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A RETROSPECT.

One word I ask-—deny me not the pain,
The simple pleasure of a parting woni :

A borrid dream of bygone dsys may claim
The little boon of being onee more hesand.

Ah, coward. wounds so ¢ruel to renew

.. But slow repentance justly is thy fate,

With poignant grief life’s weary journey through,
And reparation now, alas, o Iate,
How easy tis toerr—the punishmeut how great !

Ah,'fcutlc matren, 'tis no lover's sigh
hese lips to breathe can ever hope or dare;
A humble heart in pure sincerity
Now sceks relief from years of mournful care.
At Merey's shrine let meek repentance kneel,
That Justice may thy sentence stern forbear;
Against my prayer thy basom do not steel -
Can vengeful feelings haunt a form so fair ?
Oh, drive not true remorse to still more fell de-
spair.
By ancient friendship. by thy beaming eyve,
By thoughts untold in rambles by the shore,
Oh, leave me not 1o make no sian, and die
Misunderstowi—unheard for evermore.
The early griefs, life’s short sand soleman span.
. Permit the telling of a hidden woe ;
Forget the boy’s misdeeds, forgive the man,
Nor add aversion to the heavy blow
For long years keenly felt, with oft a bitter
throe, .
To thee, then, Mary, T confess the wrong
{Refuse me not this once that namie so dear):
Thy widowed days can surely not be laniI

et us be Iriends the while we linger here.

Who has not loved? who not endured the smart
Of friendship forced upon his young love-dream?
I may not strive now to regain thy heart,
But bid me hope to merit thy ezsteem—
No brighter ray of light ceuld through mny life’s
path stream.

'LONG-SHOREMEN.

Sailors call boatmen ¢ long-shoremen’ —that
is, men who live along the shore and do tueir
business in shallow waters. They all come un.
der the heading of watermen in Jack’s mind ;
and when a sailor wants to insult another he calls
him 2 'long-shoreman. This is not very fair to
watermen or boatmen. It is true they are not
seaman : they kuow very little about ships : but
they see a good deal of weather; many of them
go fishing in winter, they are the people who
man the life-boats, snd they risk their lives in
a dozen waye very much more often than Jack
does his. They are s separate and distinet class
in our maritime population. They are a cross
between landsmen and sailors. In appearance,
indeed, some of them are infinitely more nautical
than the most nautical sailors afleat, Ihave seen
them with rings in their ears, crosses and brace-
lets tattoed on their hands and wrist, a profusion
of well-oiled locks hanging over their mahogany
cheeks, dressed in sou’-westers, voluminous jer-
seys, and loose trousers,and looking as much like
hardy and sea-oned mariners as it is possible for
tarpanlins and indis-ink and gun.powder to
make men. But no sailor who saw tgem could
be deceived. He would know them to be long-
shoremen ; something iu the lounge, somethin
in the gait, something in the way they holg
their arms and carry their beads, wounld
conviet them. A sailor would know rhat those
fellows were not used to dancing decks, nor to
hanging on with their eyelids, nor to that routine
of ship discipline which ends in rounding men's
backs and arching their legs like an ereclbfrog's.
All their pautical appearapce would go for no-
thing the instant they bestirred themselves.

An ocean sailor, a real salt-water man, is as
active 2s a cat; his spring is inimitable—he
tumbles about with astonishing alertness. The
boatman, on the other hand, is heavy and
slow ; he sprawls and splashes, is ponderous,
and over-exerts hime<elf. This, no doubt, is the
result of his lounginglife. No beatman will ever
stand upright if there is anything within the
circumierence of the horizon which he can lean
against. A group of them gathered round a
stone post presents a pleasing picture. They
hang in various postures, leaning like lay tigures
without any bottom to tand upon, always con-
triving, however to keep their lacks tarned
upon one another, f.rin n¢ other atritude do
they seem able to converse. It is difficult to
lovk at a lounger without fearing that he must
have been desperately hard at work for hours,
and that he is now suffering from severe ex-
Laustion. I remember observing a boatman
lpuui\pga whole morning over a post, contor-
ting his figure against it and around it and over
it, until, apparently, in despair of ever being
able to fit his body to it to his satisfaction, he
went over to an anchor and writhed about the
fluke of it antil it fell dark, when he gave up
the labour of lounging for the day, and with-
drew to an alehouse to reeruit his shattered
strength.

In the summer-time the British boatman is

slightly active. He lounges, indeed, but he
lounges with the air of a man who is willing to
be courted into agility. The seaside brecze is
full of bis cry of “ Bort, sir, bort ! bootiful day
for a row, sir. Try a little fishin’, sir ! Pouting
as long a3 your arm a-swimmin' about outside,
sir, likewise codlins, sir, and plaice as it is a
weariness to haul overbourd.”
I remember being seduced by one of these
men into “ trying” an hour's fishing. | knew
it was rather early casly for fish werth catching
to be about, and, besides, the water was like
glass—nothing stirring it but the loug-drawn
folds of the delicate ground-swell, and a vague
borizon that scemed to revolve like a horizontsl
crrkscrew in the quivering haze of heat. The
man who wanted me to go with him had a neck
that inclined forward, and gave his head sn eager
Fc_)st.ure; his blanket trousers came as high as
1is shoulder-blades, and the pemspiration trickled
down his nose from under his cap s he stood
soliciting me.

1 don’t believe there are any fish to be
caught. ” said 1.

“ Beg vour parding,” he exclaimed, looking
at me with dull astonishment ; * Would you be
pleased to repeat that remark, sir ¥’

I 4id as he asked me.

** No fish to be caught " he cried.  ““P'raps
pointing isn't fish ; p'raps codlin aslong as that
—ay, and as that—-isn’t fish 7 P'raps lemon
soles, as eat with more relish nor turbot, with
backs all meat, and fotchin’ two shillings apiece
on the barrers, isn't tish ? Mind [ won’t contra-
dict you and say they 4s fish ; but when [ saw a
gent come ashore two hours ago, followed by
Bill Burton and Old Dan’l a.carrying of his
catchinge, and smopinl;;-—strong men as they be
—under the weight of "em, it seemed to me that
it wot they'd got in their hands warn't fish, then
fish must ha' changed their natures in a wiolent
burry.”’

‘1t will be very hot werk sitting in an open
boat,” said 1. )

**Hot? Well, an’ a good job, too,” he an-
swered.  *¢ It's the heat as n:akes the fish bun.
gry. It's contrairy with fish with what it is
with men. Hot weather makes men thisrty,
but it gives the lish a happetite. Thar's the
difference ‘tween livin’ in air and livin' io
water."’

“Very well,”" said 1; * get the bait and lines,
and bring your boat round.”

He bunitled off, with a very grave face, aud
after a long and violent struggle with his boat,
during which he cast off the painter, shipped
his rowlocks, adjusted a red-hot cushion ia the
sterasheets, and threw out his oars with the
gonderous energy peculiar to boatmen, he

rought his boat along-side, and 1 got iuto her.
He proved, as I had suspected, a talkative man,
and favoured me with his views on a great num-
ber of subjects. 1 believe he talked with the
idea of distracting my mind from contemplation
of the mission I had embarked on, and to pre-
vent me from complainiug of the fierce heat of
the sun. After he bad rowed a certain distance
he began to peer about him with great vstenta-
tion of anxiety, pausing on his oars and drop-
ing his head on one side while he viewed the
and : then pulling another stroke or two and
pausing again. I asked if anything was the
matter with him.

**The right hole,” he auswered, “ where all
the giood fish come together is just hersabouts,
and I'm waiting to get the bearing- 1'm the
only boatman belongirg to the place as knows
the exact spot, whic%xl obliges me to be a bit sly,
for the watermen are a trifle jealous of my luck,
and they're unot over-particular in their use o’
spy-glasses.”

1 found him very slow in getting the beariugs
of the *‘exact spot.” Either he over-shot it or
was too far to the westward of it, or the trickle
of tide dropped him astern of it. Ie would
look at me under his eyelids sometimes just to
see if 1 was not growing more hopeful of ob-
taining sport in the face of his aceurate and
laberious measures to come at it, At last he
made up his mind that he wus exactly over the
wonder}’ul hole where all the good fish as-
sembied, on which he tossed his oars in and
tumbled a little ancbor over the bows.

We were about two mile distant from the
shore. The oil-smooth water was an exquisite
vehicle of sound, and the cries from the land,
the tinkling of bells, the rattle of wheels floated
past my ears with beautiful clearness, and in
miniatare notes, as though the little kingdom of
Lillipnt was under our bows, and I was listen-
ing to the echoes from its tiny metropolis, The
heat thickened the atmosphere, and the vessels
on the horizon loomed large and vaguely ; the
water was a delicate light green, dotted here
and there with spots of colour in the shape of red
and white and black buoyy, gently leaning one
way with the tide. It was pleasant to listen to
the lip-lipping of the current tenderly caressing
the sides of the boat that slowly rose aud slowly
fell on the breathing bosom of the water. Bat
for the heat I might have pardoned my boat-
man for courting me into this trip. The sway-
ing of the boat was lulling, the La.z v distances
were dreamy and the li it of them soft, and
the nooutide stillness of the air was heightened
rather than disturbed by the fine, smail sounds
which eame from the shining land. But neither
the voice, the appearance, nor the movements of
the boatman were friendly to poetic musings. It
was nat easy to watch his face and survey the
posture of hiy immense blanket-trousers as he
sat clearing the fishing lines and thiok of the
 beautiful.,” We got our lines overboard, and
] waited with some expectation for those **bites”
which the boatman assured me would quickly
come ‘‘as thick as mud in a wine-glass.,” 1 no-
ticed that he fished with a very business-like
air, with a slight look of wonder, as if rather sur-
prised at ot immediately hooking a large fish.
After hanging over the edge of the boat for
above half an hour, during which time I lost my
bait on an average of once every five minutes,
either through the tide or through crabs, 1 got
a powerful bite, and dragged up, with a beating
heart, & great mass of sea-weed | This was very
mortifying. Bit now the boatman had a bite.
it way anparently more powerful than mine had
been, Ife struggled with the line, and | might
have supposed he had caught a lurge cod.
*¢ Lord, &mw he pulls1” he muttered, aud then,
when 1| was looking eagerly, he shouted, “‘Gone
and be blowed to him !’ 1t was an excellent bit
of acting. He looked dreadfully annoyed and
disappointed. e pulled up the hook, examined
it navrowly, said **it looked all right to him,”
and that it was werry odd, though tine, oy o
scientific geut, o nat'ral philosopler, had told

him, that somo fish has the art of getting off' &
hook arter they've on it ; it ’ud be juteresting to
kuow how they did it ; if he had the lnrning he'd
write to tha papers and recommend the Aqueer-
inm folks to look into that matter.” e was
more fortunate than I, for he had several stroug
and struggling bites after that, whereas the time
wont by without bringing me one. His fish al.
ways managed to get off, somehow or other, just
before they reached the surface. 1 own that he
acted his part so cleverly that several times 1
was deceived, and caught mysell bobbing over
the gunwale with renewed hope, and wondering
why all the fish should collect on Afs side of the
boat. But at last the comedy grew wearisome,
and what was more, the sun threatened in a
shori time to make it unbearable. 1 {mlled up
my line and flung it into the boat, and told him
to get his anchor.

** Surely vou nin't going to give up, sir?”’ he
exclaimed. *Why, the fish han't had time yet
to smell the bait.”

“They must have lost the seuse of smcll,"‘
said 1, * for we have been here an hour and a
half.”

“ 1ook here, sir,” said he in a low voice:
wouldn’t tell you before, as it's a place I keep
special for two or three gents as pays me five
shillings ao hour for the privilege. But as
you've had no luck 1 don't mind telling you.
You see that buoy ! Well, about ten fathows
to the right o' that is a bit of ground thick with
fish—thick ? ay, thick ain’t the word. There's
no wonl to touch the truth. 1'll row you over
there.,”  And he began to bustle about, but I
had had enough.

¢« "p with vouranchor,” said 1, “and put we
ashore,*

He saw | was in earnest, but he had not done
with me yet.- There was a good twenty minutes
to be wasted in winding up the lines, getting in
the anchor, swabbing the bottom of the boat,
wiping his forehead, looking around the ses,
getting his oars out, and moistening his hands.
1 suppose it was the surprise he labored under,
the astonishment at our want of luck and at my
want of perseverance that made him so slow. He
worked like a man oppressed with amazement,
and, true actor as he was, he made simulated
emotion profitable to the last, for his astonish-
ment kept me at sea three-quarters of an hour
after I told him to put me ashore.

But it is impossible to begrudge a boatman
his earnings. His winter is very nearly nine
months long, and 1 have never yet been able to
ascertain how he lives during the dreary mouths
when his town is empty and the “‘stormy winds
do blow.” If there is a lifeboat belonging to
his town he may get o pound or two now and
again by helping to man it ; he may also make
a little money by hoveling. But the greater
proportion of bentmen don't man the life-boats,
and don’t hovel; und that nobody should ever
be able to find cut how they live in the winter
is not very surprising, seeing that they have no
ideas whatever on that suhject themselves. And
yet it must be admitted that pbilanthropy may
sometimes be wasted on Loatmen. [ once asked
a boatman, on a cold, tempestuous November
day, if anything was going forward to enable
him to earn a few shillings.

*“ Anything going forward 1" he answered.
““Yes, meat’s going forward, rent’s going for
ward, coal's going forward—everything's going
forward : and they're very nearly out o'sight
already."”

‘‘ Is there uo hoveling to be done " 1 asked.

* Hoveling I (these fellows always repeat
your question). ** No, there’s no hoveling; it's
all steam. ** Hoveling's dead and gone.”

““ How on carth do you live ! I said.

“ Live I he echoed hystetically. Who says ,
Ilive? I don't live master. If any man should
tell’ee that Bob Morgan lives, you just turn
and call him a liar.”

Next day was fine, I saw this same man loung-
ing against a stoue post, and went up to him.

“ Here Morgan,” said I, ‘‘get your boat
tound ; **I'll go for a row with youn.”

He looked at mé lazily, preserving his loung.
ing attitude. *‘’Taint worth my while to go
for a row,” he answered. “‘DPretty thing if a
ship should go ashore whea I was out rowing!
Why, I'd lose my salwage, and all tor a couple
o'bob !”

“ But do you mean to say that you'll throw
away a couple of shillings on the chunce of a
vessel going ashore !” 1 asked.

““Ay,” he answered ; * times ure two hard to
risk losin' a chance, master."’ .

The stone post was too comfortable for that
man to quit. He would rather keep leauning
against it and grumbling at life, and wishing an
earthquake would come and swallow everybody
up, than earn two shillings by working, Yet
one cannot but think kindly of the boatman,
His quaint figure, his leathern face, his won-
derful breeches, mix themselves upin our pleas-
ant memories. 'To think of hiw is to recall the
bright summer day, the sparkling of surf upon
the yolden sand, the blue sea, the clear and
singing wind, the leaning, gleaming yncht, the
brown smack, the mellow creaking of oars in the
rowlocks, and the huzzaing of foam at the wher-
ry's stem. He is ap smusiug man, a queer talker
—u man to use Leigh Hunt's phrase, of a uui-
formity full of variety. In many respects boat-

|

men are real studies.

An agreeable hour may be pussed in watching
and heuring them solicit custom.,  Oue man 18
very confidential ; he sinks his voice to u whis.
per ; he accompanies you as you go, and walks
on tiptoe.  Bootiful day, sir. Hitalian sky, ;
sir. ‘The worry day for u row, sir, Uive the
lady u treat, sir? No heaercise like rowin’ for |

deweloping the figare. It makes the waist small,
mum, and by circulatin’ the blood it gives a
werry genteel color to the checks, mum.

When the confidential boatman releases you
the brazen boatman attacks you. **Bort, sir?
Now's your time ; gale o’wind to-morrow, Bort,
lady 1 ~Como along, miss ; give th’c lndf‘ o TowW,
sir7 You jump in, miss ; the gent'll follow yer.
This way, miss.”

Then, bofore you have advauced another dozen
of steps, you bave the sneaking boatmun stick-
ing to your skirts. *‘Don’t want to say 'northen
against them nen, sir: but if yon don't want
to be drowned you come along with me. The
safost bort in the world, miss : fit to cross the
Hatlzutic. 1'm not & touter, sir. Miue’s a bort
as wants no reeommendin’. Been a waterinan
all my life, I have, und only cares to row real

. ladies and gents,”

Sometimes these solicitations lead to a quarrel
between the boatmen, and their language and
attitudes then grow picturesque. [t usually be.
gins in this way : ** Look here, W illiam : what
are you messin’ about the gent for? You saw
nte ax him, i hasaid NO.” ** You keep your-
self to yourself, Tom. 1've got northen to say to
wou. If vo can't yet a job yourself don’t you
try to stop other mien from airning a shilling.

By this time two or three other boatmen have
coms up, and they atand Iisteuin% to the «uarrel
with their backs turned upon the combatants,
who recede from each other as they grow more
insulting, until at last distance obliges them to
shout with their hands against their mouths;
and 1 have henrd a quarrel carried on for an hour
between two boatmen, who have backed some
hundred yards. Aud yet, awong these loung-
ing men, these grumblivg fellows, whom oue
laughs at in summer and wonders at in winter,
are some real heroes. 1 remember when the
Indian Chief was lost off Harwick, seeing the
life-boat's crew who had rescued a number of
men {rom the wreck come ashore, and among
them were sevoral of, apparently the laziest
loungers iu the town to which they belon ed.
These men had been out for two days and a
night, exposed to as cold aud furious a gale of
wind as had blown in those seas for many a
year ; and how they behaved, the manful, reso-
lute apirit and fine humanity they had exhibit-
ed, was recorded by me at the time. Among
the populations of boatmen sre scores of brave
souls, men who are to be yuickened and stirred
out of their lonngings into noble achievements
at the first call that is made. Indeed, thoss
who know the boatman only in the summer
mouths know very little about him. His aver-
age character is best illustrated at life-boat sta-
tions; but these are now happily numerous
enough to express his quality and worth in
times when danger is to be faced and human
life to bLe rescued all round the coust. In so
numerous o body there will be found very poor
specimeus, of course. But they are well known
in their various ports and towns. They ars
careful to run to the life-boat only when the
weather is fine and warm. 'They are the grumb-
lers who will not work whea the offer of work ia
made them. The characteristics of a few such
men easily prejudice a whole community ; and
if the English boatmen does not stand so high in
the public esteem as he deserves, it is becauss he
is here and there found to be an uanfit, uncivil,
growling, and lazy fellow.

But the word boatman is a comprehensive
term. A waterman who gets his living by row-
ing people in his wherry may, il you choose, be
called & boatman ; but a boatman proper—ons
of that race of fino fellows called Deul Boatmen,
for instance—would not take i- kindly if you
spoke of him as a waterman. It is well, per-
haps, that there should be some kind ot distinc-
tion. Look, for example, at the occupants of «
galley-punt on 4 blowing day. There sie plonty
of watermen who would take that job, no doubt ;
but they don’t ; it is not their business ; galley-
punting is a voeation of itself, and the men who
work those long, slender, and {ragile open boats
deserve ¢ term quite separate from the general
name given to men who get their living by fine
weather, | never watchn galley-punt, or **knock-
tovs,” as they are cal.ed 1n some parts, without
wonder and adwiration.

Once 1 was looking through a glass at a great
number of ships in the Downs. The sight was a
magniticent one. 1t was blowing a heavy gale
of wind trom the southwurd and westward, and a
sea was running that made the smaller vessels
vunish and re-appear like stars behind driving
clouds. 1 was noticing the vlunging and rolling
of a big, motherly, lubberly, old-fushioned bark,
with great chaunnets which sbe dipped under
water and brought up with the foam pouring
in white torrents mmoug the dead-cyes, when
my eye was taken by a fruginent of canvas show-
ing Lehind the pea-green ridge of a long stretch
of tolling sea, whose voar 1 could hear in snagin.
ation as it swept through the sphere of the
powerful telescope ; and, to my astonishment,
an instant after there was hove up n galley-
}mnt-—u merv speck of a craft—with two men 1n

ter, one steering and one sitting on the after.
most thwart, with his buck to the bows. She
ran to the top of u great sen that broke when
she was on the crest'of it, and her close-reefud
strip of mail steod out of the smother of foun.
Phen, in a breath, she vanished, must and &li ;
but presently up she shot ugain, leaping like an
arrow to the heyght of the swooping and gleam-
ing activity., It made me marvel at the pluck

| and exquisite science of those two felluws to

watch that boat coming aud gotug upon that
vt durk-green surfaee of brokew, harling, sav.
aye, and fonming wators, the power and voiume
of which were mont foreibly illusteated by the



