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( Written for the Canadsan Illustrated News.)
THE ATTIC LAND.

(From the (Edipus Coloncus of Sophoce’es, ve. 63-712.)

BY JORN
I.

Of all this chivalrous land. O stranger,
Thou hast reached the fairest spot,
Colonus. where, in verdant dales,
Trill the 20ft voiced nightingales
Plaintive songs of sweet lament,
Dwelling in their ivy bowers
In the fruit-bespangled groves,
Where oo wind of winter moves
The lesves. and the sun enters not:
But where the wnighty forest-ranger,
Baochus, revels all the hours
With the nurse-nymphs that he loves.
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Here the parcissus, dew-bosprent.
Bursts into olusters day by day
Te crewn the brows of goddesses
With golden gle ming crocuses,

And thy streams which here have hirth,

Coghissus. fail not through the year,
But with fertilizing wave
All the flelds and weadows lave,

Giaddenirg the heart of earth
As they thus meander.

Here. too, more than anywhere.
The Muses and the golden queen
Of beauty love to wander.

1L

Norin the Asian land.
Norsunthe 1sle
Of Dorian Pele ps doth there grow a tree
Such as hore springeth up spontaneously,
Self-formed. seif-planted, awe of hostile spears.
The gray green olive which our children rears,
This peither youth nor sge wilt dare to spoil,
For bine-eved Pallas and the Morian Juve
Who all this region love.
Guard it {rom wasteful hand.

Iv.

And other praises still I have {o sing
Of thi- supremely glerious Attic land—
That she s without peer in chivalry,
And mightiest by ges.
"Twas thou, O sovereign Nertune. that didst bring
The:e triumph: o her, bath the steed with rein
And bit to curb. and thro® the swelling main,
Tamicg its clamorour wrath,
Swittly to guide ‘he bark with skiiful hand
Iuto the Nereid's path.

READK.

{Written 7o the Canadian lustrated News.)
SOCIAL GOSSIPS —No. IV,

...oo-After her came jolly Jure arraved
Allin greenteave: as he a player were
Yet histiwe be wrought as weil as plaved
That by his piough-irons mote right well appear.
Sprsara.

The spring is pow complete. Summer is fairly begun and
Juoc hag now come with her beantiful Flora. The winds
bave done their work. The shaken air. well tempered and
equalized, has subsided; the genial rains, however thickly
they may come, do not saturate the ground, beyond the power
of the sun to dry it ap again. The mornings are as clear as
crystal ; the afteruoons have their intensely bive skies dap-
pled with feecy white cleuds; and the nights havs their
fantasics, in which the growing moon seems to lie looking
at the stars, like a youny shepherdess at her flock. A few
nights ago she Iay gaziug in this manner at the evening star,
like Diana, on the slope of a valley, looking up at Endymion.
His young eye seemed to sparkle out upon the world ; while
she bending inwards, watched him with an enamoured dumb-
ness,

This is the quict of early summer. The swallow ghoots by
us like an embodicd ardour of the season, and though we
have not ¢ Nature's best skilled musician,” the nightingale,
nor the gentle lark ¢'at heaven's gate singing when Phoebus
‘gins to rise,” yet we can hear them in our imagination.

Naw the trees and bushes are putting forth their crisp fans,
clothing themselves in a * proud prosperity of leaves,” and
lifting their *¢ wreathed branches—green and beautiful—to the
sun smile of summer” The lilac is loaded with bud and the
apple-trees announce their tiches in a shower of silver blos-
soms. The slcpes are green with the bright young grass
which is variegated with trilliums, violets, anemoncs, and
columbines, over which in places the birch-trees, like stoop-
ing nymphs, hang with their thickening hair, or a3 one of
our poets has it, looking like

** Ead monitreszes
Be~ding like Piety before the abrine
Of haoly Nature.”

The beautiful wild fluwers seem to anticipate the full glow
of summer, coming out to wait upon the season like fairies
from their subterranean palaces.

Who is to wonder that the idea of love mingles itself with
that of this cheerful and kind time of the year, setting aside
even common asscciations? It is only its youth, and beauty,
and budding life, and the ¢ passions of the grove,” that ex-
claims with the pocet,

* Let those luve now. who never loved hefore ;
And thete who aiways love, now love the more.”

All onr kindly impulses are apt to have more sentiment in
them, than the unthinking, unreflecting man—¢ a clod of
wayward marl"—sxuspeets | and it is by fetching out this
sentiment and making it the ruling association, that we exalt
the impulse into. generosity and refinement, instead of de-
grading it, which J& too often the case, into what is selfish,
and coarse; anid pollntes all its systems, ‘

In the ecarly summer-time joy awakens the heart : with joy
awakes gratitude and nature; and in our gratitude we return,
on ite own principle of participation, the love that haa been
shewn us.  This association of ideas renders solitude in Jane,
and solitude in January, two very different things. In the latter
we are better contented to bear the feeling of the chilly
scason by ourselves :—in the former they are 80 sweet ag well
an 8o overflowing, that we long to share them.

Shakspeare in. one of his sonnets describea himaelf as ao
identifying the beautics of spring with the thought of his
absent mistress, that he rays he forgot them in his own char-
acter, and played with them only as with lier shadow. ‘How

exquisitely he turnsa commonplaco into this fancy ; “_nd
what & noble brief portrait of April he gives us at the bogin-
ning.  There is & wonderful mixture of softness and strength
in almost every one of the lines.

* From you have I beon absent in the spring,
When proud-pied April, dressed in all his trim,
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing. K
That heavy Saturn laugh'd and leap'd with him—
Yat nor the lay of birds. nor the sweet smell
Of difforent fowers in odour and in hue,

Could make me any summer's story toll,

Or from thoir proud lap pluck them whore they grew;
Nor did [ wonder at the lities white,

Nor praise the deep vermiillion in the rose :

They were but sweet, but patterns of delight

Drawn after you,s~you pattern of atl thoxe.

Yot soem’d it winter still, and. you away,

A# with your shadow, I with thero aid play.

Iu our climate we can hardly herald June as a summer
month—as from its position in the year it ought to be—it is
after all more like a spring month ia the west 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 daisies pied, and violets blue
Aud 1ady's-smocks all Kilver white
And cuckoo buads of yellow hue,
Do pevint the meudows with delight.

What lovely fiowers are to be gathered from old English gar-
dens, tilled by such loving hands as Spenser, Shakspeare,
Milton, Herrick, Marlow, Wither, Wotton, Drummond, Dray-
ton, Herbert, and others,— 1 Allegro and i Penseroso.

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

Fair pledges of s fruitfal tree
Why do yo fall 50 fast?
Your date is not o past
But you may stay here awhile
To blush and geutly smile
And go at l.usL .
. »

. M .
But you are lavely leaves, where we
May read haw soun thines have
Their end. though ne'er so brave.
And after they have thuwn their prido
Like you. awhile they glide
Iuto the grave.

The pied Daisy, and the pale Primrose, which Shakspeare
calls the ¢ Roses of the Spring ' ; and the © bold Oxlip"; and
the “ freckled Cowslip,” we have not, but we have the sweet
nodding Violet, ¢t sweeter than the lides of Juno'r eyes or (Cy-
therea's breath ™; the Columbine; the azured Hare-bell aund
Long Purple ; and the Pansy, for thought, the

. | *tlittle western flower
Before milk white ; now purple with love's wound
Aod maidens call it, Lova in Jdleness: ™

the Marigold; the Daffodil and Honeysuckle; some of the
floswers from the fairy meads of < Midsunmmer Night's Dream "
Perdita's rustic garden, or from Ophelia’s garlands,

What exquisite beauty there isin the following liner in
Cymbeling, Act. 4, Sc. 2, where Guiderius and Arviragus find
Imogen, as they think, dead :—

frui, ** Why he buat slovyu:
If ho be gnne. he'll make his grave a hed:
With female fairies will his tarnb be haunted,
And worms will not vomne to thee.

Are. With fairest fowers,

Whilst summer lasta, and [ live here, Fidels,

{1 sweeten thy snd grave: Thoa shalt not lark

The flower thal's hike thy face. pale primroso: nor

The azur'd hiare bell, lika thy veinz: no, nor

The leaf of exlantine, whom net to slander

Out-sweoian‘d nnt thy breath .

Yea. and furr'd moss besides, when flowers are none

To winter-ground thy corse ™

(in Sunday last the first of June, we were reminded while

walking over the top of Mount Royal of an English May
morning : & word, which used to awaken in the minds of our
ancestors all the ideas of youth,and verdure, and blosroming,
and love, and hilarity, in short the union of the two best
things in the world : the love of nature and the love of each
other. 1t was the day, ou which the arrival of the year at
matority was kept, like that of a blooming heiresa, - They
caught her eye as she was coming and sent up a hundred
songs of joy.

Now as the bright Morning-star, Day’s hacbicger,
Comes daneing from the East, and leads with her
The flawery May. who from her green lap throws
The veliow cowslip and the nale primrosn.
Hail. benuteouz May. that dost inspire
Mirth, and youth, and warm desire ;
Woads and groves are of thy dressing,
Hitl. and dale. doth hoaat thy blessing.
hux we salute thee with our early song
Acd welcome thee, and wish theo long.

George Wither, speaking of his Muse on Imagination, has
the following,—an old favourite of ours :—

Her divine 2kill taught me thia;
That from averything [ anw

I could some instraetion draw
And raise plensure to the height
From the meanest objeet’s aight,
By the murmur of a apring

Or the least hough’s rustalling ¢
By a daisy, whose leaves spread
Shut, when Titan goes ti) bead ;
Or x shady bush or teee :

She aould more infuse in ma
Than all nature’s beauties can
lo aome other wiser man,

Loving the daisy for its boyish recollections, we missed it
in our yramble, nevertheless we had it in onr mind’s eye, ¥ a
gilver ehicld with boss of gold. 'The Latins, if we remem-
ber, call the daisy Bellis or Bellus, as much as to say, Nice
One. With the French and Italiang it has the same name as
a Pearl ~~Marguerite, Margarita, or generally by way of en-
dearment, Margheretina. The rame word was the name of a
woman, and occasioned intérmixtures of compliment about
pearls, daigics and fair mistresses.

Chaucer in his beautiful poem of the Flower and the Leaf,
which is ecvidently imitated from some French postess,
88YR 1

And at the laat there hegan anon

A lady for 1o sing right womanly

A bargaret ¢ in praising the dainie,

For aa me thought atnoug hor notes awoat,
She aaid -+ §i douset est la Margarets,”

The daisy was a favorite flower of Chancer's; there is a

.very interesting passage to: this effect in his Legend of Good

Women, where he says, that nothing but the dasied fields In
spring could tako him from his books. . He says that he finds

¢ Bargarot, a little Paatoral,
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the daisfe ever new, and that h'c shall lovo 1t til]
dies,” and afterwards, with a natural picture of his
tho grass, )

hig @ hongy
rcutlng on

Adown full softely I began to sink,
And leaning on my elbow and my side
Tho long day 1 shaped me for to abide
For nothing else, and 1 shall not lie
But fur to look upon the daisie.

(Written for the Ounadian Hlustrated Nesss,)
ABOUT ORDEALS,

8y
A
I remember my grandmother telling me a story of ay or.
deal that happened in ber young days nt a quict kchool neqy
Bristol, in Gloucestershire, Engiand., She lived when George
the Third was king, and if the event related seem strange 19

the intelligence of the prosent day, recollect that ordeals
were not altogether out of fashion then, and in 1759 one §y.
sannah Hannokes, of Wingrove, in Herefordshire, was necuseq
of being a witch and her innocence was established by her
being stripped and welghed in the Parigh Church, before A
great concourse of people, against the Bible,  Something haq
been stolen at school, a bit of jewellery, perhaps, and gu;;pj,
cion lighted upon one of the children.  The ordeal togy
place at night. They were all called out of bed and PRPAd ]
n sorry little company of sleepy, surprized cherubs ig ]«;mé
night-dresses, while the mistress read a doleful passage from
Baxter's Saints’ Hest, about the eternal torments of hell. S,
then told these frightened Jittle girls that there was o hasin
of water in the next room, into which ench of thewm, oo by
one, sheuld dip ber right hand and whoever stole the pj,}c',.
of jewellery would lose the use of the gullty wember, ]i
was a cruel ordeal. I can gee the little creatures, nervoysty
approaching the water aud dipping in their bunds and feoling
the cold shiver and wondering what would happen next g
they thought of the sugar purloined st home or the bLaoks
borrowed and not returned or some other childish peceadilio,
One timid little girl refused to submit to the ordeal and was
pounced upou as guilty and then and there received
chastisement supra dorrum nudum, which was in voguein these
days, and crept back to bed. | warrant you, in ue very ples.
saut condition for rleep. It turned out afterwards she was
innocent, and only refused to submit to the ordesl through
nervousness, while the real culpit, the servant maid exaped
punishment.

Has Society got rid of all her ordeal yet 2 Do we 1ot attach
too much importance to a blush, that ruber rfarescens ™ « Wha
color’s red, Miss Jones?”  Awd vel we kuow she wasnt
flirting with the Captain that night at all, and what made be
blush at the mention of his gallant name vouand 1 eant
tell; perhaps it called up some soft recollection and the Biush
became her modesty and we wagged our silly heads and only
looked upon it as the index of guilt! « Who broke the pane
of glass in the school-room—did you Tomkins 2" exys the
awiul voice of Dr. Tanneboy.  Me, Sir, no, Sir” ways the
guilty rascal, with eolto seivito, while little Smithking, trem.
bles and looks guilty, and before be has had time o offrup
hix protest, swish, swish : appearancos have deceived, zuilt
escaped and innocence suffered.

Another pet ordeal of Society is embodied In the {dra that
a rascal can’t look youio the face, Can’t he,indeed 2 Woy,
innocence may be abashed, but there's Jack Carom, who has
been in half the gambling bells of Furope, with cnoagh hrss
in his face to build & monumentum wre persn o, awd he will
swaggzer and outstareany one from my lord Bighop duwntos
five years old child ¢ e blush? He tlineh 7 Not he It s
his businesa to swagger and bully, and will von take that
as a proof of innocence and condemn the ingeuasus Miss
Losabel, because she modestly droops her eyer and blushas at
some soft impeachment?  Allons,

I am sorry that innocence is punished ; but I eannet alwayz
regret that guilt sometimes escapes.  Of course it s enly
proper that murderers and pickpockets should be hrosaht up
for trial and condemned.  But our private peceadilloes,—wure
we to suffer for them who should ’scape whipping ™ Cume
Sir, can you lay your hand on that spotless white waist—ast
of vours, and you, Madam, will you lay vour hand on vour
Auttering palpitating little bheart and vow that withiu the
past year, the past ¢ix months, the past month, week, rou
have committed no 8in?  Venes iei, ma donne Hosabel, are you
too guiity ?. Then summon the Carnices, clap the eeniupin
dum to their feet, and wield the flaguliem.  Wha ghall “scape
whipping, indeed? What an outery of miza culpa, mes mazins
culpa there will be! No, no, we'll have none of it. Well
lot the rogues off. 1 would notbave you found ont.  You old
sinner, yon know 1 have my eye on you, but | am mum ; not
a word shall escape my lipa if we did order the serond—or
third, was it 2—bottle of port the other night and rang. in
rather shaky volces, that charming ditty about not golng
home till morning.  Madam, I shall not divalge abost that
languishing look you gave the Rev, Mr, Softherd, nor bow be
sighed as hu bent over your hand—no, madam, 1 Jdid nse say
he kisaesd it1  Ma belle Rosey, you iuay tlirt with the Captain
and you shall escape whipping s far ns | am coneerned | 7
we are all rogucs together,

It is well we smile and deceive and keep our guilt heart:
deep in our own hosomi,  If wo were to go atout and reveal
our private gricfs and little wickeduesses to public gaze, what
a Golgotba of skeletons we wounld make of this pieasant
warld; but we rather imitate that Spartan youth, aod if sharp-
faoged Care is gnawing at our vitals, we but wrap our cloaks
with:a moro dignified alr ubout ne—and smile! .

You and I, my dear reader, will hnve no ordeals. . $a cA2r
Madame~—nllow thia little familinrity, look tpon me as your
Mentor, your friecnd——when your charming daughter Alice
comes home from the ball, there shall be no inquisition, no
inquiries about Will or Harry and n lynx-eyed cagerness to
detect the trembling blugh,  You, Sir, will not call your mn{
into the atudy and enquire too closely as to the ownership
that rather disreputable looking pipe youn found 1"'?""‘1;‘
book fn hia bed-room yesterday,  Are you inooecent _vnnrr".‘i];
Nir? Do you not have your Havanua, you old rogue, A l“:
glaan of port too? And you, Madam, recollect that h'n ¢
affaire de caur before you honored your hushand w:xlh ,H)l;f
hand and be mercifnl and loving to your children, No ordenld

“nand teats ; but the opon communion of love betwean yoi as

thom,
~ Vener;
bien,

pull down tho curtain, the leotore Ja over. Dormet




