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his brother! In spontaneity and simplicity the songs of
the New England poet have mucli in com mon with the
Scottish one who se strongly infiuenced him. Had
Whittier's early life been cast amid an abundance of
literature and literary influences, as was that of lis friend,
Oliver Wendell Helmes, le might doubtless have been
more of an artist ; but p'-:rbapg we should have Iost the
most spontaneous singer of Npw England life. The idyl of
ISnowbound " is the 'l"The (3otter's Saturday Nigt " of

Massachusetts ; its portraits as characteristic of a simple
home life, now aIl but vanishied. And IlThe Pon Voter on
Election Day " is no unwortby American rendering of
IlA Man's a Man for a' Thut." it may have been only fancy
that tnaced, in a youthful portrait of Mr. Whittier that
hung in lis study, a certain resemblance to Burns, but
certainly the strong current of thoir human sympathies mun,
in the main, in the samne direction.

Mr. Whittier pointed out, in an adjoining room, the
pictures of bis mothen and of the beau tiful and beloved sis-
ter, to whose eanly death lie so touobingly nefers in IlSnow-
bound," as well as a painting in his study of tlie old home-
stead at Haverhili, six miles front Amesbuny, wbere hie
lived until soinetime after his father's death, wben bis
mothen came to settle in Ame8bury. Between this old
home and his pictures3que woodland residence of Oak
Knoll at Danvers, some twelve miles distant, hie 10W
divides bis time-no longer feeling strong enough for seek-
ing bis favourite baunts among the Adirondacks.

H1e pointed out also two othen portraits-one of Ilmy
friand, Raîpli Waldo Emerson," the other of lis favounite
haro, General Gordon, with whose noble spirit hie has
naturally strong sympathy. 'No student of Whittier
needs to be told of lis aversion te theological rigidity, and
the too elaborate definitions of creeds, which have become
the Shibboleths of ecclesiastical divisions. Bis remarks
on the Briggs Il heresy case" wene what might bave heen
expected from the authen of the Il Vision of Echard," and
he put the question of toleration very tersely wben hae
said : I God isn't going to judge us by our hoads, but by
our leants. If He lad been going'-teo judge us by our
lieads He would have mnade them ail alike " And lie
quoted with eannest sympathy the lines from Il In Me-
moriam," beginning :

Our little systenme have their day.

Tha Il law of love," the Il sum of the law and the pro-
plats " i8 fan more te him than the mere technical ontho-
doxy of doctrine wbich, witb se many, stands for Chnis-
tianity. Hie neferred, with warm appreciatien, te IHenry
Drummond's cbarming boekclt, Il The Greatest Thing in
the World," wbich hie said lie lad been belping te circulate
among lis fienda. No euie could touch with greater
patience and tonderness than lie, on the sad epidemic of
doubt which paralyzes the faitb of se many in our ques-
tioning age. Hoe said that lo dîd net wonde-in view of
the awful mystery of lifE, its apparent injustice, the cruel-
ties and oppression that crush se many helpless livos-
that thena is se rîîucb scepticisti, especially ariong young
and impatient mnds. Hie ratIer wondens tlat there
should be, nevertbeless, se much faith / But, wbile sonie
of bis own earlier heliefs have dropped from him, hie stil
belds firmly te the faith lie lisos beautifully axpressed in
I' he lDivine Goodness," and Il The Master." In bis eld

âge he is lef t mucb alene. Nearly al bis iminediatc rela-
tives are gene, though hle stili bas multitudes of friendq. t11[

love the friends 1 have," lie said, Il and am tbankful fer
tbem, but I do net forget those whe have passed away-
and I amn just waiting " /-Waiting in the attitude he bias
put into music for us in the stanzas:--

I long for houselhold voices gone,
Fo'îr vanished mmiles 1 long;f

But God hath led mvn darknees on,
And i [e can (Io no wrong!

Antd et, beside the 8ilent Het
1 wait the muttled oar;

No harni f rom Min eau coîne to mie,
On ocean or onu shore,

1 know not whére His islands lift
Their fronded palis i iiair,

1 ouly know, 1 cannotdrf
Beyond 11i,4 love and care

IHappy faitl and trust! And happy evening te a
long life of pure thought and life, and loving service te
Qed and lis fellows. As the doer of the quiet bouse
closed, after lis kind farawell and loving benediction-it
seamed as if it wene the doon of a sanctuary, into which
nething evil or unholy might enter-the type of the bigher
sanctuary awaiting theaIl pure in heart "!

Tle last heur hefone the leaving of our train was spent
in a stroll about the quaint littla town, with its winding
Merrimac, nestling amid picturasque banks fringad witb
cedar and alder-and its equally winding roads leading
out of the town, between foliaga-embosomed bouses, and
up the Il green hilI slope " refenred te in thae paning of
his poamn of IlMiriam." If anyone desires te see the
viaw fromn thenca most graphically dascribed, le can look
at those hunes, of which space limits, already overrun, for-
bid the quetation bere, Then, passing again the poet's
unpnetending aboda, with it.s overshadlowing maples, we
find ourselves at the ittle station once more, and the train
scion beans us away-feeling that we have lad one of the
greatest peasures, and securad one of the most sacred
memenies that buman intercounse, in this impenfect life,
can possibly afford! FIDELIS.

A CONSCIENTIOUS parson sliould beware of getting into a
passion, for every sharp word oe spaaks ledges in one's
owa heurt ; and sucb slivers hurt us worsa than any oe
else.--Ilarg-ipt Beecler Stou;e.

ilL L SA INTS' DA Y.

A S October wars itbulf away, and the skies grow azir
andtheleaes ellwer tbrecomes the expectation

of those two autumn days that seam te embody aIl that is
told by shortening days and failing leaves-the great
Catbolic festival and fast of Ail Saints' and AIl Seuls'
Days. As tliay cerne I recaîl the varions associations that
these days bnîng te me. I see again the muddy Paris
streets under low grey skies, with their tbrong of holiday
folk setting towards the vaieus cemetnies. I sae the
approach te the slopes of Montmartre, the steep road
linad witli bootîs, at wbidh every variaty of wreaths are
sold, fnom the costly eue composed of deep purple pansies
and white camelias, or the slightly cheaper tribute of
violets down te the borner of the circle of black. and white
beads witb a cemmon antificial flower iu the centre under
glass, or the few sous' wonth of yellow and black immor-
telles. Witbin the cemetery there was liardly a grave
witliout eue, at least, of these fnesh tnibutes, while the
alleys wene tbnonged by those who lad brougît them.
But the picture of that day that memory bas phetograpbed
ou my mind is of one cincular patch of grass, at the meet-
ing cf savena! alleys. In the centre of it rose one tal
column, and this was bung, and the ground around it
covered, with eveny variety of wneatl f rom tlie cestliest te
the humblest. Before 1 read the inscription on this clumn
I woudened at the sullen resentmeut and gloom of the
faces of those whe stood around it-faneur of the Boule-
vards and blue-bloused wonkman alike ; but wben I bad
read it I woudened ne longer, for beneatl fIat celiumn
rested the bodies o! soe of the victime of the Coup d'état
I only wondened how many a widow's and orpban's curse
was tIen following that last of the Bonaparte nulars te lis
exile grave in England.

But I see a pleasanten pictune than those gleomy faces,
and Montmantre unden duIl Novemben skies. I see the
perfect beauty of sea and sky anound Venice ou that great
festa

tiolunin, tower, antd domue, antI spire,
Shine likce obelisk,, of fire,
IPtinting with incontant motion
Froio the altar of dark ocean
T» the eapphire-tinted skies;
AH the flaînes of sacrifice
Fromn the narblecl shrines did rime
Asmt> pierce the dome of gold
Where Apollo epake of old.

I s'e the luminous church of St. Marks, and the pomp of
Higli Mass celebrated by the Patriancb himsalf, witl rites
tbat are a unique commingling of Eastern and Western
usage. I sea fha long procession e! black gondolas, eut
aven fIa sbining splendeur of the lagoons te St. Michele,
tha islaud cam efery -gondolas, crowded te their utmost
capacity of chairs and stools witb chattering women, witb
greaf masses of uucovenad black on red bain, aud wnapped
in the inavitabla duu-coloured shawîs. Everywhare there are
great buncles o! white chrysantemnums-iu the wemen's
bauds fer sala----on the gravas in the little islaud, crewded
with Veuice's dead at tbe steps wbore oe alights !rom
oua's gondola. The crewd threng se thnough the uarrow
alleys and veil thein customad animation so sligbtly that
if is net easy te feel the scona anytbing but a gay oea
and then, ntunning, wben the avaning splendeur opalizes
saa and sky, aud the great white Alps shine in the notharu
distance, the calm and beauty harmonize ail those scatfered
bits into the mesaic of the memeny of a perfect day. But
after ail if is in the urth-"dark and true and tender"l
fIat the legends of the dead have taken deapest reot.

If is a very real tbing te me new, the stilîness that 1
saamed te lean settle down on oun ittie Breton village
affer vespers on fha Eva o! AIl Souls, for thon in evary
farmhouse and fisher cottage along the lonaly coast of
Finistýre, tha loe are piled higb on the laarth, the oafcaka
and black bread set eut on the table, the dean laft ajar for
fIe coming o!fIah silent guasf, wlom if is deafli, within
the year, te see.

Then, over the gorsa-covared "llandes," and by the
granita cliffs, is leard a waird, wild chant,.it is fheaIl Song
o! Seules" wicl waudering beggar folk go te sing at
every hamilet and farm :
Awake I awake! It ie Jesus who sends me!
He bide yon awake and pray for your dead !
You are at ease in bed ; the îîoor souls sufer!
You lie sof tly ; the pion souls are in pain!
A whîite sheet, five boards, a pillow of straw, and five feet of earth,
These are ail worldly gootie that are left t> us!I
Ah Bletised Mary ! what sorrowful cries! Jesus ! send us beîp
Perchance your f ather, your sister, or brother are burning in purgatory,
There ou their knees, flames above and below, they cry to you for

your prayere,
Once in Chie world, 1 had frieude and dear nues,
Now, deatl, I have neither friende nor dear ones
Comne, epring from your beds, barefooted, and pray, pray!

Thus for ceatunies bas ecboad that weird Celtic chant,
in its barsb Breton voicing, over the ceuntry. 1 am net
ashamed te confess te the fact thaf the feeling of that
midigît welcome te the dead took sud laild upon me
fIat wleu that November niglit cama round 1, tee, pilad
up the loe on the hearth and set the window ajar, and
aven now, wlen J am fan fnnm I" the lone coast of Bnit-
tany," I cannet bear te lat the fira dia down ou the Eve o!
All Seuls, it saems, tee, like leaving tha baloved daad te
be chille-d by oun fongetfulnass.

it is in sudh nooks and corners of Celtie lands fIat fha
signs of the Druidicenorgin of this, as of othans of our
dhurcI festivals, are pnesenvad. True, the waek .f tan
Penfacost was, and stili is in tha Gneak ClurcI, the tima
of spacial commamenation o!fIahedaad. True, fIe officiai
institution of Ahl Saints' Day took place in Roma on the
l3th of May, A. D. 609, wlen Boniface IV. ordained it

in celebration of the consecration of almost the 0'l'
remaining pagan temple in that city, the iPantheone ,O,
"St. Marie, semper Virginus, ed omnium Mart!PU01
when the bones of martyrs from the various cerm0t0fl8
and catacombs were taken in twenty.-eight carrnages tO the
church. But, by the year 835, the observance Of the
festival in England, France and Germany had so gefleralîy
passed to the first of November that Gregrory IV. i 850ed,
in that year, an ordinance commandingethe eustoul t
become universal, and there can be little doubt thaît the
celebration of that day had sprung fromi the attachwnt
of the northern nations to the greatautumn DruidiC 6ire
festival, whjch occurred on the lst November. That nligbt
was consecrated to Samhein, who represented the Sun,an
was a nighit of special intercession, by the living, for the
souls of those who had died within the preceding ye r
For the office of Samhein was to judge those souls, 80d
award them their place of reward or punishment, and ho
was also called Bal Sab, or the Lord of Death.

At this harvest festival he only required offeriflg8 01
the fruits of the earth, and his name, Samhein, deflOtA
peace fire. The day is stili known in Ireland as Samh'i'
or the feast of the sun, and on the eve of the rft o
November ail manner of old games are played there, aS Un
Scotland, where, though Alt Saints' Day is fOrgotte 9 the
old heathen festival lias taken the naine of HalIoWell.1
In Perthshire the bonires kindled on that night stili g 0
the naine of the bale-fires, recallîng the cuistom of etIlI*
guish ing and re-lighting the household fines, for a sefflîd
price, from the ever-burning Druidic tires, and it is a 'or'
easily noticed fact that among ail the variety of 11llv
E'en games each one lias some connection wvith divinaiti
of the future. These facts intensify to me, if possible, the
meaning of All Saints' Day, and help me to realize ho"'
when we use the words of our Anglican collect, Il Alffight1
God, who hast knit together Thine elect in one comiLtunîon
and fellowship, in the mystical body of Thy Son, Christ'
our Lord," we carry on, in our Christianl worship, the
yearning of dim, unknown ages of the world's twilighe
towards

The land of tiie great departed, the silent land,

at the time of the f alling of the leaf, and the death 01
nature. ALIG'E JONES'8

SONNETS TO THE NIGIINGALE.-l-

JF that prosaic lover of plain unvarnished tales, the
I scientific enquirer into Nature's ways and workifle

shall ever penetrate the domicile of poetry with the rigid
determination of putting that pleasure-house in order,
there will be some fine old pictures burned and spien"di
vases shattered. Many antique images, before whiCh tIi
worshippers of the Muses have bowed down in uflueg
tiening veneratien for centuries, will be rudeèy Pl'
from their pedestals and destroyed by the puritaD'0&
Truth-Lover. The Iconoclast will leave bis mark '0
Poet'e Corner. There will be no sentiment felt and no
mercy shown ; aIl respect for rare deliglits of golden 101f
will have vanished, and such time-honoured figures asth
Phoenix and the Salamander will be regarded as fraIIôSî
while the Music of the Spheres and the Tapers of 11eao"tO
will be deemed follies. Poems alluding to the NIerniîe
or the Dragon will be recorded in the "lIndex LibrOr10
Expurgandorum," the offensive passages being dl
excerpted. Poetic conceits will go the way Of tboge
precious fairy tales of our cbildbeod wbich have i
recently stripped of their gossamer garmients and coviered
with ready-made suits of science that spoil the siiilP'
choiam of their fabulous existence in order to make thelo
of the fashion. The fashion of to-day is Fact.

Among the minor conceits te be thus ruthlessIfllc'
riflced will be some of the old and pretty attribute9 ild
qualities invented by the poets for the Nightingale, 00
as certainly as Cinderella bas become a sun-mYthl 000
Philomel will become a moon-myth. From a sciel0g,îo
point of view the poetic descriptions of the Nightiî 0j
are strangely absurd and startlingly untrue. The
ural history of this widely attractive favourite Oftb
woods is fairly wtll known. Like the typical FIngî
rustic, its habits are simple and its wants are feye. the
appearance is flot particularly attractive- but he.
analogy with Corydon ceases) it is graceful , its 1/4ý0
is inregular, but welI-defined ; its migration is ebr
but il[-deflned it song is îimited as to aitrt

than compass; there is no mistaking its notes for eo
of ny thr brdno weishorAmerican-not tO

Irish-niglitingale can countenfeit them ; and yeti deboPit
aIl the accurate knowledge which has accumiulated 1b ,le
this bird, the Nightingale of Nature and the Nightî111gd
of Poetry are so dissimilar that they cannot be ideftti
in many respects as the saine bird. Il The hone -thro5
warblen of the grove " is not recognizable as the llf*
Mot aci ita Lusci nia, which the 11ev. Gilb 0
observed about Selborne so often, and whic bhas b o
more lately re-cliristened Daulias Lusciniat forgoeo
sufficient reasons, no doubt, and in spite of Mn. RiUB
diatribes against al! such hideous nomenclature. 04

Drummond wrote a sonnet to the Nightingale Olt; th
thornden, and Dyer, in lis poem "IlGrongar Hill"boa Oi
bird in Carmarthenshire ; but as a matter of factth e
singer of the night does not warble as fan nortb B, h
land or as far west as Wales. William Dunban, 1
Merle and the Nightingale," speaks of

A Nightingale, with sugared notba ew
Whose angel featherB as the peacock shone.


