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TUE ATTIC LAND.

(From the Edip s Coloneus of Sophoe'es, vs.-719.

By JOhN READg.

I.
Of all this chivalrous land. O stranger,

Thou hai.'t reac'hed the fairest spot.
Colonus. where, in verdant daies.
Trill the s*ft voiced nightingales

Plaintive songs clf sweet laient,
Dwelliing i their ivy bowers

In the fruit-bespangIed groves,
Where no wind of winter noves

The leaves.and the sun enters not
Eut where the inighty forest-ranger,
3ac'hus. revelealil the hours
With the nurse-nymphs that he loves.

- IL

Hlere the narcissus, dew-besprent.
Bursts into oltsters day vb day
Te erwn the browsf of goddesses
Wth gIden gle iing crocuses,

And thy treams. whicb here have hirth,
C abhisss, fail not through the year,

But with tertilizing wave
Al the ields and mesdows lave,

Gladdenirg the heart of earth
As they thus meander.

Here. too, miore than anyAhere.
The Miuses and the goLden queen
Of beauty love t wander.

III.
Nor in the Asian land.
N or ilhe Isle

Of Dorian Pe ps doth there grow a tree
Such as here sprirgeth up sponcaneouly.

SeJf-foruid. self-planted. 'we of hcstile spears.
The gray green olive which our children rears.

This ne:thcr yuth enor age wil! dqre to apoi,
For biue-eyed Pallas and the Morian Jove

Who all thi region love.
Guard it from wasteful hand

I1V.

And other praisee still I have to sing
Of thi- suprenely glrlious Attic land-
That she is without peer in chivalry.

Ana tnighties' by ea.
'Twas thou. O overeign Neptune. that did t brin
Theae triumjh to her, b .th th nteed with rein
And bit toe curb. and thro' the s îeIlin; main.

T trmirg it, clamoreus wrath.
Switt:y to guide ýhe bark with skiful hand

Int.o tha Nerei d' lath.

f Wrirûa int~ ü f Canadt m lit ted Yuer.]

SOCIAL GOSSIPS.-No. IV.

...... Aftrerr cane joliy Jur.e arrayed
Alil in ereen tire-. a* hte a pl yer were:

Yet hit tit.e be wrougtt ac wueIl as played
That by his piough-ir.ns mtte riglit wei appear.

S&msxa.

The spring is now complete. Summer is fairly begun and
June has now corne with her beautiful Flora. The winds
bave done their work. The shaken air. well tenpered and
equalized, has subsided ; the genial rains, however thickly
they may come, do not saturate the ground, beyond the power
of the sua to dry it np again. The morninga are as clear as
crystal; the aftertoons have their intensely bine skies dap-
pied with fleecy white clouds; and the nights hav-e their
fantasies, in whic-h the growing moon seems to lie looking
at tb stas, like a youtnr s hepherdess at her flock. A few
nights ago she lay gaziug in this manner at the evening star,
like Diana, on the slope of a valley, looking up ait Endymion.
His voung eye seemed te sparkle out upon the world ; while
she bending inwards, watched him with an enamoured dumb-
ness.

This is the quiet of early surmimer. The swallow shoots by
us like an emîbodied ardour of the season, and though we
bave not "Nature's best skilled musician," the. nightingale,
nor the gentle lark lat heaven's gate singing when Phobus
3gins te rise," yet we can hear them i n our imagination.

Now the trees and bushes are putting forth their crisp fans,
clothing themselve in a " proud prosperity of leaves," and
lifting their Ilwreathed branches-green and beautiful-to the
sun smile of sunmer." The li;a is loaded with bud and the
apple-trees announce their riches in a shower of silver blos-
sons. The sicpes are green with the bright young grass
which is variegated with trilliuns, violets, anemones, and
columbines, over which in places the birch-trees, like stoop-
ing nymphs, hang with their thickening hair, or as one of
our pboet bas it, looking like

"Sad monitres'as
Bending like Piety before the bhrine
cf hoIy Nature."

The beautiful wild flwers seem to anticipate the full glow
of summer, coming out to wait upon the season like fairies
from their subterran-anl palaces.

Who is tetondt-r that the idea of love minigles itself with
that of thjis cheerfuil and kind time of the year, setting aside
even conimmon asIciatios? I only its youth, and beauty,
and budding life, and the 'passions of the grove," that ex-
claims with the poet,

Let thoeÂe luve nw. who never loved h-fore:
And1 theue wtno aiways love, nsw love the more."

Ail our kindly impulses are apt to have more sentiment in
then, than the unthinkirng, unreflecting man--" a clod of
wayward maril"-suspects ; and it is by fetching out this
sentiment and making it the ruling association, that we exalt
the impulse into g-nrosity and renflemernt, instead of de-
grading il, which is too often the case, into what Il selfish,
and roarse, and pollutes all its systems.

Il the early summier-time j-oy awakens the heart : with joy
awakes gratitude and nature; and in our gratitude we return,
on its own principle o participation, the love that hal been
shewn us This association of Ideas renders solitude in June,
and solitude in January, two very different things. In the latter
we are better contented to bear the feeling of the chilly
season by ourselves :--in the former they are no sweet as well
as so overflowing, that we long to share them.

Shakspeare in one of his sonnets describes himself as so
identifying the beauties of spring with the thought of his
absent mistress, that he says lie forgot them In his own char.
adter, and played with thern only a with lier shadow. llow

exquisitely he turns a comnonplace into this fancy ; andtite dalsie ever new, aud that hieshah lovo a till Iim"ur
what a noble brief portrait of April lie gives us at the begin-( antIafterwards, wlth a natural picture of l's rentîug ok
ning. There la a wonderful mixture of softness and strength the grfss.
ln aliost every one of the lines. Adosu full sofiel>'I began b alnk,And leaniiîton "'y Oaibos Aud utY %ide

" Frot you havo I been absent in the spring, Tho ityl Rday I sh e for to abite
When proud-pied April. drefssd in ail hio tnntr ittitnea.andiail ottl
Hath put a spiîrit of youth in e-ery thmng. But for W look uptn the daimin.
That heavy Saturn laugh'd nd leap'd with lm-
Yet nor the lay of birls, nor the seet stmel
Of diffarent owers in odour and in hue,
Could make me any summer's story tell.
Or fromt thoir proud at phtck them whore they grow ;Ai3ou'l ORI)FALS.
Nor did I wonder at the ilies white,
Nor praise the deep veruillion ln the rose: y
They were but sweet but patterns of delight d nraeaa fwe ri nrot,- yau p a t t e rpu of a ift h i s r e t n g

Yet seemd ii winter still, and.. you away.
As with your shadow, I with thee did play."

lu our climate we can hardly herald June as a summnier
month-as from its position in the year it oughto be-it is
after all more like a spring nonth in the wst of England,
therefore in borrowing from the poets anything analogous to
our feelings after a stroll in the country we must take what
they have said about spring.

When daie pied, and violets blue
And ladv's-m>ocks alil aver white
And uc'koobuldt of yellow hue.
Do 3in tch medmes ritw, h deltCht.

What lovely flowers are to be gathiered fronm old English gar-
dens, tilled by such loving handsi as Spenser, Shakspeare,
Milton, Herrick, Marlow, Wither, Wotton, Drummntond, Dray-
ton, Herbert, and others,-L/Allegro and .1 Penseroso.

How they preach to us. Herrick, thus addresses the apple
blossoms:

Fair ledges sof a fruitfîl trec
Why do yo fall so fat
Your date is nt sto paat

But yoitutmay stay here amwhile
To blush and genitly smtile

And go at laet.

But you are lovaiy leawes. whure we
SMay read hs ,etthings have
Their end. though ne'er o abrave.

And after they have shwn their pride
Like you. awvhile they glide

ute the grave.
The pied Daisy, and the pale Primrose, which Shakspeare

calls the I Roses of the Spri-- "; and the Il bold Oxlip "; and
the Il freckled Cowslip," we have not, but we have the sweet
nodding Violet, sweeter thant the lis of Juno's eyes or Cy-
therea's breath ; the Columbine ; the azured Hare-bell and
Long Purple and the lansv, for thought, the,

little wesîtern lower
Before nilk white ; now iprple with love', wound
And maidens call it, Lova in Idleness: "

the Marigold ; the DarTodil and Honeysckle s e of the
tiowers front the fairy meads of L Midsttmmer Night's Drean,
Perdita's rustic garden, or from Ophelia's garlani,

What exquisite beauty there is in the following lines in
Cymbeline', Act. 4, Se. 2, where Guiiderius and Arviragus fini
Inogen, as they think, dead :-.

G;U,. "Why he but sieae":
If ha be gone. he'll make hie grave a bed
With female fairie swill his tomb be haunted,
And worts will notcone to thee.

Ar'. With fairett dPowers.
Whilet sumer luts. an I I ite here, Fidele.
l'd sweCten thy satd grave : Thou shalt nt 'lack
The ower that's ike thy te. pae primroo: nor
The azur'd bare bell, like thy vein : no, no.er
The leat of eglantine. whtm not to latnder
Out-sweeten'a not thy breath .
Yea. and furr'd mosa beside swhen eowers are none
To winter-grunI thy c.r."

Cn Sunday last the first of June, we weoreminded while
walking over the top of Iountt Royal of an English May
morning: a word, which ised to awaken in the miinds of otur
ancestors aIl ithe ideas of youth, and verdture, and blîossoming,
and love, and hilarity, iu short the union of the two beti
things in the world : the love of natItue and the love of each
other. It was the day, ou which the arrival of the year at
maturity was kept, like that of s blootming heires. They
caught ber eye as she was coming ad sent up a hundred
songs of joy.

Nows -the bright Mrninz-star, Day barbirger.
Comes darcinig from the Eat. and lladl th her
The oweryN May. aho from her green lap thrtws
The yellow cowsilip and the ile priltmrose.
liail. bentteous May.that tirE inspire
Mirth, and youth, and Warn dettre
Woods eand groves are of thy dretuing,
Ilill. and daie. doth boset thy bleb-tng.
Thus we salute thee with ur earIy mang
And welcome thee, and wish thea long.

George Wither, speaking of his Muse on
the following,-an old favourite of ours :-

lier divineP kill taught me this;
That froîm everything i t1aa
I couldtî atrme inrtruetiotn draw
And raise pleaiure to the leight
From the mîîeanest ttbject's sigh t.
By the murmur of a spring
Or the leat bugh's rustelling

y a daisy, whose leaves spread
$hut, when Titan goes t, bead

tr a shtat>y butsh or tree:.She couldt more infuse in me
Than ail nature's beauties tan
in sone other wier m i.

Imagination, has

Loving the daisy for its boyish rctollections, we amised it
in our tramble, nevertlhele-ss we had it in outr mind's eye, tu a
silver shield with boss of gold." rhite Latins, if we remem-
ber, calilthe daisy Bellis or B'llu, as muçh as to say, Nice
One. With the French and Italians il has the saime nane as
a Pearl,-Marguerite, Margarita, or generally by way of en.
icarment, Margheretina. The same word was the name of a
wotan, and occasioned intcrmîixtures of compliment about
pearls, daisies and fair mistresses.

Chaucer lu his beautiful poem of the Flower and the Leaf,
which is evidently imitated from sonte French poetees,
says:-

And at the lat thera began aion
A lady for t', ing right womanly
A hargaret * in praising the latsiu.,
For as me thotight ammug her nte sweot,
She saii "Si douset est la Margaret,."

The dalsy was a favorite flower of Chatcer's; thero Isa
very interesting passage ho this effect in his Legend of Good
Woment, where he says, that nothing but the dasiedf ields in
spring could take him from his books. le says that he inds

largarot, a lttle Pastoral.

I remitber tm>y grandmother telling nie a story Of ant or-
deal tthat happened in lier Young days at a quiet schlioolI itear
Bristol, in Gloucestershire, Englantid. Site livei when ;eori

the Third was king, and If the event related seetm strange to
the Intelligence of the present day, recollect that orteale
were not altogether out of fashion then, and in 1759re on si.
sannah llannokes, of Wingrove. it lIlerefordshire, was itriIlgel
of being a witch and lier innocence was estalhd bt- ber
being stripped and welghed in the Parish Church, tfire a
great concourse of people, against the Bible. Sothtiiing bai
been stolen at schiool, a bit of jewellery, perhaps, aiti>jj,q.
clon lighted upon one of the children. 'l'the ordeal îtIok
place at night. They- ore ail called Onut Of bed and paraie
a sorry little conipany of sleepy, surpriet-d cheruhs, ii
nilgit-dresses, while the inlatress read a doleful pasage from
Baxter's Saints' lest, about the eternal torients Of hell. g.
then tolt these frightened little girls that there was a htarin
of water in the next rooum, into whiclh each of themt, et.
ue, shmnuld dip her riglht hand ani whoever atule ili pc.

if jeIwllery would lose the rmue of the igullty <iembrt
was a cruel ordeai. i caitn te the littie c-reatures, nrIavitiele
approachiing the water and dipping in their lanltls adti f-.ý,-ir
thre coldi sii ver anti wodtitritg what wtould happ" ntU
they'> thought of the sugar purloined at hone ,tr tht boo,
borrowed and not returned or some other childisit p--cadil
One tiimid little girl reftsed to suitmit to the- orde'al andýî war
pleorutnce upon as guilty and then and tier reeived a
chatstiseenett supra doriem niumr, which was in vtgu iL thii
days, and etrept bt:k to bed. i warrant ou, in nt1 iryp,
sattnt condition for sleep. It turned ouit aftriwarde s j-he a
innioctntit, and only refused to ,subnit to th i ordhr.- mhiro--ii
netrvousnes, while the real culpit, the servart maidip

punisinient.
lias Society got rid of al her ordal yet ? lDho we- no Miatta

too unch iniportance to a bîtusi. that rubor c'for'senu ?- Wht
color's red, Mis Joues?" Adti! yet we ktow sh- war r
tlirting with the Captain that night at all,and what m l n
Ibtish at the mention of hie gallant nan y-or and 1 rt
tell perhapl s it called up snome soft recollection anl th' , u.h

-ecanit her mona.estv and w 'wagged our silly httî and only
ltootked upon it as the index of guilt " Who brk- th'- par-
of glass in the schtool-room-dld Vou Touk inî y the
awful voice of Dr,l Tannebv ' Me, S ir; Io Sir,' t y, th
gtuilty rrscal, with eoUlo scioo, while little Sithkins. tren-
bles antid looks gutilty, and b'e'fort- he lias alid iaiti t'- if r up1,
his protest, swish, swish hapearances have utivet i.tj
escapetd and innocenrc suiffered

Another pet ordeal of So-i le tyiembodied in th il-a that
a rascal caunt look you in the- fac. Can't lhe, ? i.. ? Wty
inno'ence may' be abashed, but thtre's Jack Caroi. twho tri

been in half the ganbling hils of Europe, with 'noiug brt
in his face to build a monumientum nre p n m ai h- wil'
swagger and otittare anye on froin iy ltrd Hiioit d to a
rive Yara olt child ! ite bluisi ? li flinthte ?iL N t hi is
his businese to swaeger and bully, andîwili v, VtIiiaki- ths
as a pro-f of Innocence and cond lith in)t-' i Mt.
R osabel, becau-t' h,e mtodestly droopS lier ty-, and lý'blhe at
some soft impe-acimenit? .4llons,

I am sorr that innocence,, il ;punished but i cann-t aiway
regret that guilt sometimes esapes. of cor it r, only
proper that timurderersuand pickpocketshboild b lirbrtt up
for trial and conden lied. But our privtte pe adillt---wre
we ta euTer for then who should 'spe whippintCo
Sir, can yur lay youir hand on that Iscpoitl- witt.. waisî- teSt

Of yurIrs, and yoir, Madan, will yoti lay your Lind -n yar
iluttering palpitatitg littie leart and vow that wyithin ithe

past yea, the psit six months, the past niu'rtih, w,,I-k, t-ut

have committed nu %in'? Yan: ici, ma bonne lno'e l; are yoU
toc guilty ? Theu summon the Carn ices, clap ite eay
dum to their feet, and wietld the lagullen. Wh shall ap
whiiplur, Indeei ? What an otitcry of e cu , t riti:t t
culipa there will be r No, no, we'lI hae- non" of it Wil
jet the rogues off. I would nothave Voy fon o-Iit. You old
sinner, yon know I have uny eve o youbut I an uit not
a word shall escape my lips if we did order the1 con-t
third, was it ?-bottle of port the other niglit and! saung in
rather shaky voices, that clharmtiig ditty attlut not gotg
home till morning. M 1aam, I shal not tinvtlg about that
lauguishing look you gave the Rev. M r. Stoftlhetadt, rnor h111, tie
siglhed as het bent over your hland-to, itadatit, did t r'; i.

ho kissed! it i Ma belle Rosey, you aay dirt with the fiitain

and yotu shall escape whipping as far art I t1mcn- ernei ft
we are ail rogues together.

It la welw swumil. ,and deive and ktIep tur ttilt leart-
deep in our own bouinsm If we' were to go aolillutI Andrevl
oui private griefs and little wickdtnessts to public g'.st
a (olgotha Of skeletoni we wouldi makt of tihis pltat
world ; but we ratlier imitat tliat Spartan vouth, an if Itari
fauged Care in gnawlig at tour vital, swe but rip ur clhak'
with a more dignified air about up-at! utile!

You and 1, my dear reader, will have no ordials. ila cf
Madame-asllow this little familiarity, look upt'rioni" as yur
Mentor, your friend-when yuour charmning daugiter Alic'
contes home fron the ball, there shall be nio nquisition, nt
inquiries about Wili or Harry and a lynx-eyed eagern'5 S to
de,'tect the trembling blush. You, Sir, will not Call yur soi
into the study and enquilrt toso closelv am to the i owinersiitp
that rathei direputable looking ,pipe you fotiul i nd a
book Iu his bed-roon yesterday, Are vou intno-ent yurelf
Sir ?i)e you not have your Ilavanna, you old roge, And
glass of port too ? And you, Madaim, rcolleît that little
aeair de cSrur before cyo honorei your bush'ant witlh youtr
hand and be umercifuIl and loving to your chbilren. N tondettiS
And tests ; but the open commnrunion of love betw n1 yot
tIem.

Venez, pull doiwn the çturtali the Itwtture la ver.


