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Icy, cidevant curate of St. Nicholas’ in 
Belford, who has just passed the window 
in that reli(|uë of antiquity, his one-horse 
chaise. Ah, we may see him still, through 
the budding leaves of the clustering China 
rose, as he is stopping to give a penny to 
poor lame Dinah Moore—stooping, and 
stooping his short round person with no 
small effort, that he .may put it into her | 
little hand, because the child would have 
some difficulty in picking it up on account 
of her crutches. Yes, there he'goes, ro
tund and rosy, “ a tun of a man,” filling 
three parts of his roomy equipage ; the 
shovel-hat with a rose in it, the very ! 
model of orthodoxy, overshadowing his 
white hairs and placid countenance ; his 
little stunted foot-boy in a purple livery, J 
driving a coach-horse as fat as his master ; 
whilst the old white terrier, fatter still— 
his pet terrier Venom, waddles after the i 
chaise (of which the head is let down, in 
honour, 1 presume, of this bright April 
morning), much resembling in gait and 
aspect that other white waddling thing, a 
goose, if a goose were gifted with four 
legs.

There he goes, my venerable friend 
the Reverend Josiah Singleton, rector of 
Hadley cum-Doveton, in the county of 
Southampton, and vicar of Del worth, in 
the county of Surrey. There he goes, in 
whose youth tract societies and adult 
schools were not, but who yet has done 
as much good and as little harm in his 
generation, has Ibrmed as just and as use
ful a link between the rich and the poor, 
the landlord and the peasant, as ever did 
honour to religion and to human nature. 
Perhaps this is only saying, in other 
words, that, under any system, benevo
lence and single-mindedness wilt produce 
their proper effects.

1 am not, however, going to preach a 
sermon over my worthy friend- long may 
it be before his tiliteral sermon is preach
ed ! or even to write his éloge, for éloges 
arc dull things ; and to sit down with the 
intention of being dull,—to set about the 
matter with malice prepense (howbeit the 
calamity may sometimes happen acci. 
dentally), I hold to bean unnecessary im
pertinence. I am only to give a slight 
sketch, a sort of a bird’s-eye view of my 
reverend friend’s life, which, by the way, 
has been, except in one single particular, 
so barren of incidents, that it might almost

pass for one of those proverbially un
eventful narratives, The Lives oi" the 
Poets.

Fifty-six years ago, our portly rector- 
then, it may be presumed a sleek and 
comely bachelor—left college, where he 
had passed through his examinations and 
taken his degrees with respectable me
diocrity, and was ordained to the curaci 
of St. Nicholas’ parish, in our market- 
town of Belford, where, by the recom
mendation of his vicar, Dr. GrampouinT, 
he fixed himself in the small but neat 
first-floor of a reduced widow gentle
woman, who endeavoured to eke out a 
small annuity by letting lodgings at eight 
shillings a-week, linen, china, plate,glass, 
and waiting included, and by keeping a 
toy-shop, of which the whole stock, fid
dles, drums, balls, dolls, and shuttlecocks, 
might safely be appraised a rounder eight 
pounds, ' " _ a stately rocking-horse, 
the poor widow’s cheval de betailk, 

which had occupied one side of Mrs. 
Martin’s shop from the time of her setting 
up in business, and still continued to keep 
his station uncheapened by her thrifty 
customers.

There, by the advice of Dr. Gram- 
pound, did he place himself on his arrival 
at Belford ; and there he continued for 
full thirty years, occupying the same first- 
floor ; the sitting-room—a pleasant apart
ment, with, one window (for the little toy
shop was ti corner-house) abutting on the 
High-bridge, and the other on the market
place—still, as at first, furnished with a 
Scotch carpet, cane chairs, a Pembroke 
table, and two hanging shelves, which 

I seemed placed there less for their ostensible 
destination of holding books, sermons, and 
newspapers than for the purpose of bob
bing against the head of every unwary 
person who might happen to sit down 
near the wall ; and the small chamber 
behind, with the tent bed aÿtk dimity 

j furniture, its mahogany chest of drawers, 
one chair and no table; with the sell- 
same spare, quiet, decent landlady, in her 
faded but w ell preserved mourning gown, 
and the identical serving maiden, Patty, « 

; demure, civil, modest damsel, dwarfed, 
as it should seem by constant curtseying, 
since from twelve years of age she had 
not grown an inch. Except the clock of 
time, which, however imperceptibly,does 
still keep moving, everything about the
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