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TISE PASSIN O0F SUJI1 IL'R.

Posr-Sciterr.-I knoxv perfectiy ivell, niy hyper-critical readikr, that the momnent yeuir

eye catches the word jiost-script yen Nviii exciaiiO :-''A fluet .ýriipt at the bi gi it, of ant

article! What nonseense! Why dlid he uet call it a prefàc? I" l'xactly ; hlv dill 1 not

eall it a preface, or a prelutule, or a preaunible, or a pirologueil, or a Iurî ifiiiOii? SiaflY

because it iva '4 writton atfter." "Then why uit piut it last ? "I Becatis, t waiit it ieLLd

first. 1 was ai iout te eauf it a prie lu i/i eîliee, but vîoit kcno , 
1 Yercit dreailor, tliat yen

%ould have stLitiati'zecl that as '' peudaiitic '' at oie, ani h LIx . g une Ili t îr
t ir. fu'vr

18t uis net îutarrel. t inerely xvaut te sa.y, before y oiue bei, thlat if vou are iii the i Illk uict

for somethiug orderly, utethodical, legical -seule article un îvhiel the~ sîuit;1i( 'e anîd ,r-

graphis ail coîne in neat, preper, systernatic sequence, 1 inerely xvant te saY, dio not reail

thie one. Tais cnitj rainbling alad scraluibli îtg has noi partic il r iii tfi f, ,C lot elli ii tt

smine central jîe usnithiug whatever c f tlîis sert, in fact. P'art of ht Wae wrutten Ini

the opleni air (tisai ne <qi-r air liiivii ny sheets ai uit wvi lly), 1),trL if i t in ii hi, t

vals tietxveeu tryiug tii quiet a veciferilsu y iinig soni (lie ie ging thri ic tlit tii otiiers,

as well as ti hiiself, pifol heieefu //.here, l'y tlîie litti lbit if îtiiirîh

I have inade the article mosre Iseteriigeîteius tlîaî ex en it ires liefire ; t liai better piat .în

end tin îy pjost .ei'i at conce.

IT i9, or used Eu be iii the days wheu scholars bad the hardihiood to Il take

ail knowledge to be their province," and bad consequently, 1 suppose, read

everything that there was tu bo read (they hiai nu tran,,literatiotis of

cunieiform. inscriptions in those days, and no Il Ostiak dialects of ''uu

Sian," mucb Iess Rider Ilaggards or E. P. Rues), it osed tu be a favourite

question amonge8t sebolars as to what luet or ineditated but unwritteun

works eachi moit regretted the lack of, Genierally, in the (Lys of Il Gre-

cians "I and Il Latinists," a leartied, if flot pedantic, discussion folloxvcd on

seine sncb things as the tragedies of Euripide,;, or tbo bistory of Livy, or

the satires of Eninios-thinges whicli muet ordinary peu)ple thinik xve have

quito enough of anti tu spare. XVith these ordinary peuple 1 ani iuite at

at une. XVitb the longings of tliat classîcal palate for more clascs

I atn not enuoh of a classic te h able to symipatlize-stay ; yes,

there i8 une ancieunt classical writer for whose lust poemns [ would grive a

cart-load of tragedies and histories and satires : the puerus of that Il violet-

crowned, pure, sweetly smilîng " Lesbian.* XVhat a great womian and

a true poetcss said in beautiful poetry of love l xvould give a very great

deal to read. Men and women regard this must conîplicated of eninotions

Bo differently. "Men and women do nut speak altogetiter the saine

language," says Amiel,t and especially is this the case iii the> natter of

love. As Toîstoi says (I presome 1 arn quite in order whien quoting

Tolstoïi uow-a-days) : Il Women are more niaterial than men. We muake

Soinething immense of love, they arc all terre-à-ferre[(of the earth, eartliy]."

Womnen are made of coarser fibre than are îuen, of less fi nely teînpered

muetal. Lt iteman's disadvautage, this. The fluer the edne, the less

useful the instrumeent, and it is only finely temnpered metal that ilI takce

un a fine odge. It is the pocket-knife, not the lancet, that is moet often

called into reqoisition. To man love is a sacred religion ;tu woniail it is

every day înorality. The latter truly 18 the more serviceable us it le the

more valuable-nay, it is invaluiable.
Next to Sapphio's lost puemns 1 should like a conteuîplitidfl but un-

written book which. few, 1 venture to think, conld gue.ss -Thii nas Carlyle's

"Exodus froîn lloundsditcb." And uext to titis, for ity tastes are

catholie, Ruskin's Ilpurposed " but neyer undertaken cliapters Ilto show

wbat kinîl of evidence existed respecting the possible influence of counîtry

life on înen. "§ If any otte knew how to II look on nature " it was

Ruskin, llowever, it is as useless to cry uver unwritten chapters as it is to

cry over spilled milk. Whiat I na about to do is sonîetbing very diffitreît;

it is to smile over a recent experience of my own respecting the iiî[luetnce,

of country life, and the comnîionship of Nature.

I attompted last May, s010e few, readers of Ti'îxe WinE nsay *possibly

not quite have forgotten, an unpretentious little description of the pleas-

ures expetienced during a ton days' comnmuniont with Nature. That short

flight from busy and careful life was to me su efficacious a physical, intel-

loctual, and moral tonic, that I concluded it would be not waste, but truc

economy, of time to prescribo for myscîf another course of the saine medicino.

Su September once more fluds me IIwitb NatureI," anti witlî the permeission

of the editor of this papor, 1 try agrain to baud un as bcst I niay some of

the deligbts of ber friendsbip.
It is a magical incentive to tbougbt, i8 seclusion. Was ever anything

great, I wonder, dune by any mati who did not on occasions retire into

bimsolf alune, auvay froin the distraction atîd friction of contact with the

busy world and its people. Surely nut. Peter, the, great preacher of

Crusades, is known as "ltbe Hermit ;" John, Ilthe Bapti8t," was a dwelîer

iu the wilderness ; Mahomnet arrived at the thon nordl and startling Coni-

viction that there is nu god but God during une of his yearly sojourns in

the desert ; Horton, Olney, Craigenpnttacb, Rydal Mount, are naines

Sugg9estive of the seclusion in wbicb certain immortal books werc conîposod

-througbout human bistory evidences there are in abondance, thtbor

any great work is undertaken or aczomplisbed, there must be spent lu une

Way or another a forty days in tbe wilderness.

But it seems to be also a trutb there sncb retirememît must ho only une

,of forty days, not of a life-timO. L t le bie wbo knows because bie lias

mixed with men, not the misanthrope, the IIclubable " man, not the

"Alastor," who can teach or benefit bis felîow-men.

If we grant this tbcoiern (if 1 may ho ailowed a very short digres-

sion), a curions lruma, s0 tu speak, follows. May we flot ascribeb the

intollectual dearth of the Middle Ages tu the ceinmonness of life-Iong

Seclusion, to tbe provadence of m ni)itsticisîn 1 And may wé not on tht

othîtr baud ascribe the preseut womtderfol aulvance iii ail bîranches of buinan

thoogl ît and activity to tîte exuîetly opposite cause, the e-xt raordiuary rapid-

ity andl fîeility of inteicourseI betxveen hoth individuals aîîd nations so

So Alcatus called Sappho. The extri-ordinary persuin will pflease parduon my notes

+Journïal Intimee, p). 226. 'Iraiis. Mrs. Huinphrey Ward. T'Anna Karenina. Pt. II. § xx

Trans, N. H. Dole. § modern Paintera. Vol. ve. eh. i. § 7.

characteristic of modern Europe ïWhiere do we flua the cradie of Eng-
lishi advance in science 'i lu the formuation of the Royal Society, in syste-

matie intercourse betweeu thinking minds. Ilowever, these are subjects

more fit for the peu, of tho philosophilcal historian.
But, speaking of solitude, how fovw of us ordiriary people, in these days

whien the word privacy " seemis to have lost ail -eiln, kl anything

at ail of the charins of p.riodlical iietreat. \Ve, are iltoo rauchlin the sua,"

the suu of the public gaze ; and we se accustojit ourselves to do0 every-

thing by its light that woe are puzzted, distrait, wheni iti gYlare is with-

drawn. lu solitude we are left to ourselves and our owu, tlîougltts, and

oui-selves nlot being often agreeabliè companions, and the- mai ority of us

hiaviugý absolutely and literally no thoughits, wo hurry back to our iudis-

pensable but stilliiîot uver-loved sua, the public gaze.

But oveii if we ordinary peuple caonot taste, or caui only sip, the deep

positive pleasures of solitude, w(. cani at al evetits en 'joy the negatvo eues

of gettiitg away for a tinie froin Il thte daily task, dte trivial rounid." luw

one relishes the thoughIt that there is no daily uewspaper tu be read

thruugh, nu even skimîintg of the eternal jauie between U ladstoniolaters

and (kladstonuclasts, of intermtinable spbeee and leadinig articles un Par-

nellism or Itetaliation, Trulv une eats oae's breakfast with a keener

gYusto a way fromn these. A1hove ail, what a biessed feQling. of relief creeps

over une wlhen it is remnemltered that diere will be 110 8aWrday R-eviewv

to disturih the serenity uf te, veek. ihat, Satarday Revu'w, muchi as 1

relishi its peculiar pungent liavour, I was tlîankful to bu temiporarily rid uf.

I t is like a creamn ice: very richi-only a h ttle eau bo taken at a titue, very

brilliat-but artiticial, coloured with the cochineal of alectation and

sutpcre-iliousness, ritrely with the natural coiouîring of suporior wisdum,

uccupying nu regular and stated position iii the courses of unie's uews-

paper dietary, onlly indulged in when the hunger for real fact and argu-

ment is apesd-oigin as a sort of e r'î~,very toothsome cer-

tainly, but tickling the palate, neot nourishing the system. Above ail its

esence is coldness heartless and sarcastic cynicismn, at times well directed

and deserved, but tou gern-rally too universally îueted out.

But to return. Otie antidote there is tu the disagreeableness uf unies own

comipanionship and the lack of thoughits, and this is an observant eye. It is

nut gaincd in a dlay, nor, as 1 found to mny cost, in ton days ; 4till the very

practice 18 enjoyabie. Thtis, in September, was especially the, case. The

splendour, and above ail the variety, with which 1 was surrunded, seemed,
and literally wvas, intinite.

1 was presqent, in May, at th(, birth of sumtmer ; iiuw 1 witness hier

deýath. I have chosen, tis tiame, the shores of a [ake in.stead of the banks

uf a river as the, site of mny tent. In a littît- land locked bay, on a rocky

siope facing the stili reed-strewil water it stands, the einbodimient uf quiet

seclusion. tlow dill'erenit is the appearance, of nature to that it bure in

spring 1.On the virin bosomn of the lake in the montit uf upeniug sumn-

tuer lay not a bud ; niow, tou like too many of lier humait kind, she is

adorned with ail tîtat ail bier suitors offer-reeds, grasses, bulrushes, lilies.

The, f oliage too is diflèrcut. Bashful lighilt greens have givenl place tu

bold bruwns and yelluws ; and wbere once were tender, retiring bnds, stout

branches flaunt their brilliant reds. Summner cvidently bias passed her

timie of yuuth, and is approacbing dissolution. And the signs uf cuming

death are beautiful. Like the fluish on the pale cheek of the consuuîptive,
thcy seemn to utock at deatb, seein to bid yoti not thiîtk of deatb.

ln the closing suimmter une already foels thte touch of winter. Antumn

is a mixture of sumnmer and winter, and the mtixture is very curions and

very interesting te, notice. 'Phe atnmosphere, puts on that extraordiuary

clearniess prophetie of a colder seasun. T'h Mihsaefosy h a
miornings often filletI witb a thick and stranye- sinellinng uîist. The clouds

call tu mind Tbomnpsoni's apt ad 'jective, "ldewy-skirted," * like the graceful

"robe-trailing" Grecian women. The whole face uf Nature is changing.
Sonie of the pictures wbich this combination of sunminer andi winter

afforded were wunderful. One live minutes at the close uf a rainy

day I shall not, soon forget. My tent faced the east. The Sun, just

before it set, carne out and lit up that reed-strewn water with that

strange sof t gluwing reddish lighit peculiar to, rainy afternoons. Thet al],
ie(,nder plants rising out of the shallow lake caugbit the rays, the water

and the shores beyond caught thein, the verutiliotîs atîd ochires4 of the f oliage

caughit thein and shone ont distinctly against the heavy bank uf dull grey
nimbus bebind. Abovo these camne glortous cunidni, tinged with piîtk some

of tbemn, bIne grey others. -But the picture is not yet complete, gorgeons

thoughi it is. Iu a great and perfect arcb, forming as it were the frame-

work of the scene as I saw it froin tîne shelter of iny opeîî-doored tout,
came a rainbow, calmi above ail wind and rain, rosting peacefully despite

tbe mixture of ligbitning and thnder, black rain-cloud, and flasbing Sun.
Another differently beantiful oxamiple of the comingiiliug of a suf t witb

a barsb season there was wben once the placid full moon rose in the ll
but clondless eastern heavons wbile a inuge and angry storuî-clond swept
witlt growls and tire across the western .sky.

These, truly, were sky effeets indescribably heautifnIl, but yet 1 still

bold that for pure majesty of screnity titere is nutbing to equal the sky at
night. To sec andi tu admire tbe ndcisturbed sky itself, une must sec it
nigbt-wrapped, studded with its stars, its myriad stars sweeping grandly

fromt east to west as the icours imove slowly un. I cati cornprehend a little

of tbe thougbts aroused in the mmnd of that great German philosopbert
wbo f ound an inexplicable connection and a conîmon source of awe in the

stars of heaven and the moral faculty of man. If anything will show man
the minute place which lie occupios in the great ail of nature and God,
and at the saine time open bis eyes a littie to the duties and responsibilities
of that place, it is tbe contemplation of the midnigbt sky. There, really

*The S'uoi-iuuî.1'Kant.


