Buttboqm&'sbnctM'ﬂumta&nwof all that
might be said on the “In Memoriam.” Ttshould be read.in eon-
pection with Gray's Elegy and. David’s lament over Jonathan.
(Clevedon is the place to read the poem,. the oune illustrates ;he
other. How vivid it became, aud how new, as though written on
the spot. Many passages came to my lips as I mused in the
¢hurch; walked ont on the cliff, looked on the “cold. gray stones,”
out upon the ‘waters, and across on the grand sweep 0f the hills on
the opposite shore. ;

Bat the pleasant. day soon passed, th.hghtm setting in, night,
with its sblemn stars, was approaching, as the shadows of life steal
upon “its sumehine. ' My friend and I hastemed to the city, and
talked by the wuy of Clevedon, Ooleridge, Hallam and Tennyson.

THE JUDGMENT OF EOON-FU-1SZE,*
dhwibﬁln&nd ﬂwbnlwukofﬂw
; 1o, us our

moot, as nation ever saw ;
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InN walls; (extol Thosts above, oo
%mﬂ Ooluﬁllhnll(-dn of Trath and Love;)
A Genersl Postman, sure and brief, after a well-spent life,

D:ed luvbgdmwnedmpmomgnet two children and & wife.

Theﬂnalmoumfnl&tmlo counted the estate,
Andhnmblypuyedthegwd(}h:-idm,fhewnldndmnhmw

ThegoodOhe—hmnhld mmh the Lawyers had been heard ;
'{hemthe 'uuf th
n

Thst for his trou fgvﬂ' amﬁamm Ch

Alltheeﬂeohwm—'l‘uhrm in number, seventeen ;
uammwmm tbegond-me—hnen.
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