we attempted it with the let, it was * over the
left” indeed, according to the fullest sense of the Cockney vernacular.

We well 1 our early 1 on land, in the art of fly-fishing, in poor
old Palmer's garden, and how at the first throw we hooked his inexpressibles, and
at the second, while he stood with his mouth open, we threw the fly into it ; also,
how he danced, and eapered, and roared out ten thousand murders; and how we
ran for the barber to cut out the hook, and which, when done, left our * master
of arts” redder about the gills than ever we saw a salmon. The worst of it was,at
the very moment of the disaster, he had so much applauded that particular throw
83 to call ** Strike,” which we were in the act of doing when the wind blew the fly
into his open mouth, and we did strike to some purpose. He was the largest fish
we ever hooked; although we once carried away Miss Ogleton’s cap and peruke
by a similar throw, much to the annoyance of that middle-aged lady, and greatly
to our own astonishment, for we left her pate as bare as a bladder of lard: no
one ever after wantoned with her long ringlets.

To attempt a description of all the artificial flies nsed thronghout the year
would be as dry and uninteresting a subject to the generality of our readers as
if they were to sit down and read a dictionary backwards, by commencing at
the end of the definition of each word. It is, in fact, all hackle and cackle,
red-dun and dead-dun, cak-fly and choke-fly, grey-lake and may-drake, and
leaves the mouth after enunciation as husky as if one had tried the flavour of °
each; we feel & kind of hairy featheriness about the palate, such as a man feels
in & dream when he is busily engaged in breakfasting off the inside of the
feather-bed he is Even that portion of Walton's work dedicated




to this subject we invariably skipped, much as we worshipped the old man's
exquisite word-painting and his inimitable sketches of rural scenery. The in-
gredients which Shakspeare’s witches throw into the canldron in * Macbeth ™
have ever seemed to us about as “comatable” as many of the materials ne-
cessary for the manufacturing of artificial flies, for which it seems indispensable
to have—

Eyo of newt, and toe of frog,

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog,

Adder's fork, and blindworm's sting,

Lizard's log, and owlet's wing.
Nay, we are not sure that we did not once miss a singular legacy—namely, &
drawer full of hair, wool, and feathers, because wa were too dull to learn the art
of making properly large Mareh-duns, cream-coloured duns, mealy-white
moths, &e,, all of which the worthy old fly-fisher bequeathed to another, to-
gether with an old stocking filled with bran and spade-ace guineas, because he
had more patience than we possessed,

The great essentials for fy-fishing are a sure eye and a true hand, so as to
throw the fly upon the exact spot on which the eye has fixed, and these qualities
can only be attained by much patlence and considerable practice, The fiy-fisher
must also be able to use either hand, not only to take advantaga of the wind from
whiehever point it may blow, but also to save one hand from tiring, and the
wrist from being sprained, as it would be, were all the work to be done by one
hand. A beginner should commence practice by throwing against the wind,
The instant a fish sefzes the fly, he should be struck; for no sooner do his Jaws
close upen the artificial bait, than he discovers the mistake, and * blows" it out
of his mouth, for he no more mistakes the hardness of the hook than we should
were we to attempt to bite a stone peach, however much It might deceive the
eye. A strike may, however, be go quick as to draw the fly out of his mouth
before his jaws have closed, though this, we belleve, but ravely happens, * After
a fish is struck,” says the * Encyclopsdia of Rural Sports,” * if it be of a tolerable
size, immediately throw up the point of the rod, and, if the fish give signs of
being & very heavy one, then actually forca the butf of it so forward as to carry
the point over the shoulder, which will transfer the strain on the line to the
elasticities of the joints of the rod; and this direction must be pursued until
the fish be sufficiently exhausted for landing: we may also take occasion to
caution the angler never to let a flsh strike towards the weeds, nor up nor across
the stream ; but, if possible, down the stream only, keeping his head high up in
the eurrent, to tire and drown him. Likewise avoid letting your shadow, as
well as that of your rod, fall on the water when fishing.”

A salmon weighing fifty-four pounds has been taken in Seotland with an artl-
ficial fly, and splendid must have been the tackle to land such a monster, espe-
cially if he sulked, and lay like a stone at the bottom of the river, with
the hook in his mouth, as he sometimes will after he has been struck,
and finds that he cannot eseape. There is no help for it then, but
to throw in stones, as near as you can to where he lurks, without hitting him.
Nelther ought a salmon-fisher ever to be without his gaff, or landing-net. “We
remember well,” says Mr. Blaine, in the work just quoted, “to have seen a gen-
tleman, but unknown to us, who, although he seemed to handle his tackle well,
and, indeed, threw a beautiful line, as it is called, yet with single gut he struck,
and was playing a very heavy fish, without having either landing-net or gaif-
hook. We saw that an bour or two would be spent ere he eould be Janded
without some assistance and mueh We enjoined him to be pa-

vring.

; ' tient, in which he acquiesced, and suffered the fish to sulkily settle himself in

the bed of the river without disturbance for ten minutes, as though sulking with
his sore mouth, and his incapability of swallowing his prey. A few shakes of
the line rather roused him, but it was not until some heavy stones were thrown
towards his bed that he again got him afioat ; the captor drew him in with much
judgment, keeping the line stretched on him, but not sufficiently to allow even
his flounderings to disengage it. It was now that the fisher saw in full force
his negligence in having come out without either gaff or landing-net; indeed,
the landing:-net would hardly answer his purpose, so much did the banks hang
over the water; but, after many efforts, our gaff was fastened into his shoulders,
and by its means he was, with our assistance added to that of the angler, safely
landed on shore.”

But, were we to occupy the whole of the space allotted to the description of
the present month to the subject of fly-fishing, we should not be able to con-
vey to our readers a tithe of the information which it is necessary to possess
tot a good practit in the art; we must, therefore, glance at other
matters,

Spring has now really arrived; and, as the song of the skylark is heard in
every field, we shall, as a relief to the somewhat prosy article on fly-fishing, in-
sert & poem which we composed twenty years ago, on Bluebell Hill, near Not.
tingham, on

THE SKYLARE.
Whither away, companion of the sun!
Bo high this lovely morning? Are those clouds
Of floating silver, which appear to shun
Day's golden eye, thy home? or why, mid shrouds
Of loosen'd light, dest thou pour forth thy song?
Descend, sun-loving bird! nor try thy strength thus long,

ZEthereal songster! soaring merrily,

Thy wings keep time to thy rich music's flow,
Which rolls along the sky celestinlly,

And echoes o'er the hill's wood-waving brow
Along the flood, that back reficets the sky;
And thee, thou warbling speck, deep-
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And thou hast vanish'd, singing, from my sight ;
8o must this earth be lost to eyes of thine;
Around thee is fllimitable light:
Thou leokest down, and all appears to shina
Bright as shove! Thine is n glorious way,
Pavilion'd all around with golden-spreading day.

The broad unbounded sky is all thine own:
The silver-sheated heaven is thy domain;

No land-mark there, no hand to bring thee down,
Glad Monarch of the blus and starry plain!

Ta thes is airy space far-stretching given,

The vast unmeasur'd floor of angel-trodden Heaven.

And thou hast gone ! parchance, to eatch the sound
Of seraph-voices, heard far up the sky,
And wilt return harmonious to the ground §
Then, with new musie, taught by thoso on high,
Ascend again, and carol o'er the bowers,
When the wild-roso waves sweet, and the bee bends the flowers,

Lav'st thou to sing alone above the dews,
Leaving the nightingale to cheer the night,
‘When rides the moon j chasing the shedowy hues
From the dark trees, and seattering far her light
O'sr wood and town—whils thou art with the sun,
Looking on hill and vale, where low-voiced rivers run ?

1hear thy strain, now thou art nearing earth—
Like quivering aspens moves each fluttering wing §
Rising in glee, thou comest down in mirth :
Hast heard the angels to thelr Maker sing
The morning hymn, and com'st to teach thy mate
The gathem thou hast brought from heaven's gold-lighted gate?

Luts of the sky ! farawell, 111 agein
Climb these eloud-gazing hills. Thou must notcome
To where I dwell, nor pour thy heaven-caught strain
Above the curling of my smoky home.
Others may hear thee—see thee—yet not steal
That joy from thy glad song which it is mine to feel.

Numberless are the beautiful passages seattered over the works of our ancient
and modern poets, descriptive of the present month. The alternate cloud and
sunshine of this season have furnished them with Images of the uncertainty of
happiness, the vanity of fleeting pleasure, and the fickleness of all earthly things.
The sunshine and showers of April are by them compared to the gmiles and tears
of and the variabl of the weather to her changing passions—per-
haps wrongfully. For our part, we love April, with her fleeting showers, which,
falling like golden drops through the sunshing, look as if Spring was scattering
millions of yellow flowers upon the earth, or the sun was showering down, from
his own golden gardens, seeds for the coming Summer,

April showers
Bring May flowers,

isone of those old couplets which were * household words” with our ancestors—
probably, centuries ago ; and, from the descriptions of our early poets, we are
almost led to conclude that the flowers and leaves of Spring blowed and put forth
earller than they do i the present day. The *backward” springs which
we have had of late seems to have strnck Coleridge, for, in his matchless A
poem of “ Christobel,” he says—

"Tis & month before ihe month of May,
And Bpring comes slowly up this way.

T have, on a former occasion, alluded to the beauty of the morning skies of
Spring and Autumn, as being so richly blue, and so variously marbled, when
the clouds are scattered like sheep over the downs of heaven, and every hillock

by which they seem to rest is stained with the hues of sunrise. I have often
faneied, as I have noticed the clustering clouds gathering about the east, that
they were humble almsmen, waiting for the approach of the sun, who, as soon
as he arose, cast off his garments, and threw his rich drapery of bine and gold
and purple and crimson and sllver amongst the suppliant clouds, and never
deigning to appear twice in the same robes; but that all night long the golden
looms of heaven were busy in preparing a new dress for his departure, on each
new day—colours which no painter could ever imitate, and robes streaming
ont in such forms of beaunty as no poet was ever yet able to describe.
1 have here attempted in prose,I long since painted in verse, and here give my
readers their choice of the two designs:—

Morning again breaks through the gates of heaven,
And shakes her jewell'd garments on the sky,

Heavy with rosy gold. Aside are driven
The vassal clouds, which bow as she draws nigh,
To catch her scatter'd gems of orient dye,

The pearly ruby which her pathway strows—
Argent and amber, now thrown nseless by.

The uncolour'd clonds wear what she doth refuso—

For only once doth Mora her sun~-dyed garments use,

Mr, Gale, the celebrated aéronaunt, assured me that all these beantiful visions
are confined to the earth ; that, when he reached an altitude of a mile and a half,
he saw none of those richly coloured clouds above him; but that there all was
calm and serenely blue, he having then passed through all that painters love to
imitate, and poets attempt to deseribe, Some “fine day” I may venture nearer
the ** floor of heaven” and from thence paint my own picture of * this spot which
men call earth.”

The picture =77



The sweet senson, that bud and bloom forth brings
With green hath ciad the hill, also the vale.
The nightingale, with feathers new she sings;
The turtle to her mate hath told her tale.
Summer s come, for overy spray now springs.
HOWAED BARL OF SUEREY (Beheaded 1547).

Mat ever brings pleasant memovies in its vory name, or the fragrant blossoms |
of the hawthorn have for ages been called May. Kings and Queens went forth |
with splendid retinues, * in the days of other years,” for a rural holiday into the
sweat green country to gather May. Beautiful maidens left their tiring bowers
in the turreted castle, and crossed the moat in the grey of morning, to bathe the
roses of their cheeks in the unsunned dews of May. The tallest and straightest
tree In the hoary forest was felled, and brought home with loud shouts, and merry
songs, and sounds of rustic music, and was erected on the village green, and
hung with garlands in honour of May. The *“preftiest low-born lass” in the
village was selected, and crowned with flowers in a green arbour, and called the
Queen of May, in the old days of “ Merry England.” And little children and
young lovers still come home in the sweet evenipgs of the present months,
bringing with them branches of May.

Then came Cromwell and his Puritans, preaching against long love-locks and
May-games, and holding them up as the worst of sins. They were the death of
merry-hearted May. As I have elsewhere observed, May-day was then dead
and gone : they tried to revive her again on a later day; at the close of her own
fiowery month did they endeavour to bring her to life, to celebrate the Restora-
tion of King Charles, Vain attempt ! they dressed her pale corse with flowers;
pale, and wan, and dead, did they drag her forth, even after her soul had fled
and her beauty perished: but that bright and merry snunshine of the heart, in
which she could alone exist, had left the land. In vain did the Parlisment make
laws to restore her ; she came not to lite again: in vain did they pass acts, and
make a parade of her through her old haunts ; she stirred not, she breathed not:
and the multitude soon ceased to follow the bier, when they saw that their own
dear May was borne senseless beneath the garlands which were hung up to
honour her; she looked not up to admire them, and then they knew that she
was dead,

Wa have in our day danced npon the spots which her flowery garlands once
overshadowed ; for there are two May-poles still standing within five miles of
our birth-place—one at Martin, and the other at Wheatly : the river Trent flows

between them. They stand on the very spots where May-games were celebrated

in the time of Elizabeth. And now they look like skeletons of & past age—Iland-
marks of an old, rude, but happy period. One might fancy, while gazing, that
they were at times visited, in the glimpses of the *young May-moon,” by the
spirits of the departed village maidens—those who * died unmarried,” and who
in the hey-day of youth and beauty were crowned Queens of May, and looked
upon with admiring eyes by many a « groy forefather of the hamlet,” whose very
names have ages ago been forgotten.

But the remembrance of May-day can never cease, while such artists throw
around it the pleasing and life-like form which it wears in the Illnstration at the
head of our present month, We look upon the picture, and exclaim with Keats—

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.

It would make & beautiful, an interesting, and a most pleasing volume, if all
the best passages which have been written on May and May-day games were
collected ; and there are plenty of well-read gentlemen in England who have
both the leisure and the taste to make such a selection, and also to enliven the
extracts by their own remarks, aud to enrich the whole with netes. Sucha work
would do good, by } green the y of old scenes and old associations
—customs which drew the hearts of our forefathers closer to the works of Mature,
and from those to the Creator—

Who hung these lands with green, this sky with blue,
Who made the plains on which our cities grew;

And all this prosperous island what it is,

And asic’d but gratitude as His just doe.

The giver God, clalming the beggar's part,

And asking in return a humble thankful heart.

“This is the month for rook-shooting, and we can assure our readers that a pie
filled with fine plump young rooks, properly seasoned, and well baked, Is a good
and savoury dish. I have in a former work, * Spring,” attempted to translate
the language of the rooks when they quarrel during the building season, for 1
have often fancied while watching them that I clearly comprehended what they
gaid when falling out, as Washington Irving humourously says, * for a thave of
the blanket.” Fancy a couple of poor rooks, returning home with a stick apiece
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in their mouths (reckoning, no doubt, in their own minds how many trips they
would have to make before their nest would be completed) ; fancy what must be
their conversation when, instead of finding the nearly-finished nest as they left
it, every stick and twig have been purloined during their absence by a lazy rascal
und his wife, who have commenced erecting their house in the next tree.
Perhaps the twigs brought by our honest and industrious rooks were the last
that were required to finish their nest, and that, before starting off with them
out of the neighbouring wood, Mr. Rook had said to Mrs, Rook, to encourage
her, ““Well, never mind, though it is rather hard work fiying all this distance
and returning to the rookery with such heavy pleces of timber, yet we shall now
have & nice nest of our own, and can go to bed when we like, and get up again
whenever we please, or at least lie awake and talk, for those low-bred people
who live over our heads in the attics are always up and gquarrelling at the first
peep of day, and there is no getting a wink of sleep when once their tongues are
set a-going ; and—— but bless me, how is this, we surely cannot be at home, or
have we mistaken the tree? And yet that cannot be,neither! That must be
Blackeap peeping out over the edge of his parapet at us; and that is Splayfoot,
who lives next door—I know him by his squint; and the other nest belongs to
that fellow I had such a battle with about building on this bough, I know him by
his long bill and the scar above his eys, which I made with my sharp beak, and
which he’ll earry to bis grave with him. Well, what a shame! I declare, some
of the thieves out of the next street have been here during onr absence and ear-
ried away every stick and stake, even to the very scaffolding. It's too bad;
come along, we won't stand it any longer.” So they spread out their broad black
wings and away they sail to the next tree, and alight on the bough next to that
occupied by the robbers, whom they have no difficulty in detecting, for the very
bulk into which their nest has so suddenly grown tells that they never came
honestly by the materials. * What do you mean, you black-looking scoundrel
by coming and earrying off the whole of my house during my absence?” says
the indignant and honest rook. * Beg your pardon,” answers the dark rascal,
whose very looks condemn him, * but I thought, as yon were so long gone, you
had perhaps left the place altogether, to live in some more peaceable neighbour-
hood, for this is but & queer place to live in; so, making sure that some other
rook would be stepping in and walking off with the materials, why I took the
liberty of coming first. Beg pardon, hope there’s no offence.” *No offence!”
exclaims the injored rock, * take that, you thief-looking dog;" and he fetches
him snch a knock on the head with his beak as sends him spinning against his
nest. “I will thank you not to strike my husband,” says Mrs. Rook, now stand-
ing up on the edge of the unfinished nest. * Your husband deserves it, and you
too, madam,” replies the wife of the honest rook, *for you are both of you dis-
honest persons.” “Iwould thank yon to keep your impertinence to yourself, if
you please,” rejoins the robber's helpmate, * if yon do not, I shall be under the
necessity of compelling yon.” *You compel ms, you bad, good-for-nothing
madam you,” answers the other; *“I'd box your ears for twigs, that
Iwould,”™ “At your peril, dare to lift your claw against me, and I'll
give yon in charge.” *‘Give me in charge!"™ eays the other, hopping on the
nest: *this stick 's mine, and I'll have it; deny it if you can.” *Not by my
consent,” says the other, also fixing her claws on the same stick ; * we'll have
a struggle for it.” Then the battle commences: they pull, peck, strike, thrust,
then stop & moment to take breath, and at it they go again. Meantime, their
husbands are also fighting ; the whole neighbourhood is up; from every nest a
pair of eyes are peeping oub on the combatants ; some erying out * Serve 'em
right: well done ! give it’em " Others running off for the police ; some en-
deavouring to separate the quarrellers ; and others talking about leaving such a
low neighbourhood, and retiring into some quiet r ble park, amongst rooks
that have lived with old gentlemanly families.

Bat to return to rook-shooting.  Although it does not come under the head of
sporting, it is nevertheless followed up by the farmers in the country; and is as
much talked of by them as the of pl hooting by their
aristocratical neighbours. The best time to shoot yonng rooks is when they have
quitted their nests, but dare not venture upon a further flight than from one
branch to another, which they do not always reach safely, but sometimes miss
their footing, and down they come, between flying and falling, and logking any-
thing but graceful as they descend. Cross-bows, bolt-bows, and air-guns are
commonly used in rook-shooting, and if the trees are pretty high it requires a
good marksman to pick off one of those lumps of * budding blackness™ with
either bolt or bullet, for the branch is often as likely to be struck as the bird.
Then what & rumpus there is amongst the old rooks, as they keep wheeling
round and round—no doubt, in their own language calling the sharpshooters
‘‘ murderous villains,” and everything else they can “lay their tongues to.” The
boys also enjoy the sport, rushing in to pick up the young rooks when they have
fallen, or catching them before they touch the ground in their hats or caps. In
short, rook-shooting in one part of the country used to be a kind of rural holi-
day; for the proprietors of the rookeries cared not how many were destroyed,
wrongfully believing that they did more harm than good. It has, however, been
proved that where extensive rookeries have been destroyed, the corn has been
devoured by insects in the following year tosuch an extent in some neighbourhoods
a3 almost to produce a famine, so much have the fields been overrun by the cock-
chalf:'._ This alone ought to be a plea urgent enongh for the preservation of
rookeries.

A walk at the end of May through beantiful country scenery is a pleasure
for the hawthorn hedges
filled with such a delicious
The flowers of Spring have not then fuded, and

searcely to be enjoyed at any other season of the year,
are then in full blossom ; at no other period is the air
perfume as they shed abroad.
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many, that Summer will weave into her gaudy garland, are beginning to bloom.
Then we have the euckoo calling to us by day, and the lute-tongued nightingale
sending her gushing musie through the silence of the night, while

Har clear voice makes a loud rioting,
Ecl all the g wide.

And yon wander on, as the same poet expresses it,

Till to & lawn you come, all white and green,
You in 80 fair a lawn have nover been.
The ground is green with daisy powder'd over;
Tall are the flowers—the grove a lofty cover:
All green and white; and nothing else is seen.
Cuavcer's Cuckoo and Nightingale.

The beantiful grasses have now grown tall, and stand waving their brown
silky heads in the wind; or, while yon gaze, a gush of light steals over them
from the edge of some snowy cloud, and they seem changed, as if by the touch
of a magician's wand, into a fairy forest of silver; that passes away, then the
sunshine sweeps over their ranks, and they look like a large army all marching
and keeping time, and shaking their plames of gold, as they move in measured
steps. The daisies too are now tall, and share in the breezy sport, though over-
topped by the bold and brazen butterenps, who, like ordinary and over-dressed
women, push themselves forward to be seen, and conceal the sweet and bashful
beanties whom we wounld fain behold, and whom we know are near at hand.

In some such spot as this we composed the following lines :—

A chequer'd light streams in between the leaves,
‘Which on the greensward twinkle In the sun;
The deep-toned thrush his speckled bosom heaves,
And liks a silver stream his song doth run
Down the low vale edged with fir-trees dun,
A little bird now hops beside the brook,
“ Poaking "' about like an affdighted ntn;
And ever as she drinks doth npward look,
Twitters and drinks again, than seeks her clofster'd nook :
'Then waried colours o'er the landscape play!
The very clouds seem at their case to lean,
And the whole earth to keep glad holiday.
Tha lowliest bush that by the waste is sesn
Huth changed its dusky for a golden green,
As if to honour the sweet May-day morn;:
The rutted ronds did never look more clean.,
Thera Is no dust upon the wayside thorn,
But every May-bud looks as If but newly born,

How diffsrent are the out-of-door sounds now from what they were a few weeks
ago. Then, beyond the gritting of wheels on the road, the ploughboy's whistle
in some fur-off field, or the solitary cawing of the rook, the whole landscape
slept in comparative silence. Now thahills and valleys are alive with cattle ; from
nearly every hedge and tree the birds are singing; on the banks, where before
the winter grass lay wan and withered, the flowers are now blooming ; and the bee
is abroad with his approving murmur, as if sole surveyor over all. The hedges
no longer look ruinous and rent; the unsightly gaps are filled up with pleasant
leaves—like shabby houses, they are now put into good repair, for Spring, who
* paints the meadows with delight,” has once more made them habitable, and
they are now all let for another season to the birds. Nature seems to delicht as
much in her new attire as the sons and daughters of man ; nor is she without
her admirers, if even human eye regarded her not. The wild rose in the forest
solitude is visited by the bees and butterflies—they come like lovers to look upon
her in her secluded haunts. Even so the mountain maid is found by the hunter
at times in her own fastnesses, “a phantom of delight,” standing with her
piteher beside some hidden spring, happy as a fawn in its covert, and having
no sympathy with the sigh he heaves while grieving that so much beauty should
ba buried in those untrodden wilds,

Shakspeare, in one of his exquisite snatches of song, says,

Love whose every month is May;

as if even he counld find no more beautiful comparison in the rich garner of his
imagination for enduring love than the month of May reigning withont change.
In this he has pictured Love ever young—the spring-tide of courtship, when what
the tongue cannot give utterance to, the looks express—a year of flowers—one
endless May hung with blossoms—days without a night, oniy with a longer twi-
light drawn like a veil over * day’s garish eye,” as if to shrond the nightingale
while she sings, or that we might behold for a brief hour the stars in their ac-
customed places, Were we to fill the page, it would but be with the thonghts
drawn from these six living words—

Love whose every month is May;

for, such are the master-strokes of genius, it but touches the canvas and passes
on, leaving all ages to wonder at the imperishable outline it drew, doing in a
moment what others could never accomplish were they to labour all the round
of their dull lives. Shakspeare was a worshi of Spring ; it was the season
he selected for the love scene between Venus and Adonis, for she says:—

‘Witness this primroge bank whereon I lis,
Those forceless flowers, like sturdy trees, support me,

As for his sounets, they teem with beantiful descriptions of Spring-time; and
over his plays they are scattered, ** thick as stars,”

Each giving each a double charimn,
Like pearls upon an Ethiop's arm.
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Tha poelry of earth Is never dend:

When all the birds ave faint with the hot sun,

And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run

From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead ;

That is the grasshopper’s : he takes the lead

In Summer luxury ; he has nover dona

With his delights; for, when tived out with fun,

Ho rests at easo beneath some pleasant weed —JOHN KEATS,

Juse ushers in Summer and the longest day. What a contrast to the middle of
D ber, when, instead of closing the shutters and lighting the candles by four
o'clock, we have at the same hour the sun high up amid the blue of heaven, and
five long hours of daylight behind, before the purple twilight drops down. Yet
these changes strike us not nnless we look back, so almost imperceptibly do the
days *“put ont™ and *draw in,” stealing like sleep npon us unawares—for ao
engaged are we in watching the ch the bring, that light and dark-
ness flit by like the passing moment, unheeded.

June is Nature's jubilee : on every hand we hear the birds singing ; on which-
ever side we look we see the flowers in bloom ; the bee and the butterfly hasten
from blossom to blossom : the one slow and steady in his movements, searcely
leaving a bell in the neighbourhood in which he murmurs unvisited, seeming to
know that Summer will not last long, and that he must gather honey while the
flowers blow, and the sun shines: the other goes jerking his wings from bud to
bud, and, without any aim or object save to wile away the passing hours, alights
and swings himself just so long as he pleases, as if he knows that his reign will
soon be over, and that, when the flowers are gone, his little day will be ended,
and the part he has played in the masqne of Summer forgotten. The poet
Spenser has painted the life of a butterfly as one uneceasing ronnd of pleasure.
He says :—

What more felicity can fill & eraatura

Than to enjoy delight with liberty,

And to be lord of all the works of Natare?

‘To reign in the air, from earth to highest sky—
To feed on flawers, and weeds of glorions feature?
To take whatever thing doth ploase the eye?
Who rosts not plensed with such happiness,

Will worthy be to taste of wretchedness,

It Is ever pleasant to us, who are the “slaves of the lamp,” to visit the steam-
boat wharves and the railway stations, and to look at the happy, eager groups
who ars hurrying off to enjoy the air of the sweet country, or to blow off the
smoke of London by the breezy sea-side. Although, at times, we ean only
accompany them in faney, still our visions of the flowery meadows and heath-

covered hills, and cool old forests, ave fresh as in the days of buyhood. Not that

the neighbourhood of London—beautiful as it is—can ever charm us like the
sylvan golitndes of Sherwood Forest, or the green uplands and wild wide marches
and undated woods of onr own native Lineolnshire. Dreamers we have ever
been but, although the stern realities of life have thrown their forbidding
shadows over the sunshine in which we basked, they have never wholly blotted
out onr brighter visions. Glimpses of far-off places are ever opening before ns—
“ green nestling spots ™ which we have loved from childhood. Nature hath never
wearied ns, but the more we bave looked upon her face, the greater has been
onr admiration, even as a child whose eye tracks the sunset across the sea, while
it believes that the trailing pathway of gold ends only on the {hresheld of
Heaven, And what ave our dreams of Heaven here ? but of a land

Where one eternal Snmmer reigns—

an endless June, without the carking cares of this busy life—an existence un-
broken by sorrow, and unclouded by care—an Elysium in which sighs are never
heaved, nor tears ever shed—a land in which there is no night, where the flowers
never die—an abode of never-ending happiness. Thesa are but the delights which
a mortal mind can conceive—dreams more highly-coloured of earthly delights ;
and further we are not permitted to peneirate: *“eye hath not seen, nor heart
eonceived,” what lies beyond the grave.

To keep up our series of pictures of rural sports or each month, we shall now
glance at hawking, which, from the quarry flown at, must have been followed up
nearly all the year round, and can, therefore, belong tono particular month. Hawk-
ing was as popular a sport in the olden time as stag-hunting, and appears to have
been followed almost as much by the ladies as by the other sex. Amongst the old
pietures we often see the figure of some forgotten beauty, with a falcon perched
on her wrist, her fair hand covered with her hawking glove. The hawks were
taken to the fleld hooded on a frame, carried by one of the falconers, who wasa
man of some note at this period ; a favourite faleon was now and then honoured
by being borne to the field on the wrist of its pretly mistress. The legs of the
hawk were also adorned with bells, which were frequently made of silver, and
no expense was spared to render them soft and musical. The hawk was of
conrse sirippad of all its trappings when ﬁuwu at the quarry. Ha.wking was fol-
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lowed both on foot and on horseback, When on foot, he who followed it carried a
stont pole, by the aid of which he leaped the water-courses end ditches. It was
while hawking on foot that Hemy VIIL got & gond ducking: pity he was not
drowned, for at that perfod his name was not then stalned with blood; but
Heaven willed it otherwise,

The laws for the protection of hawks were almost as severe as those passed to
preserve vert and venison (forest trees and deer). Only the nobles and persons of
wealth were permitted to keep hawks. If a hawk was lost, he who found it was
compelled to give notice to the sheriff, under a heavy fine, when a pr

cannot but admire the manner in which its flight is prepaved ; his long and nar-
row wings seem immovable; it is his tail that seems to direct all his evolutions,
and he moves it continnally ; he rises without effort, comes down as if he were
sliding along an inclined plane—he seems rather to swim than fiy; he darts for-
ward, slackens his speed, stops, and remains suspended or fixed in the same
place for whole hours, without exhibiting the smallest motion of his wings.,”" It
is on record, that in the time of Henry VIIL kites were often seen in the streets
of London gathering up the offal which the inhabitants thraw out; nor is this to
be dered at, when we remember that the country around London was wild

was issued for miles around, and a description given of the hawk. If thefinder
eonecealed the bird, he had to give it up, and pay its full value or suffer two years'
imprisonment ; the value was no trifling matter in those days, as & good hawk
was sometimes sold for one hundred pounds, which was worth about three
hundred at the present value of money. Any one taking away the eggs of the
hawk was imprisoned twelve months and a day. Kings sent chiolee hawks to one
another as presents, und even grave judges were not proof against the bribe of a
falcon. One of our Kings was so attached to hawking, that he could not invade
a foreign couutry withont belng attended by his fal In France, our
Edward IIL. was followed by thirty mounted falconers, Mews were the names
of the places in which hawks weve formerly kept, and many stables stil bear the
name,

The peregrine faleon appears to have been held in the highest estimation by
onr ancestors, as he was a bold, daring bird, possessing great conrage, and never
nesitated to pounce upon any quarry which he met in his high airy domalin; he,
however, never prolonged the sufferings of his vietim, but once havicg seized
his prey plunged his piercing bill into its vitals, and killed it in an instant. The
grasp of his formidable talons was like that of a vics, and when once the prey was
struck there was no escaping. ‘The Gerfaleon was celebrated for attacking larger
game, such as herons, cranes, bittern, and other birds that haunt the waters, His
plan of attack was by outsoaring his prey, and when he had gained a sufficient
altitude falling upon it like a thunderbolt, I do not know who is the author of
the following passage, but it is oneof the most graphic deseriptions of hawking I
have over met with, and will convey to my readers a better pleture of this, all bt
obsolete, sport than [amable to draw. T, therefore, give it entire. ** When Lhave,
in my youthful days, been as glad asever Iwas to coms from school to see a little
martin, in the dead tims of the year, make her way through the midst of a
multitude of fonl-mouthsd ravenons crows and kites, which pursned her with
more eries and ¢l s than did Coil the dog end Malkin the mald, like
the fox in the apologus,

WWhen the geesa for fear flaw over the troes.
And out of their hives came the swarms of bees.—CIHAUCER.

and maugre (in spite of) all their opposition, pulled down her prey bigger

than herself, being mounted aloft, steeple-high, down to the ground. To
hear one relate how he went forth in a clear, calm, and sunshiny evening,
about an hour before the sun did usually mask himself, unto the river, where,
finding & mallard, he whistled of his falcon, and how she flew from him, as if
she would never have turned her head again, yet presently, upon a shout, came
in ; how then, by little and little, by flying about and about, she mounted o high,
until she had lessened herself, to the view of the beholder, to the shape of a
pigeon or a partridge, and made the hejght of the moon the place of her flight;

how, presently, upon the landing of the fowl, she came down like a stone and |

renewed it, and suddenly got up again ; and suddenly, upon a second landing
came down again, and, missing of it in the down-come, recovered it, beyond ex-
pectation, to the admiration of the beholder. To hear him tell how he went
forth to the woody fields and pastures to fly the cock, where having, by the little
whita feather in his tail, discovered him in a brake, he cast off a tassel-gentle (a
hawk), and how he never ceased in his circular motion until he had recovered

and open for miles, We huve frequently seen the kite hovering above a conntry
town.

The noblest quarry flown at in ancient times appears to have been the heron,
as he showed the best sport by attempting to outsoar the hawk. It is said that
when the hawk descanded on its prey, the heron would sometimes turn sud-
denly round, and receive its enemy on its sharp bill, which, through the velocity
of tha descent, went, at times, clean through the body of the faleon. This, how-
ever, appears to be doubtful, although not impossible. Hawks must have been
of great use before the invention of gunpowder, for the fowler's instruments un-
derwent but little improvement during the lapse of centuries.

Having done humble homage in verse to the skylark, T must, before the “ leafy
month of June” passes away, and her song ceases, pay my tribute of song

T0 THE NIGHTINGALE.

Bweet Nightingale 1 well doth thy lovely song
Accord with the hush'd breath of moonlight hours;
The green old trees thou warblest now among
Boem listening silent as the folded flowers,
A mute-lipp'd audience all, who bow profound
Boneath tho whispering breeze that bears so sweet a sound.

“§Vhat conntless yenrs, grey on the seroll of time,
Hath thy rich musie charm'd the anclent earth!
When Edan's rosy vales wero frea from orime,
Even befors tha dark-brow'd Cain had birth,
Thy soug was hoard, bringiong to Eve repose,
‘When her long unbound locks droop'd o'er the thornless rose.

That thou wart once & woman we believe,
Or such rich musie nover had been thina,

Poor bird | thou doubtless had much causa to grieve,
And vowed & vow at Melody's sweet shriog,

Before the echoing altar, through the night,

To keep harmonious watch, and warble back the light.

The moon, the stars, darkness, the oldest gloam,
Are all familiar with thy witching lay:

Tha brook, the tress, the Summar's opening bloom,
The silont woad, the blushing dawn of day—

Theso all have heard thes, and old forests dim,

Ere trod by man, rung back thy soft aud silvery hymu.

And T have heard thee when my hoart was sad,
And thy sweet notes hava ofttimes soothed my woos
Rising and falling, sorrowfol and glad,
Just as the fosling seem'd to come or go.
1n darkuess, in old Bherwood, wild and lone,
T've heard thee sing untll the crimson break of dawn,

What a trithful and countrified look has our Artist thrown into the Engraving
which heads the present month! How happy the boy looks reclining on the
shadowy embankment at the foot of the tree in the foreground of the picture.
Nor do the cattle appear as if they were in any hurry to leave the cool water, whila
such hot sunshing is scorching up the hay-fleld. We know that the large dragon-

| fly is somewhere at hand, although we see it not; and that many & wild bird

Iis place ; how, suddenly, upon the flashing of the enck, he came down, and, | symes to drink and twitter in that shady pool, which has for many a long year
missing it in the down-come, what working there was on both sides. How the | reflected the stem of that ancient pollard. Such is the advantage art possesses
cock mounted as if he would have pierced the skies; how the hawk flew a eon- | geor Jiterature: it brings before the eye the whole subject af a glance ; while the
trary way until he made the wind his friend ; how, then, by degrees, he got up, | jatter drags the scene forward by Dbits at a time, and line after line must be
yet nover offered to come in ntil he had got the advantage of the higher ground ; | pernsed before the reader can comprehend the frue meaning of the word-painted
how, then, he made in, what speed the cock made to save himself, and what | pietura,
hasty pursuit the hawk made, and how after two long miles’ flight killed it, yet | Pleasant is it now to wander into the solemn woods—those grand cathedrals
in killing of it killed himself. These discourses Ilove to hear, and can well be | which God himself has erected. To us & holier religion seems at times to reign
content to be an eye-witness of the sport when my occasions will permit.” The | gyer the forest solitudes than in the temples built by the hand of man. The
whole extract might rank side by side with the finest deseriptions of Tzaak Walton, | geep roaring of the winds through the mossy branches hava a sound in our ears
and we regrat that we cannot give our readers the name of itsold anthor, neithet | yylike aught earthly : the rustling of the leaves, stirred by gentle gales, awakes
do we know at this moment where we first found the pa-sage, aithough we have | the heart unaware to prayer; we feel not as we do at other times, when elone in
zome dim recollection that it was while hunting for fects for our “ Historleal | the midst of forest scenery. The pillars hewn, and carved, and upreared by mor-
Romances,” in the British Museum, saveral years ago. | tal hands, look not so grand and reverential, in our eyes, as an sisle of ancientonks
The bbby 18 ona of the smaliest apecies of faloon, and was used. for Liagking I such as may be seen in Birkland or Sherwood Forest, tossing their gnarled and wea-
at such birds as larks; and so daring is this little hawk (which is still very com- | ther stained branches above our heads, and admitting, through theiv mossy tops,
mon in England), that it has been known to dash in at an open window, &b & gimpses of the sky, the starry ceiling which God hung up. The organ never falls
bird in a cage, when several persons have been in the room. In fowling, this | ypon ears in such solemn tones as the roaring of the ocean, and the breaking of
bird was frequently thrown vp to keep the birds cowering upon the ground | ine waves upon a rocky shore. Between the walls of high and lonely mountains
while the net was thrown over them. we have felt an inward awe, which the vanlted abbey could never awaken; for,
The kestrel is one of the most beautiful of the faleon tribe; it may still often | grar the ome hung the great image of the Creator—aboye the other, wo saw,
be seen, hovering, apparently, motionless in the air, until it discovers its prey, standing on his seaffold, the builder, man.
when dawn it drops like a stone: its vision must be very powerful, when it can
sea a little bird, or 2 mouse, from such an altitnde, A kite or glede will pounce
upon a young hare or vabbit ; it has been known to carry off a chicken from the
threshold of a cottage, when the owner has been standing within arm’s length.
Its outspread wings have measured six feet from tip fo tip. DBuffon says, “ One

To climb the traekloss mountain all unseen,
With the wild flock that never needs a fold;
Alone o'er steaps and foaming falls to lean;
This Is not solitude—'tis but to hold
Converse with nature's charms, and eeo hor stores unroil'd.~BYROX.
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And T heve felt
A presience (hat disturbs me with the Joy

BEADER, of either sex, if thon wert ever in love thou wilt heave 4 gentle sigh,
and a faint smile, like that of an April sunshine streaming with subdned bril-
lianey through a cloud, will light up thy features, while gazing on this beautiful
Engraving. If a man, and thou didst woo and win her in the country, thou wilt
again hear the murmuring of the waters, and see her form once more mirrored
on its surface, even as it is before him who here sits beside her on the bank, pour-
ing tender vows into her heart, while that heart beats like the bosom of a bird
amongst the blossoms which overhang its eallow young. If thou art a lady,
thon wilt remember how tenderly he led thee by the band through the deep un-
derwood, lifting up every hooked bramble and straggling thorn, lest thou
mightest stumble ; and, where cool shadows sheltered thee from the hot sun of
July, he made thee a seat of the rustling fern, just where a branching hazel,
overtopped by & glant elm, drooped over thy beauty, and how here thou didst,
with blushing cheeks and downeast eyes, swear to become his for ever. That
day thoun canst never forget; that scene has floated between thy dreams and
heaven thousands of times, even to the very quivering o1 the sunlight through
the leaves as it played upon his cheek, when he clzsped thee (nothing loth) in
his arms, and called Heaven to sanetify his vow. - o
Our summer sun may squander
A blaze serenor, grander;
Qur autumn beam may, like a dream
OF heavon, die ealm away;
But, no—let life before ua
Tring all the light it mey,
*Iwill shed no lustre o'ar us,
Like that first trembliog vay —T. Moone.

Who lives in that dear old cottage now ? What face peeps between that leaden
diamond-shaped lattice round which the roses climbed to pecp at thy beauty?
Is the little bed of mignionette still cultivated that grew below, on which the
small gravel often fell when we threw it on the moonlit casement, nor ceased
until thy beauty, like a reflecting star, appeared between the envious blinds?
Oh, Love! Oh,Time! Ob, Death! A trembling hand parts the thick aweet-

CERESFETSS

1

OFf something far more deeply interposed,

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,

And the round ocean and the living air, .

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man.—WoRDSWORTH.

HE:R L

briar over a daisy-covered grave, and below sleeps all that was once so lovely.
We lingered not behind to weep, but, with staft in hand, wandered many a "onely
mile among the ruins of castles over which the wall-flowers waved, by the sha-
dows of mighty cathedrals, among the crumbling monuments of forgotten pride,
and returned, after many months, sad but calm, half broken-hearted, but re-
signed, burying ourselves for days in the bowers of the Muses, until they listened
to our low lispings, and hearkened, with heads aside, while we told them all our
sorrows in song. In vain do we still inquire
Whonee these feelings rise,
Borrowful mornings on the darken'd soul;
Glimpses of broken, bright, and stormy skies,
O'er which this earth, the heart bas no eontrol ?
VWhy does the sea of thought thus backward roll ?
Memory's tho breezo that through thoe cordage raves,
And ever drives us on somo homeward shoal,
As if she loved the melancholy waves,
That, murmuring, shoreward, break above a recf of graves.—T. M.

How calm and beautiful is a Summer Sunday in the country! The very vil-
lage seems asleep, and a holy quiet rests upon the fields unlike that of any other
day. Mo sound is heard but that of Nature, which falls upon the ear in the
softened whisper of the leaves, the fainter singing of the brooks, the feebler
murmur of the bee, the lower warbling of the birds, and the subdued bleating of
the sheep; for so does her voice seem hushed by the peal of the silver bells,
which float from the old grey tower, half hidden by trees, on the green hill-side,
whose winding path is dotted with the figures of the villagers, here alone, there
in little groups, all journeying towards the ehureh with thonghtful and reveren-
tial looks, You cannot help eontrasting this seene with the noise and tumult of
London at the same holy time ; the rattling of vehicles, the cries of milk, shrimps,
and water-cresses, all breaking the Sabbath charm, and grating harshly npon
the ear, while they disperse our better meditations. In the country we look
over the landscape at the spire in the distance ; and, while we think of those
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‘Where soars that spire, our rude forefathera prayed:
Thither they came from many a distant dell
Year aftor year, and o'er those footpaths strayed,
‘When summon'd by the pealing Sabbath bell,
For in those walls thoy deem'd that God did dwell;
And still they sleep within that bell's deep sound.
Yon spire doth here of no distinetion tyll:
O'er rich and poor—marble and earthly mound—
The monument of ll, it marks one common ground.—T, M.

From Love and the tranquillity of Sabbath scenery to horse-racing is a strange
transition, yet not more so than the real changes in life, in the occupations and
amusements of mankind; so we shall, without any apology, plunge at once into
our deseription of that fine old English sport, which is still witnessed with delight
by both peer and pessant. In our boyish days we, somehow or ancther, were
connected with races, especially those of Doncaster and Lineoln, The grand-
stand at Lincoln was a temporary wooden building in those days, with nothing
grand about it, except the Gold Cup on the great race day, and the beauty of
the Lincolnshire ladies. It was a il 2 ted for the sp s at
the races, and taken down as soon as they were over, and in its erection and
removal we had an uncle who played a very prominent part, We still remember
with what pride we took up our station in the low, ricketty wooden grand-stand,
getting as near to the Gold Cup which was about to be run for as we could, and
somehow faneying that it was our duty to see that no one whipped the prize into
his pocket, which, if it happened, we thought would be a great stain upon the
character of our uncle. Not that we now think such a loss would have con-
cerned him in the least, for we believe that, instead of being steward of the
course, he was merely a kind of overlooker over the men who erected the shabby-
looking grand-stand ; but if any boy notabove the head taller than ourselves had
dared to assign to him so humble a position at that period, we do think that we
should have been disposed *to show fight.” However, this link was sufficient
to canse us to talk as familiarly of the Yarboroughs and Thorolds as if we had
been sworn cousins ; also of our favourite horses, on which we even went so far
a5 to bet six to fonr—in pence.

But Doneaster was the great point of attraction, after all, and only a few miles
distant from our birth-place; there the grand-stand and course wers worth
logking at, and, we must confess, somewhat diminished our admiration of uncle’s
greatness. Whata careful hoarding was there amongst us boys, in those days,
to raise sufficlent to carry us to Doncaster and back, to see the great St. Leger
run for. It was twenty miles each way, yet we walked it, saw the race, and got
homelong before midnight—tired enough, itis true, bat we never thought of that
while talking over what we had seen, Then we knew the man who carried the
scales to the race-course, in which the jockeys were weighed—and proud were
we when he allowed us to pay for the pint of ale he drank. We thought itsome-
thing to know the man who touched the board with his own hands on which
sat the very jockey who won the Leger: our delight was equal to that of Peter
Pindar’s antiquary,

Who showed on holidays & sacred pin

That touch'd the ruff that touch'd Queen Bess's chin,
What running have we seen there! We cannot believe that there ever was or
ever will be such another race-course in the world, or that any bird or railway
enging ever went the speed those horses did. All things, to us, seem slower now
for we have no longer the quick eye, the bounding step, and the rapidly-racing
blood of boyliced to accelerate that imaginary speed, and we exclaim with &
sigh—

Eomehow, the flowers seem different now—

The daisies dimmer than of old:
There's fewer blossoms on the bough;

The hawthorn buds look grey and cold.
The pansics wore anothor dye

When we were young!—when we were young!
There's not the blue absut the sky

Which every way In those doys bung,

Our limits will not permit us to do more than glanes over tha subject.

Chariot-racing was no doubt practised by the Romans when they invaded |

England: the Britons themselves were celebrated for their skill in driving their
seythe-wheeled charfots in battle, which we have dwelt upon at some length in
our “ History of the Anglo-Saxons.” 'The first chariot-races in England are
supposed to have taken place at York, centuries before horse-racing, as now fol-
lowed, was known, for at this period it does not appear that the horse was either
used for riding or even as a beast of burthen. The first mention made of  run-

ning horses,” in English history, is in the reign of the Saxon King Athelstan, |

who received them as a present from a foreign Prince. It was Athelstan who
first improved the breed of horses in this country, by increasing their size. At
the battle of Hastings the Saxons had no cavalry, while horsemen formed the
chief strength of the Norman invaders. The first mention made of anything
approaching a race-course Is by Fitzstephen, an historian who lived in the reign
of Henry II. Races, he says, “ were then common ™ on the spot now ocenpied
by Smithfield market, or near that neighbourhood. 'The horses in thoss days
were ranged in a row, and, when ready, started by raising a shout. It was not,
however, until the time of Henry VIIL. that horse-racing became & popular
amusement in England, or that a regular race-course was formed. Chester is
mentioned as being celebrated for its races in the reign of James I.
Croydon also boasted, at that period, of its race-course, which was probably
more fashionably attended than any other in Eugland. It was here, if we
remember rightly, that one of King James's favourites was horsewhipped during
the races : the whole transaction is narrated by Osborne. Aftention was now

paid to the training and feeding of horses, also to the weights of the jockeys, |
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| on the heath, his neckerchief secured by a diamond piu.

which hitherto seem to have been neglected.

at Newmarket, also in Hyde-park; and he was the first to give u silver cup
for & racing prize, in place of the gold or sllver bell which had formerly been
run for. Cromwell did little more than encourage improvements in the breed-
ing of horses; ndeed, it was a point in the character of the Puritans to dis-
countenance sports of any description.

After the Restoration, horse-raeing became one of the most popular of English
sports, and Charles IL.'s stud of mares was held in high repute. His favourite
race-course appears to have been Datchet Mead, near Windsor, though, like his
unfortunate father, he patronised Newmarket, where he entered his horses in his
own name. William II1. gave but small encouragement to the sport, though he
was favoursble to improving the breed of horses ; while Queen Anne gave Royal
plates for prizes, and her Consort kept an excellent stud, and encouraged the
importation of racing stallions. George II. was no patron of the turf; all he
appears to have done for racing was sobstituting the one hundred guinea purses
for the Royal plates, George IIL. encouraged the sport for the sake ot procuring
a batter breed of horses, although he cared little about racing, which had now
become 5o popular as to be independent of Royal patronage; for Eclipse,
whose “name was a tower of strength,” already occupled the race-course, and
from him one hundred and sixty winning horses are said to have been pro-
duced. The King’s brother, the Duke of Cumberland, bred several excellent
racers ; amongst which was the celebrated Monek, from whom came Eclipse and
Herod, the *giants” of their day. Meteora and Violante were two famous
mares of this period, and the property of the Earl of Grosvenor, who is sup-
posed to have won £200,000 on the course, thongh he was a loser at the last.
The Duke of Bedford was the owner of Grey Diomed, which ran at Newmarket
against Eclipse and the Traveller. Nor must we pass over the Duke of Queens-
bury, whose sporting qualities are so0 admirably painted in ‘the © Quarterly
Review,” by Nimrod, from which we extract the following:—* His horse
Dash, by Florimel, bred by Mr. Vernon, beat Sir Peter Teazle over the six-
mile course at Newmarket, for 1000 guineas, having refused 500 forfeit; also,
his late Majesty's Don Quixote, the same distance and for the same sum;
and during the year 1789 he won two ofber thousand guinea matches, the
last against Lord Barrymore's Highlander, cight stone seven pounds each, three
times round the ‘Round Course,’ or very nearly twelve miles. His carriage
mateh, nineteen miles in one hour, with the ssme horses, and those four of
the highest bred ones of the day, was & great undertaking.” For Sir Peter
Teazle the Earl of Derby refused £10,000. The following racy extract on
raciug men, from * Nimrod,” dates some dozen years back ; yet we know no-
thing in which so much is done in 50 small & compass. Some of the characters
have departed, but their memories will long live in the following passage :—* Of
Messrs, Crockford, Gully, Ridsdale, Sadler, the Chifneys, &c., we need not say
much, their deeds being daily before us. But, looking at the extraordinary re-
sults of these men’s deeds, who is there that will not admit racing to be the best
trade going ? Talk of studs, talk of winnings, talk of racing establishments;
our Graftons, Richmonds, Portlands, and Clevelauds, with all their * means and
appliances to boot,’ are but the beings of a summer’s day, when compared Wwith
these illustrious personages and their various transactions and doings on the
turf, Here isa small retail tradesman, dealing in a very perishable commodity,
become our modern Croosus ina few years, and proprietor of several of the finest
houses in England. Behald the champion of the boxing ring, the champion of
the tarf, the proprietor of a noble domain, an honourable member of the Ie-
formed Parliament, all in the person of a Bristol butcher, Turn to a great pro-
prietor of coal-mines, the owner of the best stud in England, one who gives
3000 gulveas for & hovse, in the comely form of a Yorkshire fovtman! We have
& quondam Oxford livery-stable keeper, with a dozen or more race-horses in his
stalls, and those of the very best stamp, and such as few country gentlemen, or,
indeed, any others, have a chance to contend with., By their father’s aceount
of them, the two Messrs. Chifney were stable-boys to Earl Grosvenor, at eight
guineas a year and a stable suit. They are now owners of nearly the best
horses, and, save Mr. Crockford's, quite the best houses in their native town.
There is the son of the ostler of the Black Swan, at Yorl, betting his thousands
Then, to erown all
there is *Squire Beardsworth, of Birmingham, with his seventeen racehorses and
his erimson liveries, in the same loyal but dirty town in which he once drove &
hackney-coach.”

A Jockey, according to the high anthority we have quoted above, ought to be
devoid of all passion. He must work hard, and, worst of sll, upon an empty
stomach ; must ever be ready to risk his neck for five gnineas, if he wins, and
three if he loses, Ons jockey, on the Deacon-course, rode eleven races in ene
day, a distance, altogether, of eighty-eight miles. The following is the life of a
Jjockey while in training :—** Breakfast, a small piece of bread and butter, and a
moderate quantity of tea ; dinner, a small piece of pudding and less meat; no
fish allowed, very little wine and water ; tea in the afternoon, with a little or no
bread. After breakfast, they put on five or six waistcoats, two coats, and as
many pairs of breeches, and in these walk ten or fifteen miles. If they return
wet through with perspiration, they put on dry clothes or go to Glanber-
salts they have free access to, whenever they like, and that appears to be the
only run they have of the enpboard.”

Nor does the poor devil seem at all to have an casy time of it in the saddle. In
Scott's “ British Field Sports” we are told, * Thespine or back-bone of the jockey
must always be prepared to bend in the middle, since in the liorse’s running there
18 a necessity for some inclination of the body forward, and nothing can be mora
awkward and ridiculous than a horseman leaning forward with a back as straight




Avcust is & lovely month, with its harvest-fields and harvest-moon, and richi
sunsets that gild the tops of the broad-branched caks with gold, and throw over
the corn-flelds & deep yellow light, making them look like vast beds of marigolds
unbroken by a single patch of green. Pleasant is it in the cool evenings of this
month to quit the sultry streets and close courts of London, and to find
one’s-self wandering in the delightful fields of Surrey or Kent, over old brown
foot-paths which have been a free highway for the villagers for centuries ; to
meet laden gleaners and sun-tanned reapers returning home with sickles thrown
over their arms, or bearing bottles and baskets, now emptied by the keen and
healthy appetites which labour and sweeb air bring; to turn your head when
they have passed you, and see them branch off to little thatched homesteads that
stand here and there, one nestled amid trees, another in the green lane yon have
Just passed, or at the end of the slip of eultivated land fenced in from the broad
high-road ; while the farmer and lis men and maids turn to the large grange, sur-
rounded with its goodly and capacious ount-houses and huge barn, through the
doors of which the high-piled waggon can be driven, without a plumy sheaf
touching the spanning beam above.

Then to think of the sweet unfevered slecp those happy peasants will enjoy in
their lowly chambers, through which the pure breeze has all day blown, and wafted
healthy perfumes from corn.fields, and old woods where the woodbines Dloom,
and clear streams by which the low-sweet still 1l , and windy hill-
tops, and bread wastes where the purple heather now blossoms * musical with
bees.” Surely it is better to rest with contented poverty in these humble abodes,
than to share

What they amid the leaves have nover known,—
The weariness, the fover, and the fret,
Here, where men sit and hear each other groan
‘Where palsy shakes a few sad last grey hairs;
‘Where youth grows pals, and spectro-thin, and dies;
Wheoro but to think is to bo full of sorrow
And leaden-eyed despnir;
Where Beauty cannot keep hor lustrons eyos,
Or new Love pine at them boyond the morrow,—KEATS.

Thu uepeoplod dwelling mourns its tenants strayed,

L'en the domestic lnughing dairy-maid

Hies to the field, the general toll to share;

Meanwhile thefarmer quits his elbow chair,

His cool brick floor, his pitcher, and his CREE,

And braves the sultry beams, and gladly secs

His gates thrown open, and his team abroad.—ROEERT BLOOMFIELD,

With™ them, if our are is coarse, it will be eaten nncontaminated by the nau-
seous smells of cities; free from the reek and heat of gin-palaces, and the hot
air which miles of brick that bave been baking all day in the sun throw out; far
| away from rooms into which only dust and foul smells enter, where, if we throw
| up the casement to look at the stars as a relief, we are compelled to close the
window in disgust, and cxelaim with Heamlet,

And smeli s0? pah!

Alas! that it should be s0. Those rural cottages, that look so beautiful in the
eyes of a lover of the picturesque, often shelter sorrow and suffering, poverty
and hunger ; the poor labourer during the winter season is scarcely abla fo pro-
| vide for the wants of the coming morrow, or to keep the dreaded *wolf from
the door,” which ever comes howling about the threshold in the form of gannt
and meagre hunger.

I need but again glanee at that night-seene which the moon looked upon at
Goatacre, a few years ago, to prove this, when, as she scemed struggling
from eloud to cloud, her pale rays fell for a moment upon some forlorn and fur-
rowed countenance, or gave a wanner and paler hue to the hunger-bitten
| features of the miserable peasantry. I mneed but agsin picture the naked hedge,
through which the cold wintry wind whistled, while the candled flickered in
the night wind, which blew about the ragged denouncer of wrongs as he stood
on that rude hurdle, and addressed his suffering brethren: all this I might do,
but it would be with painful feelings that I should again lift up the curtain and
paint the looks of those determined men, who were then clamorous for cheap
bread, Thank God ! we have obtained thar, though I fear it has bettered butlittle
the conditien of our suffering peasantry, while it has fallen with somewhat of a
heavy hand on the honest and high-rented farmer,

The large ox-eye daisy is now in flower, and, together with the wild searlet
poppy, forms a rich covering of silver and crimson on waste and uncultivated
places. By the borders of brooks, the arrow-head may now be found with its
white pearl-like flower centred with gold and purple. The corn-fields also
abound with the beautiful pheasant-eye, called the Tose-a-ruby, and still known
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by that poetical name in a few out-of-the-way villages, But amongst the last of
the summer flowers our favourite Is the light and graceful harebell—a flower so
delicate that we wonder the breeze does not blow its light blue cup from the
slender stem, and bear it away amongst the leaves, which are now fulling
on every hand. The blackberries begin to show amongst the armed brambles
like miniature bunches of grapes, which want but a faw frosty nights to complete
their gushing ripeness, When boys, we never tasted blackberries withont first
blowing on them, believing that, by so doing, we should drive out the insects
which at times lodge in this oldest of all wild British fruits,

In my * Book of Summer” I have sketched a true corn-field character, the Bird
Boy, or corn-tenter, his business being to scare the birds from the corn either
with his wooden elapper or by his voice, the latter of which he nses until he is
quite hoarse at times, throogh hallooing and screaming st the birds, Yon almost
wonder how the little fellow manages to pass the day by himself in those solitary
fields before harvest-time, far removed from either village or homestead.
Above his head he sees the broad grey clouds floating silently along across the
wild wilderness of the sky, silent saving the hoarse “caw” of the dusky rook,
that flaps its black wings while it floats like some subtle spirit between earth and
heaven, on its way homeward to the woods. Around him rise tall trees, and
whiles he looks up at them he wonders how many years they have stood rooted in
silence on that self-sams spot, where they reach to such a clond-like height.
Sometimes he s far away from any road, and in the heart of old extensive fields
which are shut up all the year except at harvest-lime. IHe sees the grey
rabbits emerge from their burrows in the bank, and watches the young ones as
they runin and out amongst the standing corn ; and he makes all kinds of curious
snaves, and is sadly puzzled to know why he can never catch them. He peeps
through the hedge, and is delighted to see the hares play together in the long
grass; and gometimes he finds a nest of young hedge-hogs, which he passes half
the day in feeding, giving them everything that comes to hund, and which if they
will not take willingly he forces gently down their little throats, which he fancies
are fnll of prickles Jike their backs, because they swallow what he gives them with
suneh reluctance, While the enckoo remains with him he mocks her, and often
imitates her eryafter she is gone, for it is a treat to him to hear his own voice in
those silent and solitary fields, He rattles his wooden clapper until his anm aches,
and sings the very song which his forefathers sang two or three hundred years
ago, when they tented the corn like him, and thus called fo the birds :—

Away, birds, awoy! and come no more to-day,
Away, binds, away!

Take gn car and leave an ear,

Ay come no more again this year,
Away, birds, awsy!

The English sport we have selected for our present month is Cricketing, which,
although not known by the name it now bears more than one hundred and ffty
years (as far as we have been able to discover), has made such rapid progress
during the last half-century as entitles the game to take high rank amongst our
fleld amusements. In our eye there is something very pleasing in this healily,
noiseless, and out-of-door game, especially in those spots whera we have wit-

upon the players unaware en some ancient common which, time out of mind,
has been the play-ground of the villagers. True the players were ** unknown to
fame” in the great world of ericket, but it was sufficient for them that their
sweethearts and acquaintance were looking on to induee them to “do their
Dbest;” and mow and then we have seen some villager display snch natural
seience, that we have had no fear of seeing his name recorded amongst the
ranks of those who dare to give the challenge to All England, and generally gain
the victory. Pleasant too is it to recline on a green hill-side, overlooking
the vale in which the cricketers are assembled ; and all the more enjoyed if the
village bells are sending forth 4 silvery peal from the old church-tower, beneath
which some celebrated father of the game sleeps, who, years ago, was the pride
of the village cricket club. You need but go at night into the cool parlour, with
its red briek floor, after the game on the green is ended, and there you will hear,
while enjoying your jug ef home-brewed ale, how he could bat, and how he
could bowl, for the land-marks are yet remembered which his balls reachedr
and never have fieldsmen had need to stand so far ont since he died. Ask how
many wide balls he threw, and they will stare at you in amazement, or say
that he could have thrown the ball throngh the eye of a needle had it been big
enough,

Pleasanter still is it to look at a grand cricket match, when * Greek meets
Greek”—when every man respeets the play of his adversary—when the wicket
is gunarded as cantiously as the outer barbican of a castle, the battlements
manned with the best bowmen ; for the word had gone before, that the hero with
the eye of fire and the arm of iron would ere long be battering at the gates.
Then there is a breathless hush over the wide field, and when some wonderful
point is made the applauss rises not beyond a deep low hum, for he who seems
to have an understanding with the ball—who leans upon his bat as if it were
his * familiar,” is about to deal another *witching® stroke, and they dare
neither shout nor keep their eyes away for a moment, so spell-bound are they by
the power of the player. Had cricketing been knownto the matehless sculptors
of ancient Greeee, what lifelike forms of manly beanty would they have left in jm~
perishable marble—graceful attitudes and muscular developments, and god-
like groupings, far surpassing in beauty anything we now possess; for no sport
gives finer play to the limbs, no game places the body in more graceful attitudes
than that of cricket. Then how beautifally the snow-white tents contrast with
the green of the overhanging trees, while the turf below, over which the strikers
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nessed it, in the calm coolness of a sunny summer evening, when we hiave come | striker, and on the other side of the bowler from the man last mentioned.

run, light as fallow-deer, is “all one emerald,” as if an “eternal April™ kept
constant watch over it, and sprinkled the grass with her gentlest showers. The
cricketers in their white dresses, as seen from a distance, break the green of the
landscape like spots of light that fall npon the eye. Few, we shounld imagine,
can see this manly game played without feeling delighted, even when they do
not understand the rules of it, snch life and animation is there in the contending
parties—the keen eye, the ready hand, the rapid strides, the fieldsman who to a
yard or two seems to calculate the distance the ball will be struck; every man,
in fact, moving in his place, like the true harmony of musie, without a jarring
chord.

Our space prevents us from doing more than barely glaneing at a few rules of
the game as it is now played. A ball must not weigh more than five ounces and
three-quarters, nor less than five onnces and a half, while the bat must not ex-
ceed four inches and a quarter in breadth, nor more than thirty-eight inches in
length, The stumps must stand twenty-seven inches above the ground ; the
bail be eight inches in length; the distance between the wickets to be twenty-
two yards, The bowling-crease mnst be in a line with the stnmps, and in length
six foet eight inches; the popping-cresse, unlimited in length, to be four feet
from the wicket, and parallel to it. The wickets to be pitched by the umpires.
During & mateh the ground must neither be rolled, watered, mown, nor beaten
without the consent of both parties. The bowler must deliver the ball with one
foot on the ground behind the bowling-crease, and within the retwrn-crease :
he must also bowl four balls before changing wickets; the ball must be bowled
not thrown or jerked, and the hand must not be above the shounlder while de-
livering it. The bowler may require the striker at the wicket from which he is
bowling to stand on whichever side he may direct, &c. We find the following
remarks in Blaine's ** Rural Sports.” The passage Is thers marked as a quota-
tion, but from what author is not mentioned—a rare omission on the part of this
honest writer :—

“ The wicket-keeper holds an important station in the game. e stands op-
posite to the bowler, and behind the wicket at which the siriker is playing, Be-
side the bowler and wicket-keeper, who are the two most serviceable men in the
fleld, there are the slips or stops, short and long, The first short slip, who
stands near to the wicket-keeper, consequently behind the wicket, yet diagon-
ally in front of the batter. The point directly faces the striker: his slation is
about seven yards from the poppi The middle wicket stands on the
off-side, and about twenty-three yards from the striker’s wicket. Tha leg or hip
has his appointment about sixteen yards from the popping-crease, behind ihe
batter. The long-stop is placed behind the wicket-keeper, to save the balls he
may miss as they come from the bowler, for the batter may take the advantage
of running when a ball has been overthrown, or has not been stopped after the
bowler has delivered it, although it may not have been struck. The long.siip
slands in a line with the striker, and between the point and short-slip, but fur-
ther out in the field, A man to cover the middle wicket and the point stands on
the oit-side of the striker ; and it ishis duty to save those balls that either of the
above may have missed. The long-fleld on the off-side stands between the
middle wicket and the bowler, but at a considerable distance, to save the
hard hits, The long-fleld on the on-side is stationed at a great distance from the

After every four balls have been bowled the umpire calls * Over,” when the
whole party who are sceking out (with the exception, of course, of the bowler
and wicket-keeper) change their positions to the opposite quarters of the
fleld.”

For instructions how to bowl, &e., we must refer our readers to an admirable
Yttle shilling worl, a muifum in parce, published by a gentleman who signs
himself “ Bat,” where they will find all that is interesting and necessary to be
known for the proper playing of the noble game of cricket ; it is cheap, concise,
and contains everything appertaining to this fine manly sport, We will close the
present month with two rural pictures of our ownin verse—a cottage-girl cross-
ing a brook, and a troop of soldiers passing a village,

A cottage-girl trips by with sideleng look,
Steadying the litile basket on her head;
And, where a plank bridges the narrow brook,
£ho stops to gco her fair form shadowidd,
The stream reflects her cloak of russet red;
Below sbe sees the trees and deep biue sky,
The flowers which downward look in that clear bed,
Tha very birds which o'er its brightness fly:
Bhe parts her loose-blown hair, and, wondering, passes by

A troop of soldiers pass with stately pace—
Thefr early music wakes the village stroet;
Through the white blinds peeps many a lovely face,
P y how sweet!
Cue does the carpet press with blue-vein'd feet,
Kot thinking how she her fair neck exposes,
As with white foot she times the drum's deep beat;
Aud when again sho on her pillow doses,
Deeams how she'll dance that tone 'mong summer's sweetest roses.

o let her dream, oven as beauty should !
Let the white plumes athwart her slumber sway
Why shonld I steep their swaling snow in blood,
Or bid her think of baitle's grim array ?
Truth will too soon her flory star display,
And ifke & fearful comet mect her eyes,
And yet how peaceful they paes on thelr way !
How grand the sight as up the hill they rise !

I will not think of cities reddening in the slies,



SEPTEMBER i3 a sad or a cheerful month, according to {he feelings with which
the eye looks out uponit. Thesilent harvest-fields may recal o deserted hanquet-
hall, through which the solitary guest walks on the following morning, and
contrasts itsloneliness with the life and stir and joyous happiness which reigned
there on the previous night. Sueh, on a dull rainy day in this month, appear
the dreary harvest-fields, amid the stnbble of which the swine are grunting and
rooting, and the geess gabbling and feeding. You no longer hear the shrill
silvery laugh of the rustic maiden, which sounded so merrily when, while reap-
ing or gleaning, love and labour went hand in hand, as she jested with her
sun-burnt swain. The ereaking wagon and the jingling harness are gone: a
broken bottle where the last “stouk” stood, is all that tells you of healths
pledged in brown home-brewed ale ; and a few straggling ears which the birds
have emptied, hanging on the withering hedges, are the only melancholy relies
of the happy harvest. The rain patters on the hips and haws, and poison-
ous berries of the nightshade ; and instead of the beautiful way-side flowers,
you sco now only the brown dry seed-vessels, that dreop their heads, and
seem to wait anxiously for the autamn winds to blow them abroad, the fallen
leaves to bury them, and the dead-sounding rain to beat upon their graves.
On some low, damp, swampy waste you see a few solitary corn-sheaves
standing, which no sun could ever reach to ripen, but which were cut
while green and small, when all the upland crops were ripe and golden;
and these have been rained and blown upon, and now stand black and
rotlen on that swampy and sunless spot, while the poor proprietor sits sighing
and shivering with the ague in the rninous hovel at the end of his blighted field.
This is the dark side of the scene,

Tarn we now to bright, sunny September, with a sky as blue and clear as ever
hung over Italy ; while the trees, in all the richest dyes of Autumn, hang like
curtains of crimson and gold and purple and green along the woodlands, where
the voices of the merry nutters are heard, while in the hidden windings of the
lane we hear the prattle of children busy blackberrying. Or glance at the hop-

See how the well-tavght pointer Teads the way:

The ecent grows warm—ho atops—he epriogs the proy;

The tuttering coveys from the atubble rise,

And on swift wing divide the ssunding shics. -
Not closest coverts can proteet the game :

Hark! the dog opens—take thy certain ain,

The woodeock flatiers—how he wavering flles!

The woed resounds—he whoels, he drops, ke dles !

GAY'S Rural Sporis,

grounds, where Summer songs arve yet chanted over the last of ont-door labonr
which all can share in, and then September becomes a joyous month,

Tt is the soul that sees; the outward aves

Present the ohject, but the mind deserioes;

And thence delight, disgust, or eool indiffeience rise.
When minds are joyful, thon we look around,

And what is secen is all on fairy ground:

Again they sicken, and on every view

Cant their own dull and melanchely hue.

The above extract is from “nature’s sternest painter,” Crabbe; and finely does
he preach from this text in that splendid poem entitled ** The Lover's Journey.”
In love, and happy with himself and all around him, Orlando starts out to visit
Laura, and his journey lies throngh a miserable eountry; but he isin snch a
state of happiness, that he pr everything he sees beautiful. He rides
over a barren heath, and is in raptures with the ling, and gorse, and cup-moss,
the searlet tinge of which he compares to Laura's lip. Onward he goes through
lanes of “burning sand ™ and thin erops of withered rye, variegated by the
waste-loving poppy ; and although the very lines seem to fill your throat with
dust, and to make you thirsty while reading, in his eyes the scenery is lovely.
He reaches a common “wild and wide,” on which a few half-starved, dirty,
black-legged sheep are feeding on the “meagre herbage ;” and though he sees
nothing except a few * seattered hovels™ and * brown, square stacks of
turf,” with a mill, a smith’s shop, and a low roadside inn, yet he joyously
exclaims, ‘“Ay, this s nature!” He next comes to a *level fen, with
dykes on either hand,” that roll “through sloping banks of slimy mud,”
in which a rotten beat is sunk. There is no veg in this d
place, saving * sharp rushes, salt lavender, dark sallows, and the slimy
marsh-mallow ; * the sounds are the rush of the muddy water, and the
roar of the sea—neither tree nor hedge to keep off the sun; yet, with all
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these marsh vapours curling and recking around him, and poisoning the air, he
exclaims 1 —
All that grows has graco ;
All aro appropriate : bog, and marsh, and fon,
Are only poor to undiscerning men.

So he goes on admiring everything, until he reaches tha end of his journey, and
learns that Laura has gone. She has, however, left a letter, and he must follow
her. This time his way lies through a beautiful country, but.in his eyes it is
hateful—he is disappointed and displeased with everything he sees. The scene
beside the river is one of the most beautiful bits of pastoral painting in all
Crabbe's poems. This we have not space te extract, our object being to make
our readers acquainted with the lover's feelings; and then he breaks out 1 —
1hate theso seenas!
And those proud farmers!—yes, I hate their pride!
Beo that sleek fellow, how he strides along—
Btrong as an ox, and ignorant as strong!
Can yon close erops asingle eye detain
But his, who counts the profits of tha grain?
And these vils beans, with deleterious small,
Yhere is their beauty ?—can & mortal tell?
‘These deep fat meadows I detest: it ehocks
One's fealings there to sea the grazing ox
For slaughter fatted; as & lady's smile
Hejoices man, and means his death the whils,
» ® * E o 3
1 hate theso long green langs—ithere's nothing seon
In this vile country but eternal green.
Woods | waters | moadows ! will they never end?
"Tis & vile prospect—=Gone 10 520 & fefend !
What & fine dramatie touch is that abrupt turn of thonght from the landseapa to
Lanra—* Gone to see a friend ! And so he goss on, grumbling and finding
fault with all he sees, until he arrives atthe house where Laura is visiting,
&e,

As Shooting commences in September, we shall, In accordance with the plan
we have adopted throughout this year's Almanack, take a rapid survey of the
foathered game which affords the sportsman amusement during the present and
the following months; commencing with Grouse-Shooting, which begins in
Angnst.

We commence with black-grouse, or the blackeock, which is, we beliave,
“ Royal game.” This bird is seldom found in any quantity except in Scotland,
where it frequents moist covers and lower situations than that chosen by the red-
grouse, for the latter is fond of heaths and moorlands where the berries of ling
are plentifal. The red-gronse is & true British bird, and is said never to be
found on the Continent. Once it was plentiful in Yorkshire, and above forty
brace have been shot by one man by the noon of day: though a few are yet
found there, Seotland is the chosen residence of this much-coveted bird. There
are some extensive moors in Westmoreland where gronse abound, many of these
wilds stretching to a distance of thirty or forty miles ; and unless a stranger has
a keen cye and a retentive memory of landmarks, he will bs likely enough, while
shooting in these solitudes, if he is not provided with a pocket compass, when
night comes, to take up “bis lodging on the eold gronnd,” if he ventures too
far withont a guide, The ptarmigan or white-grouse is only to be met with in
{he Highlands of Scotland, appearing to ba fond of eold sitnations : its flavour is
considered Inferior to that of the red-grouse. The grouss localities in Scotland
let for high rentals, nor are they alweys well stocked, There have been loud
clamonrs lately respecting a deficiency of game; nor do we think the facility of
railway travelling at all likely to lessen the outery, for hundreds will, no donbt,
now rush to the moors, whom time and the expense of the journey formerly kept
at home.

To those who are wealthy, and can afford to encamp on the Scottish moors, at-
tended by their servants, and surrounded with all the * good things" condueive
to the comforting of the outer and inner man, grouse-shooting is most princely
amnsement. There they can ¢ eat, drink, and make merry,” take healthy exer-
ciso by day, and enjoy sound sleep under their canvass roof at night, without

wild, and will only lie tolerably during the few hours which are favoured by a
warin sun. Unless the weather is very fine, you will see them running and
getting up five hundred yards before you. In this case let one person take an
immense circle, so as to head them, while the others remain behind, to press
them forward when he is ready : and, above all things, you shonld, for killing
them at this time of the year, use either No. 1, 2, or 3 shot, in the largest single
gun that you can possibly manage. Grouse take a harder blow than partridges,
and do not fiy quite so regnlar and steady.”

In partridga-shooting, & spor ,if at all acq with the ground, gene-
rally knows where to “prick " for his coveys, having often watched where the
birds alight and feed. Onee on the spot, If game be pretty plentiful, It will not be
long before the dogs are seen stationary and “mute as marble.” The marker
will also have his éye on the scattered covey the moment the {rigger is pulled,
though sometimes, after alighting, they will run fifty or one hundred yards
through the stubble, but this will not mislead you, if your dogs and men under-
stand thelr work. Sometimes a covey parts, and if you have two dogs they will
each follow a division, and then point thair own game: then yon
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Must mako yoursolf happy with cithers

but be sure to decide on one, “while the other dear charmer’s away.” No
true sportsman will follow the same birds many timea in one day, but
allow them to rest and recover themselves from the alarm, for they soon
regain confidence, and rarely fly their haunts for long, for the loss of a
member or two of the family, The old birds, though, are regular * artful
dodgérs,” and a sportsman stands the best chance when they have gonme ont
for o hollday, and left the young omes to enjoy themselves at home. The
sight of a bird of prey breaks a covey into more pieces than the report of
a gun, for then every one seems to look out for himself, and creeps into the
first hole or corner it can find. To conclude, partridges shelter everywhere.

Although pheasant-shooting has not yet commenced, it is so closely allied to
grouse and partridge-shooting, as to fall in regular suceession. Al know that the
pheasant Is a beautiful bird, and his eyes look as if they were set in rubies, so
richly coloured is the searlet rim with which they are encircled ; while a dark
pateh of purple feathers relieves them nnderneath, The head and neck assume
such a variety of gaudy hues, when seen in the shifting light, that it is almost
impossible to tell where the blue or purple begins, or the rich, ever-varying
green gnds, Sometimes we have seen this beautiful bird fying across an open
glade, In the sunshine, and, as the blaze of light fell upon it, the plumage was
tinged with every imaginable hue of gold and green and purple and violet and
erimson, barred and flacked and speckled with rich umbery brown and glossy
black—far more splendid than the mingled tints of the rainbow, When the
King of Lydia was seated on his golden throne, and covered with priceless jewels,
he asked the wise Solon, if he had ever beheld anything that equalled the splen-
dour with which he was surrounded ? “ The plumage of the pheasant excels it
all,” answered the great philosopher.

Yet, against this beantifnl bird, almost more then any other, is brought the
murderous system of battue-shooting. We do believe that many English gen-
{lemen have set their faces against this unfair practice of sporting, of late, which
is really o better than converting the woods and preserves into a wholesale
sianghter-house. The poor birds have no ehance of escaping, when a dozen bar-
rels ave aimed at them from every direciion. It is as cruel a system, in our eye,
as the onea barbarons custom of pinning a cock to the ground at Shrove-tide, and
shying at it with heavy sticks. If the bird is missed by one, it is sure to be hit
by another—like the poor pigeons in the sheoting matches in Battersea-flelds,
who are waylaid in every direction, and fired at by every Cockney snob that can
pull 4 trigger.

There is something very startling to a novice in the flushing of a pheasant, the
first time he takes aim at it, and there is great odds against his hitting the bird,
for its manner of rising is unlike that of any other feathered game—so sudden is
the spring, o loud the noise, 80 unexpected the rattle and rustle of the branches
and dead leaves it sweeps through, that we have seen men of iron nerves start
aside when the silence of the deep woods has been all at once broken by tha

ted ““whirr” of the pheasant, One of our humorous contemporaries has

experiencing any greater trouble than that of a bad day’s sport. Splendid hunt-
ing grounds are those wild and pathless moors, where the eagle is seen wheeling
overhead, and the stag standing sentinel on soms lofty summit, as his antlered
forefathers did a thousand years ago.
1= But to come to the practical. Daniel recommends * the old English spaniel or
3 setter, in preference to the smooth pointer, in shooting red-grouse ; they are
L pettar nosers, and their feet ave defended by their long hair from the ling, which
in dry weather cuts like wire.” A cold rainy season is unfavourable for grouse,
as the birds do not pair so freely, The best time to find them on their feeding
grounds iz in the morning ; when having gorged their fill they fly away to little
knolls, and sheltering banks on which the sun shines, and there, half-hidden by
the heather, they stand and preen themselves or doze away the hours. But
little sport is to be had in the middle of a very hot day ; although when the morn-
ing lias been misty, and it clears off, the birds will again begin to feed, especially
if in a Iseality whera plenty of berries grow. Many who have gone out gronse-
shooting for the first time, have been greatly disappeinted at finding that the
bivds are far from easy to hit. They have not been prepared for that perpen-
dlenlar rising toan altitude of twelve or twenty yards before the bird made off in a
straight course ; nor have they understood catching him in what is called the
“outward-turn,” Colonel Hawker says, * For shooting grouse, select a fine
sunshiny day, from about eight till five in August or September, and from about
eleven till three at the latter period of the seasom, as they are then extremely

G =01 2
SN

deseribed it as a sndden display of fireworks, which, if snch a thing were to be
met with suddenly in the gloomy glen of some dark old forest, wonld, we think,
canse the bravest of us to take to our heels, and leave n certain nameless old
genftleman to “ take the hindmost.”

Spaniels broken in for pheasants ought never to be allowed to spring any other
game. If they are not broken from guesting other game, says Daniel, “ they
disturb the pheasants, who just fly up and perch npon the lower boughs; and
the ground of the covert is in vain traversed and beaten for birds thatare already
soms yards above it.” On very wet mornings pheasants frequently quit the
woods, and shelter in the neighbouring fields, annoyed, as some believe, by
the continual * drop, dropping™ of the rain from the leaves. “ A foggy day,”
says Blaine, *is not bla to pl t-shooting, and the birds then stray
abroad, and rove to considerable distances. Nevertheless, we have always
observed that on these days pheasants are doubly alert with their ears; conse-
quently, springing spaniels are not good to questwith. . . . . Onthe con-
trary, when a very bright day shines overhead, having tried the morning feeding-
grounds, we wounld advise the gnnner to scour the woodswell. . . . . Tha
morning’s scent, also, when almost evaporated, makes it necessary that your
selves, dogs, and beaters should hunt the closer. Try every part of the cover;
pheasants are capricious; but in the forencon are often found under the bushes
and brambles, which frequently surround the larger trees of the forest,”




OcToner comes like the first battalion of the enemy from the yet distant army
of Winter, and forages the borders of the land, stripping the trees of their
foliage, to make room for the march of all his millions of flaky followers of snow
and hail, who, in a few weeks more, will be moving from their frosty quarters
in the north. The advanced guard already go howling through the land, and
the trees roar and moan in their great agony, sceming to writhe with pain and
anger while stripped of their leafy covering, and striking with their gnarled
branches as if endea ing to beat back their destroyers. Where the violets
bloomed, and the yellow primroses lay like smiling faces on the sward, the dead
brown leaves are gathered in heaps, as If, weary of endeavouring to escape further
from the enemy, they had made a sullen halt, lain down and perished together.
Where the blackbird, and linnet, and thrush stood and answered each other
amid the *“embowered green,” the wind now pipes through the naked branches,
and the round rain-drops rattle on the bare skeletons of Summer, By the bank-
gides, where the flowers blowed, and the bee hummed, and the wing-folded but-
terfly balanced itself upon the blossoms, the long grass hangs wan and withered,
bowed down by the wet rotting leaves and the erumbling earth which slips
away from the dead roots. The Summer band of birds has departed from the
woodland theatre, and gone over the seas; and the robin sits humming a dirge
among the empty stalls and boxes, as if he were alone—the sole occupier of the
mansion they have deserted. The brooks no longer roll along with gentle mur-
mur, but come tearing and chasing down the hill-sides, as if angry at having to
drag along with them the heavy rain-torrents, and seeking in vain to escape
from the bursting clonds.

“ What & blessed order of natura it is,” says Professor Wilson, * that the foot-
steps of time are * inaudible and noiseless,” and that the seasons of life are like
those of the year, so indistingnishably brought on, in gentle progress, and im-
percaptibly blended the one with the other, that the human being searcely
knows, except from a faint, and not unpleasant feeling, that he is growing old,
The boy looks on the youth, the youth on the man, the man in his prime on the
grey-headed sire, each on the other, as on a separate existence In a separate
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Now, Autumn comes in solemn gold,
And on the earth the fAowers are strown ;
Tha trees are thin and bare, and cold ;
‘The cloude abova the landscape frown :
"Tis dreary on the lonesoms wold,
Tut eheerful on the mountain brown,
Where stands the deer with antler'd head.
Hectle, and grey, and green, and red,
Aro the dead leaves on which we tread. —DUNSTAN DORMOUSE.

world, They seem sometimes as if they had no sympathies, no thoughts in
common, that each smiled and wept on account of things for which the other
cared not, and that such smiles and tears were all foolish, idle, and most vain ;
but as the hours, days, weeks, months, and years go by, how changes one into
the other, till, without any violence, lo! as if close together at last, the cradle
and the grave! In this how Nature and Man agree, pacing on and on tothe
completion of a year—of a life! The Spring, how soft and tender indeed, with
its buds and blossoms, and the blessedness of the light of heaven, so fresh,
young, end new ; a blessedness to feel, to hear, to see, and to breathe. Yet, the
Spring is often touched by frost, as if it had its own Winter, andis felt to urge and
be urged on upon that Summer, of which the green earth, as it murmurs, seems
to have some secret forethought. The Summer, as it lies on the broad-blooming
bosom of the earth, is vet faintly conscious of the coming-on of Autumn with
*gere and yellow leaf"—the sunshine owns the presence of the shade—and thera
is at imes a pause, as of melancholy amid the ¢ itory mirth. Automn comes
with its full or decaying ripeness, and its colours grave or gorgeous, the noise of
sing or sickle, of the wheels of wains, and all the busy toils of prophetic man
gathering up against the bare cold Winter provision for the body and for the
soul. Winter! and cold and bare as fancy pictured, yet not without beauty and
joy of its own, while something belonging to the other seasons that are fled,
some gleanings as of Spring-light, and flowers fair as of Spring among the snow-
meridians, bright as Summer morns, and woods bearing the magnificent hues of
Autumn on into Christmas frost, clotbe the Old Year with besuty and with
glory not its own ; and just so with old age, the Winter, the last scene of man's
ever-varying, yet never wholly changed life,”—( Blackwood's Magazine, June,
1828.)

Having, in & former Number of the ILcusTBATED Loxpoy ALMANACE, dwelt
upon the winter-sleep of animals, and the provision many of them make
against this dreary season, I shall now deseribe more fnlly than I have
hitherto done the habits of the bats, the most curious of all our British
quadrupeds, and siill believed to be birds by many of the simple country-
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people, who have no idea that they bring forth their young alive, nnd suckle
them. Who has not seen the bat flitting by of a summer evening in pur-
suit of insects, in the dim and purple twilight, sometimes skimming along so
low as to be within a few feet of the ground? We had an old rhyme, when
boys, which we repeated as we tried to capture this leather-like winged littls
animal—hat in hand—which was,
Bat, bat, como undar my hat,
And I'll give you a flitch of bacon.

We did not then know how it concealed itself in winter; but looked upon it asa
kind of winged monse; norcan I spell the name nearer that we called it by
than that of * devil-dewlin”—a name for which I can diseover no origin beyond
that of this little quadruped bearing some resemblance to 0ld Harry, as we find
him represented in our old books. During the winter months the bats enter
eaves, old churches, hollow trees, or any other dark solitary place, and hanging
on by the elaws of their hinder-legs, head downwards, sleep away the hours
until Spring again appears, In this manner will dozens hang together, one lap-
ping over the other, like the scales of fishes. Wings is hardly a proper tﬂ“ﬁl
for the membranes by which the bat is enabled to fly : so differently constricted
are they from the wings of birds, that an eminent naturalist has compared them
to the silk stretched npon the ribs of an umbrella; nor are the fingers which
support this leathery membrane, and which the bat can open or close when it
pleases, nnlike, in construetion, the whalebone and covering of an umbrella 0
far as regards the machinery by which it is opened and shut. That which ap-
pears like the arm or hand of the wing, and which when opened enables the bat
ta fly, has a hooked nail, or thumb, as it is_called, by the aid of which it walks
both on the ground and up any steep ascent, no matter how perpendicnlar it may
be, providing it is rough enough to enable the bat to hold on by this hooked
thumb. Buf we know of no animal that walks so ungainly as the bat: these
hooks act gs levers, and by their aid it lifts itself along—it is unlike the motion
of any other living object that we are acquainted with.

Ugly as the bat is to look at, it js one of the cleanest of animals ; it uses its
little head as easily gs we do & brush, and pokes sbont ander its wings, and
the hair down its back, and smooths and brushes it with s much pains as ﬁﬁﬁ
maiden ever bestowed on herlong silken ringlets. The bat is belieyed to haye only
a single young one at & time ; she js & most careful and affectionate mother, and
she will wrap up her Jlittle bantling in the hinder part of ber membrane, and
carry it with ber. The bat has four ears, but what use she makes of the extra
pair has not yet been clearly discovered. It is astopishing into what grace-
ful folds the long-eared bat can throw ifs ears; and how it shuts fhem up
when asleep, with not a yestige visible except what is called the tragus, or
secondary ears. The horse shos bat is without thess secondary ears, while
its nose is so intersected that it would baffle the best naturalist to describe
it. Among the twelve species of bats already discovered are the notch-eared,
long-eared, lesser long-eared, horse-shoe, mouse-coloured, parti-colonred, red-
dish grey, pigmy, whiskered, flitter-mouse, besides two others. The common bat,
or flitter-mouse, is best known, and is almost as common a haunter of our
houses as the sparrow, and may often be seen with its short ears * peaking’
about under the eaves. Bats have been considered birds of ill-omen, for no
other reason than that the old poets have chosen them as images to illustrate
evil. We have, in a former Number of the ILLUsSTEATED LONDON ALMANACK, in-
terceded in behalf of the poor persecuted toads, and trust that what we have now
written abont bats, will cause them to be.regarded with interest, and not wan-
tonly destroyed. We know not how many millions of inseets they rid us of.

Having before described the fox and the earth-stopper, I must now give a pic-
tare of Fox-hunting. It is an agreeable sight to witness the assembled horsemen
riding leisurely up and down some extensive heath, beside the cover; or to see
little groups rein up their horses, and eonversing together; or to catch sight of a
scarlet jacket a mile away—now geen, now lost by some winding of the Toad,
high hedgerow, or clump of trees; or to gaze on the figure of some lovely lady—

The cynosura of neighbouring eyes—

as her palirey ambles to and ro, while the dogs express their impatience by
whining and looking up at the huntsman, who at last gives the signal, and
exclaims * Eu-in, Eu-in there, dogs,” and into the covert they leap, in all kinds
of picturesque places—one by the withered fern, another by the stem of the
mighty oak, some beneath the gorse bushes, others over the moss-covered rail-
ings, and all in a fow moments lost to the eye, while the huntsman listens with
his head aside for the opening cry of the hound which will first proclaim that
Reynard is found. Mr. Beckford says:—* Many huntsmen are fond of having
hounds at their horses” hesls; and it is a modern fashion for the huntsman and
whippers-in to ride into the cover, aud by their noise, in some measure, to find
the fox for their hounds; bt this proceeding is apt to render hounds bad draw-
ers, independent of the great chance of stubbing the horses, which, in a strong
cover, too often oceurs, without needlessly courting the danger. It is liable, also,
where there are but few finders, to have a fox found by them which goes down
the wind, and they are heard of no more that day. Besides, hounds never get
so0 well or so soon together as when they spread the cover.”

There can be but one opinion on this point; and if hounds will draw of them-
selves, it is the duty of every huntsman to save his horse from the sharp thorn=
bushes, and the hooked brambles, and the plereing gorse, which tear the skin of
a horse, enter his feet and legs, and make him restive all the day after. All eye,
all ear, the head huntsman draws up beside the cover: he knows the voice of a
skirter from ttat of a well-trained and stanch honnd: all is for a time again
silent; there is not a false babbler in the pack. Listen! now you hear them

open ! one bark is followed by another, then the whole pack joins in the ery,
like the erash of a band of musicians. The fox is found, but he is in no hurry to
start, though

He often takes leave, but is Ioth to depart;

for he must have 2 gkulk or two somewhere, to mislead the hounds, and obtain
a good start, Hark! that was the * Tally-ho ! tua-loo! Away, away!” Heis
seen making off from the cover, and now the chase commences. The following
is from ong of my former works on the country:—

Now we see the first hound leap the low fence and clear the covert; he
pauses for a moment, scents the spot, then throws back the joyous ery :

Another and another still succeeds,

each baying to his companion, who flings the tidings behind him, but has not
time to stay, until, at last, the report reaches the farthest hound, and on they
rush like a mob when the ery of * Stop thief!” is heard. Now the hounds are
drawn together, and away they go over hedge and ditel, clearing everything at
a bound ; for the whippers-in have done their work well, and not a dog lingers
i the wake. The head huntsman keeps well op with his leading hounds. Now
the fat old Sgnire is thrown into the bedge, and one hardly knows which is the
reddest—the hips of the wild-rose or his own *jolly nose.” The young lady’s
veil bas eaught in the branch gf the tree which oyerhung the hedge she cleared
in such gallant style, and now streams out like & banner in the breeze. Now a
new-booted young farmer attempts to clear 8 “ nasty-looking fence,” which
every one hitherto has wisely shunned, and, like * vanlting ambition,” he comes
down head foremost, breaks his horse’s knees, ploughs up the earth with his
head, and gats laughed at for bis fool-hardiness. -~ Noyw the old farmer, who is at
work in his fields, places his hands in his pockets, ntiers & faw deep curses to
bimself, and mumbles somethipg about broken pecks, while caleulating the cost
of f&ﬁlﬂs the fenges which the bunters have broken down. Now a group of
famished pedestrians who came ouf 10 see the ! hounds throy off,” invade the first
turnip-fleld they reach, and Jooling with hungry eye on the sheep, think of
gipsies, wood fires, and huge pots suspended from three stakes, simmering gently
in wild green Janes, Now little boys run to open gafes for timid horsemen, and
if a few pence are not thrown to them, begin to yhlsﬁ,::l::ng, low, desponding notes,
and to kick about the dead leaves dreadfully. Now some old publican, whese
house stands on & distant eminence, hopes that the fox may be killed near his
door, pr thatsome gentleman may be broughtin with a broken collar-bone, whom
it gill be dapgerous to remove for a month at least; he also reckons up the profit
of & feyy British cheroots at threepence each, which cost him eight shillings a
pound, thep steps inside to add a little more water to the brandy in his decanter.
Now a check oceurs, at which some of the followers of the chase swear, while
others feel thankful, as their horses were already blown. Some, who have losg
their hats, tie handkerchiefs round their heads ; and those who have been thrown,
langh very lond, though they look rather pale ; and when they think they are not
noticed, wince and writhe underhurts which they are ashamed to confess to. Now
the gentleman who staked the hunter, which costhim onehundred gunineas, comes
up on foot, biting the end of his whip, while he exclaims ** Devilish good sport
to-day.”

Gone away! in sad earnest the peals are commencing ;
Here a farmer and steed promiscuounsly roll;

There & Leicestershire blade, on a glutton for fencing,
Tulkes a bullfinch and breaks a buek’s neck (n a hole.

My lad! pull that stake out—whoey! gently! od rot it,
{While the mare's in a fidget, the man's in a fright);

Do just stand aside, sir, and let me come at it.
Forward! forward! my boys! he's away to the right.

‘We must let Mr. Beckford come in at the death, which he does in true sporting
style, asfollows:—* Hark ! they halloo ! Ay, there he goes. It isnearly over with
him ; had the hounds caught view he must have died. He will hardly reach the
cover ; see how they gain upon him at every stroke ! It isan admirable race; yet
the cover saves him. Now be quiet, and he cannot escape us; we have the wind
of the honnds, and cannot be better placed ; how short he runs; he is now in the
very strongest part of the cover. What a crash! every hound is in, aund every
hound is running for him. That was a quick turn! Again another; he's put to
his last shifts. Now Mischief (the hound) is at his heels, and death is not far off.
Ha! they all stop at once; all silent, and yet no earth is open. Listen! now
they are at him again. Did yon hear that hound cateh him? they overran the
seent, and the fox had laid down behind him. Now, Reynard, lock to yourself ,
How quick they all give their tongunes. Little Dreadnought, how he works him ;
the terriers too, they are now squeaking at him, How close Vengeance pursnes ;
how terribly she presses ; it is just up with him. What a crash they make ! the
whole wood resounds ! That turn was very short. There! now! ay, now they
have him. Whoo hoop!” The above description is excellent; you fancy as if
you were at his elbow all the time—that he could see into the covert, and knew
every dog by sight and name ; and—and—after all you feel sorry for the poor fox.

After the fox is killed, he is generally seized by the huntsman, who cuts off his
brush and feet ; sometimes his head also ; then throws his carcase to the hounds,
Formerly, the body of the fox wassuspended from the branch of some tree, at the
foot of which the hounds congregated and chanted such a dirge round the dead
body, as must have been very trying to the ears of a sensitive man. What a
scramble is there amongst the honnds for the carcase; each one trying to seize
a portion, yet finding it impossible to reach the poor fox, without first eating
their way through their companions of the pack. The work of destruction
seldom lasts beyond four or five minutes, and at the expiration of that period not
& vestige of Reynard remains.



Thera is strange musie in the stizTing wind,
When lowers the antumnal eve, and all alone
To the dark wood's cold covert thou art gone,
‘Whoso anclent trees on the rough slopa rectined
Rock, and at times scatter thelr tresses sore.
1f in such shades, beneath their murmuring,
‘Thou late hast pass'd the happier hours of Spring,
With sadness thou wilt mark the fadiog year.—¥, L. BowLEs.

NoveEMBER, with its fog and darkness, and Lord Mayor’s Show, and the multitudse
who stand wheezing and sneezing while looking at it, has so liftle that is inter-
esting in scenery which I have not before described, that I shall now endeayvour
to carry my readers into a past age—to the gloomy old forests whose vert and
venison were guarded by grim and savage laws, which condemned a man to suffer
death if he killed a deer within the forbidden forest boundaries. The stag was
hunted in those days with kingly pomp and grandeur, through forests that
darkened many & long league of land, and such as will never wave over green
England again. Never more will there be such a mustering of verderers, re-
garders, agistors, wondwards, forest-keepers, and retainers of every degree, as
then assembled amid the sound of horns, the baying of hounds, and the tramp
and neighing of lorses, mounted by monareh, and baron bold, and maiden
fair, whose long locks streamed out on the morning breeze, or while she bent
her neck to speak to some unmounted knight beside her, mingled their silkiness |
for a moment with the mane of her palfrey.
Sometimes the hunters rode through lonely glens, where all was silence, sav-

tering the white foam on the bystanders, while they champ the bit resilessly,
and jerk their heads impatiently, as if eager to be * sniffing the wind” afar off
And now the train issues from the grey postern of the old castle, over which the

drooping ivy waves like the green “garland of eternity.” Lady’s scarf and
knightly plume bend in the Lreeze, as they ride out side by side—forgotten
beauty and forgotten bravery, once seen where only the wild wall-flower now
waves.

Hark ! the horn sounds: the hounds which have lain among the heather
spring up; others strain at the leash; the horses become more impatient ;
hunters follow the foremost hounds into the forest; there is heard a loud erash-
ing of branches ; then the horn is again heard. Those three piercing blasts pro-
claim that the deer is started, and now the whole cavaleade dush into the wide
grassy opening that winds for miles into the forest, marked by the wheels of
wains and the hoofs of bullocks that have dragged many & stout gigantic tree
from the solitude in which it stood for centuries. Fresh from his forest covert
bounds the noble stag, locking around & moment in wild amazement; then

ing the brawling of the brook—where the echoes were never broken by human = springing throngh the underwood, he trots at first leisurely along some well-
voice, except when the antlered monarch of the forest led the hunters into known path ; then the baying of the hounds reaches his ear, and through the en-
these solitudes. For weary miles a deep twilight ever reigued at noonday in | tangling thicket Le thunders, parting the branches as if they were but mist,
this dreamy land of trees, where boughs, the growth of many a century, while they close again behind him with a force strong enough to sweep
everhung the nnderwood, In which the hind concealed her young until they a lady from her palfrey. By the forest-brook, which has so often reflect-
were strong enough to trot by her side over the velvet sward, under the waving ed his branching head, he now hwrries along: the baying of the hounds
woodbines, and the tall spotted fox-gloves, and the broad fan-like leaves of the  draws nearer; he has already run miles, his mouth is now dry, his tongne
brachen. hangs out, his horns fall back on his neck, and his eyes seem only to look be-

1t is now the morning of the chase; and we will forget the present day of rail- | hind, as if measuring the distance between him and his pursuers,and so, panting
roads and steamboats, and place ourselves amongst the spectators who five hun- heavily, be passes along, and at last dashes across the stream. Ile shakes his
dred years ago assembled to witness the departure of the hunters. For miles antlered head, pauses again for the twentieth part of a secend ; and, while the
around the forest men are stationed at given distances to drive back the deer wet drops which he scatters around fall on the brown fern ard the gorse, and the
that may attempt to escape; others are holding huge stag-hounds in strong bramble black with berries, and the briar red with hips, and the wild-rose,
leashes—hounds gaunt and shaggy, yet swifter of foot than the fallow-decr, and away he goes again into a ctill denser thicket, making the branches rattle again
T ing strength igh to pull down the proudest lealer of the antlcred 88 he cleaves them asunder. A minute after, and the foremost hounds comenp:
herd. The horses keep arching their necks, and pawing the ground, and scat- for @ moment they are at fault—they have lost the scent—in another second the




2
i
i
VL
' H
{

THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON ALMANACK FOR 1851.

slot is found; they dash through the stream, and the forest again rings with
their desp-mouthed elamour. Far behind come the horsemen, through open-
ings of the woud. tha bells cf t.heu' bridles jingling with a pleasant sound, the
horses stepping 1y ori the forest turf, as they hurry along in their
headlong course. Where the liadbw of the broad onk falls, onward plunges the
deer ; he passes like a phanto t?; gl | tlié sunshine between the trees, On-
ward come the hounds in ptirsuit; then the i:losa branches shut out the scene,
and all you hear aré the ecﬁhes and the ra‘.[ht irnmp of the last of the cavaleade.
Later in the day, and far bcyond the forest, you again see the poor wearied stig,
dragging his limbs Heavlly dlong, wlilla nnly two or thiree of the stancher
hounds have been abla o follow him, witli one lonely Indnter; whose jaded steed
looks as if it would founder if urged on_dhother step : the test who followéd
have long ago @rawn in their rein, diid dbandoned the ehdse. You look hahlx;d,
and there ses & nioblé hound panting orl the ground, a rider standing beside {1#5
fallen horse ; {”urthhr ofi, a stdad that Has cropped down dead ; ror hav&
hounds which lave now reached the stag strength to pull him dow

gs they tug at his froat and Haunches on the spot wiers ﬂi! wi%?&H i

sheer cxhaustion._ iey are Eoﬁlﬁaii d to pause ehw %
breath. See, tho hiintsr aliglitd; nﬂa with his &ﬂi&l BHdS tﬂh Hitsg i;a‘tmfd{ﬁo

poor stag.

The following befutifal song, deserd ﬁm cliise; 15 feom tha i:“an d? tijo
late P. T. Fraser, the celebratad mmﬂad_ i & of tho DS fifodert
sitions e have seen on the stbjéct; Excepting ilivayﬂ thiat frifinitaia suehb [i:l

“Lady of the Lake:"—

Hark, lhraugh this g‘rtunw'uod Hngiog,
_ Peali the merey horn §

On gg.lhud ki d, o'er dewy mead,
Sir i i
Many & bravs 10
b 4 :mceth uﬂ o left and rig!:t
ith bnag

i B
And Tow u,g shrﬁiy Talds
The misic of the Ehase.

Sce, he ul’n}ts f’ur. Boa
Come the notes of Wwo
Andup he springu.
That mock {he tlin wind,
Leaves hound and hora behind,

Bweet, sweet upon the mountain
Sinks the sciting sun ;
Tho coursers fleotsearce drag thele foct ;
The weary chase is done.
But where'sthe antler’d king who late
Ranged his roatms in fearless state ?
Alas ! alas! upontho grass,
That his best heart's-blood dyes,
The eaptured monarch lies.

The Earl of Athol, in 1563, had a grand hunting-mateh, at which the unfor-
tuate Mary, Queen of Scots, was present. Two thousand Highlanders were em-
ployed in driving the deer from the Lills of Athol, Badenoch, Muir, Moray,
and the neighbouring counties, and nearly the whole of the Scottish nobility
were present on the oceasion. Upwards of two thousand deer were driven to-
gether. But we must let the author, William Barclay, who witnessed this
*“ Toyal hunt,” as it was called, deseribe what he himself saw :—* The Queen,
the great men, and a number of others, wers in & glen, when all these deer
were brought before them. Believe me, the whole body moved forward in some-
thing like battle order. ‘This sight still strikes me, and ever will strike me, for
they had a leader whom they followsd close wherever he moved: this leader
was o very fine stag, with a very high head. Thissight delighted the Queen very
much, but she soon had eause for fear, upon the Earl's (who had been from his
early days accustomed to such sights) addressing her thus:—' Do you observe
that stag who is foremost of the herd? There is danger from that stag;
for, if either fear or rage should foree him from the ridge of that hill, let every-
one look to himself, for none of us will be out of the way of harm, for the rest
will follow this one, and, having thrown us under foot, they will open a passage
to this hill behind uws’ What happened a moment after conflrmed this
opinion ; for the Queen ordered one of the best dogs to be let loose on one of the
deer: this dog pursues; the leading stag was frightened ; he flies the same way
he liad come there ; the rest rnsh after him, and break out where the thickest
body of the Highlanders was. They had nothing for it but to throw themselves
flaton the heath and allow the deerto pass over them. 1t was told the Queen that
several of the Highlanders had been wounded, and that two or three had been
killed outright, and the whole Lody (of deer) had got off, had not the High-
landers, by their skill in hunting, fallen upon a stratagem to cut off the rear
from the main body. Tt was of those that had been separated that the Queen’s
dogs and those of the nobility made slanghter, There were killed that day three
hundred and sixty deer, with five wolves and some roes,”

Many, no doubt, imagine that wolves were extinet in Great Britain at a very

! early period, and are not, perhaps, aware that England was infested with this

formidable animal in the reign of Edward I, and that this Monarch issued a

/ proclamation ordering the destrnetion of wolves in the counties of Gloucester,
Worcester, Hereford, Salop, and Stm‘orﬂ, and that great rewards were paid to |

those who destroyed these dreaded animals. The last wolf seen wild in Britai™
was killed about one hundred and seventy years ago, at Lochaber, in Scotland,
A fow eenturies back, Yorkshire was so overrun with wolves, that places for
shelter in case of attnck were erected on the wolds and other wild and lonely
parts of this ékhm.sire county ; and parlsh huo’kh yet exist, of a comparatively mo-
dern ﬂdls, which show the sums paid to ifferbrit individuals for destroying
wolves. 1n thiose ddys they bred on thie woll8 #hd “ciives,” and found shelter
in the vidt forests whicli spread over Lng;aﬁd a{‘id from these retreats the
wolves issted forth at night, dnd devoured Hifbars of sheep.
Such, reddér; was. tha Eniglind in whichi our forefathers lived, while as yet
Allroads, and sleamboata. and electric telegraphs “lurked in the womb of Time.”
fien the slow pack-horse, and the heavy rumbling wiin, often drawn by oxen,
were the only modes of conveyance—the one with its packs and jingling bells,
or ﬁieﬂor panniers, then called * dorsers” {and we have still in London the
gig'h of ;ha «Horse and Dorsers”); the other heavy and cumbrous, with
THEGHE [t moved on wooden axles: and whei thie miry dnd rutted roads are
titiehi éhffd conéideration, our slow-paced carriers’ carts are, comparitively speak-
am' hes to the speed of travelling in thoss old primi-

e tiliey. éré ware 0 lamps {0 light the streets on the dark No-
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always confine themselves to water, but run and play upon the ground in moist
damp places, and climb about the aquatic plants. Their principal food is water-
insects and worms, though they are not all particular about devouring one an-
other, especially the large water-newt, who is rather partial to making & meal
off the smooth or common newt.

The common lizard is a beautifullittle reptile, often most exquisitely marked
with green, brown, white, and yellow spots; the white sometimes springing
from the centre of large black spots which run the whole length of the back
and sides. It is commonly found on banks which lie open to the sun, on the
edges of heaths and commons, or by thesides of woods. The belly of the lizard
bears no bad resemblance to chain armour, while the throat looks like the
scales of & gorgetof mail. So rapid is the turn of the head of the lizard when
it seizes an insect, that it is almost impossible for the human eye to
detect the motion, so suddenly is the prey seized and swallowed. Its speed
along a footpath is so rapid, that, had it a bulk in proportion to its powers
of flight, it would be able to run ten miles in less time than the swiftest
race-horse that ever lived went over a mile of ground. Lizards have been
rendered so tame as to eat out of the hand, though generally they attempt to
bite the finger. The blood of the lizard, lile that of all reptiles, is cold ; nor does
it show any sign of life, or require any nourishment during the long months of
Winter, but remains in astate of torpor, immoveable as & stone, until the return
of Spring.

1 must not conclude my description of the present month, without directing
the attention of my readers to the beautiful Engraving at the head of ir,
which is so faithful a picture of a dull, melancholy November day, that
we almost feel “the low sky raining” while we look at it. We pity
the passengers outside the couch, for we know that they are wet throngh,
and feel thankful that they are so near the end of their miserable jonrney.
How the water pours down the road that crosses the bridge, we not only see
by the torrent in the ruts, but also by the reflection of the coach-wheels
—a masterly touch, which only your true-born Artist would have thonght
of. To look over thoss gloomy arches into the river on such a day gives a
man the horrors; thers is a cold clamminess about the stones of the parapet,
and a deep smoky fog upon the water, which you seem to feel while leaning
over and looking at it, as if it were slowly searching through your garments,
while an hundred old colds end coughs were trying to penetrate you, and fin
within a shelter.

Humid evening, gliding o’er the sky,
In her chill progress, to the ground condensed
The vapour throws. Where ereeping waters ooze,
‘Where marshes stagnate, and where rivers wind,
Cluster the rolling fogs, and swim along
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Oh, Winter ! ruler of th' inverted year,

Thy scatter'd hair with slest-like ashes £11'd,

Thy breath eongenled upon thy lips, thy cheeks

Fringad with a beard made whita with other snows
Than those of age ; thy forchead wrapt in elouds §

A leafless branch thy scepire; and thy throne

A siding car indabted to no wheels,

But urged by storms along its slippery way.—COWIER.

DEceypER brings the shortest day ; the lessening daylight has now reached *the
utmost limit of its narrow sail ;" the longest night has had its reign; for that
mighty Power which gave to the ever-moving ocean its boundaries, said also to

Darkness, * Hitherto shalt thou come, but no further.” What soleron peelry
our Artist has thrown around the picture of Winter which heads the present
month, by throwing the ruins which Time has made into his wild waste of De-
cember snow, & roofless and venerable pile that no longer affords shelter, but
malkes the loneli of the landscape, at such a season, appear more lonely, We
look upon it, and exclaim—

Pause here awhile ! and en thess rains look,
Worn with the footateps of forgotton years;

Peruso this page in Time's black: letter'd book;
Gazo long, and read how he his trophics rears !

Sce how each shatter'd shrine and seulptured ook
The dinted impress of his fostmark bears.

Who was it rear'd this crumbling pile of stone ?

Ask Time ! be only knows who now reigns here alone.

Gaze on that window now ! 'tis shorn of all

Its saintly forms, and gaudy colourings;
The sky-dyed tunic, and the purple pail,

Tha glowing gold that form'd the vests of kings,
No longer flash at sunset on the wall;

Gone are the chequer'd angel’s rainbow’d wings.
The Winter wind alone blows bleakly there,
And on the graven stones masses of SnOW appear.

Snow in tha streets of & city cannot be endured; it has scarcely fallen
before it wears an old, grey, dirty look on the pa t; it is mingled
with the mire trod by ten thousand footsteps; it is swept into the middle
of the road by the shopkeeper, then wheels roll over it, and it is tram-
pled beneath the hoofs of horses, and you can scarcely bear to look out of
the window at the “slushy’ and filthy streets until the dirty mass is swept

up and carted away. In the country it lles like & * wintry veil ” upo
the face of the landseape ; the banks appear in the distance like barriers of white
marble ; the hills, like ranges of silver clonds: and when the sun shines you can
scarcely discern the rim of the horizon, so beautifully are the snowy summits of
the hills and the fleecy edges of the clouds blended together—harmonising,
like the lips of a sleeping maiden with the rose-leaf whizh blew from the bush
and settled upon them while she slumbered.

Winter nips the fingers of the woodman until he can scarcely bend them
round the handle of his axe, so stiff and benumbed do the joints become. During
the keen frost the ditcher tries in vain to force his spade into the ground, for
the earth rings like iron, and gives back a *“strange alien sound * at every stroke
In one night the gardener sees his winter-greens shrivelled up asif they had been
scorched by fire, his * potatoe pie™ is frozen, and icicles bang beneath the glasses
that shelter his tenderest plants. Spring is asleep deep down beneath the cold.

But of all the scenes which I have so often deseribed as belonging to this season
of the year, the wildest 1 ever witnessed was the breaking of the ice after a long
frost in a large navigable river, a word-picture I have painted as follows in my
“Winter : "—*First there came a gentle thaw; then the tide or heygre began
its silent work beneath the ice, gradually lifting it higher, honr after hour, as
the body of water arose underneath, unperceived save by the lond cracking it
occasionally made. In the still night you heard that erackling sound run across
the river, and often during the day after the tide had subsided ; and sometimes
where the long fissure ran along, the edge of the ice was slightly raised, so
much 80 as to impedes the progress of the skater: then sounds were heard like
sudden gun-shots in rapid succession ; water here and there welled through the
crevices of the ice; though the large green black mass, save for these outlets
and slight elevations, for miles away lay hard, thick, and unbroken. Men stood
together conversing in low voices; in little groups by the river-side, sailors
devising the best measures to save their ships when the ice broke up and the
great crash came; wharfingers examining the piers which supported their
wharves, and wondering whether or not they would stand the tremendous shock
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which they would soon have to H and owners arguing
whether it wonld be better to let their veasels drift a little way with the mass, or
moor them firmly and trust to the strength of their stoutest hawser. Some con-
tended that there would be time enough let to decide on such matters when the
ice began to move, others that there was not a single hour to lose. The reckless
said that it would be two or three days before the ice broke up; the timid,
that it would be on the morrow ; the cantions, that the ships ought not to be
11t without a watch for a moment. Some said that the ice had lain 50
long, it was rotten ind would be torn up and swept away by the next
tide ; others argned thﬁt. as it was so thick, it would be the work of many tidea
to split it asunder : a fow ei‘perlcncr:d old sen\.ﬁen sald that if the night-tide rin
up strong, the whole miss wuﬁlﬂ be shivered before momlng. A gloom seemed
to hang over the little to‘h 1, many, from miotives of curiosity, and a Inva to
tee the wild work of Winter,
the nnmber,

“ Midnight came, and with it the tide. The moon threw a dim woolly kind of
light over the river. Wa listened, and heard the ice breaking up miles awly, as
the wind and tide came ;rrowling and roaring along. Nearar and nearer drew
the sound, like approaching thunder. The saflors who had gone to sleep on shore
were now aronsed to hurry aboard und take charge of their \‘Bsacls. Between
each thnnder-like erash of the ice, we heard the ery of human voiee.s from the
men on board the ships, whlch were already tossing as I.f an em‘lhquul:o hes.ved
beneath them. Further down the river, signal-lights mera holsted amid ﬂ.m
rigging—torches blazed and moved along the shore. Severdl of the sailors
had net yet reached their ships, when one long, loud, contlnuoas cmq was
heard, which told that tha tide had already reached the to ide, and was
now shivering up tlie river like glass. That sound was ‘nul: like thunder—unlike
the quick firing of csnnorb—bnt as if the earth had spllt ﬁsﬁﬁﬂer, and went on
opening and shutting amid the fall of thousands of build s hissing; and
surging, and boiling of the troublad watetﬂ. which it 8§ al]_o""d up with the
ruins, while the rending thunder rived along lts desa'ldﬁrig . Sodid the
sheets of ice crash and grind together as they were tossed upon and over-rode
each other; so were the ships torn from their moorings, and borne along by the
overwhelming tide and the masses of ice which broke by and impelled them
onward : water, and ice, and sl1lpplng whirled away to where the massy stone
bridge threw the shadow of its umﬁes over the wild turmoil, and there the mass
was locked together—ships, boats, Sheets of thick ice too big to pass through the
dark arches, while the foundations of the bridge shook beneath the deafening
roar."”

Although woodeock and snipi ting d atove a month ago, it still
affords amusement to the sportsman, and will do throughout the whole Winter.
‘Woodcocks generally come over in the night, and on their arrival are very lean;
this, no doubt, is cansed through their not having alighted anywhere to feed
while on their journey. As we have stated in a former work, they bring no
Juggage with them when they return from their long sea voyage, but pnt up at
the first road-side inn they reach, and which is generally 4 hedge, or ditch, or
some waste, covered with furze; and without awakening either boots, ostler,
chambermaid, or innkeeper, they take up their quarters for the night. Some-
times they remain a day or two before proceeding further into the country, for
they have neither had steam, nor sail, nor plank to assist them in crossing the
stormy ocean ; nothing but their poor little wings to beat up against the wind,
and dash aside the sea-spray—that is, if it ever reached so high an altitude as
that through which they flaw: and they have encountered all these perils, and
come all that distance only to enjoy a banquet of worms.

They leave the woods in the evening to feed, and at such times may be heard
making a shrilly noise, which resembles the sound made by the snipe. Aided
by their keen sight, delicate touch, and probably fine scent, they are enabled
to find their food in the dark, and to pick up the smallest worm in such black
benighted places, that we shonld need the light of a strong * bull's-eye lantern”
to be able to see it at all. * The woodcock,” says Colonel Montague, in his * Or-
nithological Dictionary,” *is naturally a shy and retiring bird, rarely taking
wing by day, unless disturbed ; but just at the close of day all, as if by common
consent, quit the wood ne.u.rly at the same instant, and wander over the meadows
in search of splashy places and moist ditches for food, retiring to their hiding-
places again at the dawn of morning. Thus, when most other land-birds are re-
cruiting exhausted nature by sleep, these are rambling through the dark, di-
rected by an exquisite sense of smelling (¥) to those places most likely to pro-
duce their natural sustenance ; and, by a still more exquisite sense of feeling in
their long bill, eollecting it: Their eye is not called into nuse ; and, like the mole,
they may be said to feed beneath the surface; and, by the sensiblity of the in-
strument which is thrnst into the soft earth, not a worm can escape that is within
reach. The eyes of the woodeock are large in proportion to their general bulk of
body, and, like those of some other nocturnal birds, are particnlarly formed for
collecting the faint rays of light in the darkened vules and sequestered wood-
lands during their nocturnal exenrsions; thus, also, they are enabled to avoid
trees and other obstacles which continually oceunr.”

According as the weather changes, so will the woodeock shift his guarters,
sometimes to the opposite side of the wood ; or, if a sheltering hill intervene, he
will cross it, and in some warmer solitude wait until the wind changes, then re-
turn to his old feeding-ground. He does not like cold, neither will he expose
himself toit, if there is shelter to be found in the neighbourhood. Wa have
heard a gentleman boast that he could always tell where a woodcock could be
fonnd by the marks of the dead leaves, in searching for worms beneath them;
ha says, ths bird throws the leaves aside with its bill, alternately right and left
bat never two leaves together on the same side. Ha is a close observer, and the

went fiot to bed thatnight. I remained up amongst | sport:

above fact may be relied upon. Thers is an ontery that woodcocks are becoming
searcer every season, and this, we think, can be accounted for by the extensive
march of cultivation, and the great network of railways, which intersect Eng-
land [n every way, cleaving through woods, cutting between hills, and running
over heaths and waste lands, and breaking up the silence where the birds for-
merly sheltereﬂ. We know uot.hlng 50 likely to scare birds from their haunts as
the thunder _af\a railway tr.u.in, and the shrill screaming of the whistle.

As the woodeock is so seldom on the wing in the daytime, the sportsman is
compelled to hunt for him, in his own shgdowy and solitary haunts. Even
wllen found in the thickets of a wood, and flushied, unless there is some opening

Lﬂf%ﬂ it is difficult to hit him. When flushed, the woodcock generally
ﬂius § t Rhe.ad, and goes blunderlng between tha close and twisted branches,
ﬁg;mw what he ran against, so long as le escaped. Some
tilﬂt this fs the best time ta aim at him, and that he is essier
e r!nes petpendlenlarly, aud gpea _twi.'!tmg and tarning above
5, ¥ I en to m at him would be Ilks trylng to hit a shooting star.
we thfuﬁ ,{ounlarly) recommends novices to go over to Ireland for a
t’ew eeks and i try woodeock- shootmg in the slderhcdguws. before they ven-
tnro at it here. lilthay are anyways, flarried. In an e:slans[ve wood it is neces-
sary m_ kve i beaters and markers : these, it uppears, one gentlemau kept
cIotﬂéﬁ 1 laath i' S from henﬂ to heeI—thé material so thick that the shot
he uged ¢ kﬁdla tiot pass through {t; so thiat, If he hit liis man instead of his bird,
he did him no hurm. Cocldng spaniels, when well broken, are generally con-
sidered, hu E it dogs for woodeack-shooting.

He w 10 1 afraid of getting wet; or Has & dread of cold hands and feet, must never
hopeé to heé me & t gh goo:i snipa-shoater‘ for th.e familiar haunts of this
bird are the rc-'.edy and aIuIcy mars ';md the low, dunip, meadow lands, fringed
with pollard- wIlIuws, where a man of & delicate cumﬂtuf.lcn is more likely to
cateh the ague than anythipai else. Onward the downnght sportsmm must
plunge, if he hopes to start his birds, up te the knees in mud or mirg and he
may thank his stars if at the next step he is not up to his neek, imlmtlng the
boom of the bittern as he sputters back the 002y mixture with his llps. Nei-
ther must he walt for & fine calm day ; but n it blows * great £ s, sally
aut, for lhen the snipe lie well, and the best sport is fo be found. _a e, when
it ﬁr&t rlses, is more diffienlt to hit than a wmdcock—-glvmg 80 mkuy: ists and
turn.'s. thalt for the lifa of you yon cannot tell what direction it will take for a se-
cond br two, except that ic is sure to fly against the wind. The best plan is
to Vﬂl{ i bit nntil he has made up his mind what course to steer, and has become
ﬂ ll{uﬂ slhnﬂy in his mnvaments. that is the time to take a steady aim at

A £ross shnt {4 preferable, when it can be had. The author of the
= Oaklelgn Code” says: “ The shooter will bring down a snipe with much less
diffieulty at from fifteen to twenty paces than at any other distance. The aim is
thus taken just before the bird begins to make its cross-flight, but before it has
attained its full speed. The irvegularity of its flight is of little consequence dur-
ing the first and second twisting, before the bird is safely on the wing, since its
flight is then comparatively tardy. But let the snipe fiy ten yards from whence
it spring—let it be, for instance, twenty-five paces distant from the gun; it is
then at the top of its speed, and in the very midstof its sidelong, elliptical gy-
rations, and more than a match for the majority of shooters.”

In snipe-shooting the ground ought to be gone over twice or thrice during the
day, so apt is the bird to return to the spot from whence he first started. Wa
kriew an old sportsman in Lincolnshire, who always went over the same ground
at least twice in the same day, and few shot more birds than he did. When he
chose his own day, he often brought home ten or twelve brace. He never went
out without his favourite retriever (the only dog he took), to save Limself from
getting a wet jacket, as the birds, when shat, often fell into the deep and wide
water-courses with which these extensive marshes abound.

st

Reader ! we have again, for the third time, journeyed with thee through the
twelve months of the year, and now turn to bid thee farewell on the threshhold >
ere we enter and close the door. This year we Laye carried thee over new
ground, and made thee acquainted with many of our English Sports. We have
shown thee how the poor hare is coursed in January, and what shifts she has
recourse to, to eseape from her pursuers. In February, we have borne thee com-
pany to the wild meres and marshes of England, where the bullrush nods, and
the bittern booms, and the wild-fowl shooter lies in wait for his prey. In
March, April, and May, we have shown thee how rabbits are shot, fish
caught with the fly, and young rooks brought down, before they are buried
snugly under tempting crusts, and made into savoury pies. In Jume, we
have opened the doors of the past, and shown thee the sports of another
age, before the murderous gun was heard, and when bird was taught to
prey on bird, and erowned Kings eagerly pursued the noble sport of Hawk-
ing. Racing, Cricketing, Shooting, and Fox-hunting fiil =~ 4 large por-
tion of the following months, and we have pictured them all as they exist
in the present day. In November, we have again looked backward at the
past, and endeavoured to bring before thine eye one of those noble stag-
hunts which, in former years, so often awoke the echoes of our old English
forests. By these changes we have brought forward something new for every
month, not only from our own knowledge, bnt enriching our deseriptions with
oceasional extracts from authors betier acquainted with the subjects than our-
selves, and to whom we hope we have, in every instance, given * honour due™
and faithful acknowledgment. And now, with many thanks for the hours thou
hast borne us company, we ones more, Reader, bid thee farewell.

TIOMAS MILLER.
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