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MY LADY'S FLOWER,.

The holly-hocks grow by the gardon wall,
Hoso nnd garnet nnd white ;

‘Tho gold.hearted lities, stutely and tadl,
Waaste their awoets on tho night ;

The roses look over the garden-gute,

But with nono of thoso will iny lady wait,

Deep hid in tho hoart of the trngled green,
Prim and n{)iey and sweet
Fringed potals cloye-sut with dew-drops hetween,
Girowing thiek nt hor feut ;
Haulf in the shadows, she tremblos and shrinks
Neurer the border of clove-scented pinks.

When I hold her fust, in the mooulight pale,
True, and pure, nrul my own,
And whivper a fove's impag<ioued tule,
Mect tor her onr wlone,
The lowar that T take from her perfumed hnie
{3 one of the pinks that she loves o wear.

Whon one day my princess comes to her own,
Shy wad dainty und ruve,

And looks farabroad from her royval throne
Over her Vlossomy fair,

Firat of thew ald to do homaee, methinks,

Will be the sume frakrant, soft tinted pinke,

And when at last I sleep under the sod
Stlent and cold and =till,

And other feet walk to the paths ) trod,
And strange linndsg work their witl,

No roses upist elimb, no wild flowers wave,

Buat tresh, dewy pinks blasim over my grave.

.
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RBYRON'S FIRST L),

1f Byrou ever were serionsly in Jove, he was
in love with Navure : and he retained  through-
aut his life, 7rom boy ioad tooldage, atrangely
vivid tenderies of cidvetion for some of the
earlier periods of his Life, which hal been spent
in the eountry, Tudeed, it would seem as if the

dctures which he had seen i his boyhood ha
{wco"\u. as 1L were, photogeagphed apon s
wmental vision, So moech was this the case that,
as the kaleidoscops of his feverish Life revalved,
there came upy, in oft-recurring s spuence, giints
of old days spent in onre neighborhood. Hisheurt
wis always amouy the hills of Aberdecushire
and ever aad fuon, an Liv paetie muae sang the
glories of ebas e hores, thers breathed thro 1zh
the theme a sigh tor the purple heather of the
Seottish nils,

Al through Byron’s poems a truant thouglt
runs back to tus bis tiest love. Contemplation
of “the vk Laclinagzar” hal cast a weird spell
aroundd him. e fuvd sat and mased at itz base,
and it solemn grandenr bad awed his spirit. He
was bt a boy when he tirst saw the grim-look-
ing mountain ;o and it as regands height, it con-
trasted  bat poorly with the mountains upan
which he afterwards gezed, ver, when the heavy
raiu-clonds had  mantled vound ity head, or
when the lagzing snow had nestled in its cro-
vices, or the purple of its heathier bloom had
given it holiday attive.~in all ity moods, and in
all s parments, its majesty had won his love
and venoeration.,  In later vears, when it might
have been supposed that the seenes of his boy
hood's gambols hail teon obliterated ; when
treading the elassie wround of Geeeve, with all
its nobality of antiy:ity, these old seenes crop
up again, and be teils us how

The nfant raptare still survives the hay,
And Lochinagar with $da fooked on Troy.

By birth Byron belonged to the neighborhood
of Luchnygar, for his biographer tells us that the
poet, by his mother’s side, claimed an ancestry
as illustrions as any that Ssothad could hoast
of—<his mother, wha was a Gordon of Gight,
having bean a des vu-lant of that Sir Witliam
Gordan who was the thivd i of the Fal of
Huntiv by the dachter of Jomes L T was in
1700 thas Byron’s mother went to reside tn Aber-
deen, takingwith her herinfant <on, the Dature
poet.  Thev lived fn a hotse an (Qaeca stroet iu
that eity ; tirence they movedto Virginia street,
and then found a residence on Broad street,
There are some old inhabitants of Aberdeen who
talk of thie as of some olllegend. Some ean
poant to © Byron's House " 10 Broad street
and uthers have seen the desk whereon hie carved
his narae in the old grammar school at which he
was a pupil.  Buat here the reference enlds, He
who sang so sweetly, and was, ta his soug, so
faithful to the ghol memories of his vouthful
duys, hud never had o peen sang to himin that
cobl northery  citv ; and wonder sometimes
asky—

I he retuened ta dust,

Anad hias his eonates’s granite naaght 6o sux ?

It was in these early vears of his lifo that the
accident to his foot acenrred which caused him a
rlight lameness for life, and, odidly enough, he
had u boy companion living near him who had a
like infinaity ; and often, as the records of his
life tell us, Byron would say to his friends,
“ Come and see the twa Inddies with the twa
elubfeet goiug up Browl street.”™  There hins al.
wavs heen amystery hanging over the origin of
Byr o< lameness, bat it is certasn that he had
an aceident abont this tme. He had been taken
up Deeside by his mother, and was quartered in
a farmbonse near Bailater, a place which even
then was looked upon as possessing health-give
ing air.  Moore catls the place a ““ favourite re.
sort for health and gayety, about forty miles up
the Dee fromn Aberdeen.’” If the village of
Ballater afforded enough gayety to satisfy its
visitors in those days, tho demands of the gay
could not have been very great.  From Ballater
Byron bad passed further inland to Biraemar;
amd, while wandering nmong the ramautic Yus«'ﬂ
feading from the neighborhood of Invercauld to-
ward the Linn of Dee, his love of adventure
nearly cost him his life,  As he was scrambling
over the deelivity that overhung a precipice,
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some heather causht his foot, tripped him up,
and gave him an ugly fail.  Moore tells us the
rest: ““ Alrendy he was rolling downward, when
the attendant luckily canght him and wasg just in
time to save him from being killed,”

It was in this district, then, that he fell in
love with Nature, an' that love he never forgot.

Ah, there my young footsteps in infancy wanderad,
My cap was the bonnet, my elonk was the plaid ;
On ehieftaing long perish’d my memory ponder'd
Asduily 1 strode through the pine-eovered glude.
T enukht not my home till the day’a dying glory
Jiave place to the eays of the brightpolar star :
For funey was cheer'd by traditionad stary,
Disclosed by the natives of dark Lochnagar.

Byrou, as we all know, was born in 1788, and
in 1798, or onfy ten years later, his mother left
Aberdeen, and went with her son to historieal
Newstead, [t iy true that he wrote an elegy on
this pluce, but the marked way in whick, in
the midst of one of his longest poetns, he harks
back to the old familiar scenes of his boyhood is
peeuliarly significant.  He was a mere boy when
his mind began to be impresssd with™ these
romantic beauties of nature, yet time ag it flad
onward, and all the rovings of his life imprint.
ing fresh pictures on his mind, fuiled to hide the
heatherand the hillse Al of 4 sudden, as he
writes, u gleam of the old time breaks in, and he
excluimy--

A

auld lang avne brings Scotland one and all,
Seoteh plaids, Neoteh snoads, the blue hills and
elear streams,
The Dee, the Don, Balgownie's brig's black wadl,
AH iy hoy's feelime, all my wgestle dreamns
Of what [ then dreant, elathed in their own pall
Like Bangno's offxpring ; thating past me <ccms
My childhood iu this chifdishness of mine
eare not—"ti3 1 glimp=e of auld lang syue,

Nothing that he saw on the river Dee seemns
to have escaped hismemery, This ¢ Balgownie's
brig's black wall " is, however, a referenn= o a
bridge spanuing the Do, the sister river u the
same county @ und Byron heal heard the egend
attachald to it, for ina note to his poew he savs:
“The Brig of Dan, near the “auld toon * of
Aberdeen, withiits one arch, and its black, deep
salmon strevu, isin my wemary as yesterday, 1
still yemensber, thongh 1 omay misqaote,  the
awhul proverh wideh made ms P-itlse 1o Cross it
and yet lean over it with a childish delight, be-
tug an ouly son, at feast by the nnther's side.
The saying, as recollectsd by me, was this, bat 1
have never heard or seen it since | was nine
years of age —

Brig of Baluownie, Wlack’s your wa'

Wita wite's ae son, and o mare's ue foal,

Daswn ye shall fa'”’
But the port did not misquote 1 his memoary was
fwithinl to the [tter, Thus, again, he deals with
his Devside haunts,  He thinks of the hill of
Morveu- -

When I roved, & young Highliader, o'er the dark
heath. . '
Andelirgbed thy steep swmmit, O Morven, of snow

He saw in after years many a steep summit
erested with everlasting snow, bat these id not
possess for him the same tingering charm,

Yenars tuve roll vn. Lochnager, sinee 1 left vou,
Yenrs must elapse vre | tread you again,

Nature of verdure and lowers has boreft vou,
Yet still you are denrer than Albion’s plain.

Oh for the erags that are wild and maestie !

The steep frowning elories of dark Lochuagar!

Perbiaps there was 2 somebody whe had im-
planted in the poet’s heare this lingering atfee-
tion ; and yet it could only have been a boy's
love. At the aze of elzht he had fallen in love
with one Mary Dafl. T remember,” he writes,
*four walks, aml the happiness of sitting by
Mary in the children’s apartment at their house,
not far from the Phiinstonss at Abardeen, while
her lesser sister, Helen, played with the doll,
and we sat gravely making love in our own
way.”  Thists not forgatten in the after days,
aml tindx s way into s “urrent of song. 1t was
but the simplicity of the bov's love—

Yet it eoald not be love. for [ knew not the mnne—
What passion can dwell in the heart of a chilld?

Tt was among the wilds of nature that he loved
to stray ; tarise with the dawn, and, with his
Aoy by his side, as in the Byron memorial in
”)‘tlv l'.uk,

From monutain tomountain T boanded along
1 breasted the hillows of Dee's rushing tirle,

Aml heard at a distanes the Highlander's song,
Shortly after this, the Loud Byron to whose title
he succeeded died, By this eccentric lord, the
roet, when younyg, had always been spoken of
as *“the dittle boy who lives at Aberdeen.”
When he got the title he asked his mother
whether she perceived any ditlerenee in him
sinee he had heen made & lord, s he perceived
pone himself. And we are told that, at school,
when the master called him for the tirst time by
his new title, he burst out erying !  His eatly
education was, of course, carried ont in his
northern home. At five years old he was at n
day-school in Long Acre, astient in Aberdeen,
till, as he writes in his diary, **1 weut ta the
Grammar School, where 1 threaded all the
claszes to the fourth, when 1 was recalled to
Kngland. Thus only his earliest days were spent
among the scenes hie so often recalls in his later
life.

Byron was always prond of his Scotch blood
and descent, and, describing himselt, says—

But T am half a Scot by birth, and brod
A whole one.

It is true that when the Scotch reviewers so
severoly criticized his work, he flung back at

them a literary anithemi the force of whichs
perhapy, has never been equalled.  Bat in the
afterglow, when thoughts of ** auld lang syne”
ugain glimmer and shimmer before him, he re-
pents of his anger and claiws forgiveness —

And l.lwufh, us you remember in a fit
Of wrath and rhyme, when juvenile and curly,
I rail’d nt Scots to show my wrath and wit—
Whichinust be owned was seusitive and surly ;
Yet 'tig in vain such #allics to permit—
They cannot quench younsg feclings fresh and early:
I “sentehied,” unt killod, the Scotehmen in iny blood.
And love the land of mountain and of fiood.

tireat, we repaat, is the store of memories that
filled his heart in those beif ysars he spent in
the wild districts of the Dee: and faithfully and
devotedly he ever after worshinped at the shrine
of hiy lirst Jove—the * dark Lochuagar.” The
visiou never fales, even when he murmars his
last farewell—

Adicu, then. ve hifls, where iy chilidhood was bred ;
Thou swift-flowing Dee, to thy waters adieun !

DROWNINGS CJOCOSERIA”

Mr. Browning's poetry never will attain a
wide popularity, aithough a few of his shorter
pieces have sseared and will retain the atten-
tion of readers generally. fu a letter to a friend
written in 1368, he say-: [ can have littls
doubt that my writing has been in the main too
hard for many 1 shoull have bueen pleased to
communiete with ; but] never designedly tried
to puzzle people, as so:ne of my erities have sup-
posed. On the other hnd, 1 never pretended
to otler sueh lterature as should be a substitute
fora eigar or a game ot dominoss to an idle man ;
sn, perhaps, ou the whole | get my deserts and
soinething over, —not a crow i, but a few | value
maore.”  In 1340, he had already achieved
o Parzeeisus,” S Sordello,”’ and ¢ Aben Karal”
Since then, e hos surpassad the phscurest of
these in his ¢ Futine ap the Fair.”  Good people
who need a key to Tennyson’s * In Memoriam”
would need a special education to master sowe
of these posmys, to follow the subulity of the
thiought, wnd to master the grotesyne forms of
itsexpression.  Poetry, says Miiton, <hould Le
‘simple, sensuous sl passionate.”  Poetry, as
Mr. Browninz usderstands ity is futricate, subtle
and grotesque, but always passionate also, A
more setions drawback to the general enjoyment
of his poetry is its waploasantness,  While by
no means a pessimist, Mr. Browning seems to
have been iatluenesd very profoundly by his
vision of the darker side of life,—the moral
shadows of the universe. s greatest work is
the story of moral vatrsge culninating in brutal
murder anleading in the «xecation of the crim-
inal.  The tragedies of human existence seem to
fascinate hiin ; and while he distinguishes him-
self from the eynic by the prominence he gives
to goodness aud his own profiund reverence for
it he dwells more upon evil than s good either
for himself or for his readers. This tendency
seems to grow out of the iuflnence of his early
education among orthodox Dissenters in Fog-
land. Tn his * Legendof Poruie,” he conchivles

" Why Tdeliver this horrible verse?
As the text ol'a sermon, which vow [ preachi :
Fvil or good may be better or worse
In the human heart : hut the mixture of each
Is a marvel and a enrse,

*The eandid ineline to snrmise of fute
Thast the Christian fatth may bo false, 1 find @
For aur Essavs-and-Reviews' debute
Bewins to tell on the public mind,
And Celenso’s words have weight :
LSt to sappose it trae, for my part
See reasonsaml reasans : this, to begin ¢
“Iis the faith that Lunched poiat-blank her duat
At the head of & lie,—taucht original sin
The corruption of man’s heags,™”

It is Mr. Deowning's inherited Puritanism
that gives mard tone to his pretry and controls
his selection of topivs 5 and his combination of
the art of the schoolo 4 Shelley with ths theolagy
of the school of Johw Owen makes something
uniqus in our literatuse.

tis ** Jocaseria*" s Boston @ Houghton, Miillin
& Ca.,y illustrates his peculiarities as a thioker
and an artist, and adds one great poem to the
treasures his admirers prize so highly. 1t has in
places ali his obseurity. Take, for instance, the
short piece called ©* Pambo.’ The hero enters
a collewe elass and usks the professor toexponnd
him a psalm, that he may have wisdem tor his
life. Tue professor superciliousiy beging with
the Thirty-Ninth ¢ 1 satd | will look to my
ways, that 1 otlend not with my tougue ;” when
off gaes ¢ Pamho’’ without waiting for the com-
ment.  Years liter, he comes back to tell the
professor that Le has Pouml it a slow business
to master that text.  What is the moral ¢

** Brother, brather, 1 share the blame.
Arcades sunties o,
Darling, 1 keep my sunrise aim,
Laek not the eritie’s lambeay,
And lock to mpy wapx, yot. mueh the sume
Ofend with my tongne, ltke Pambo,”’

Which we take o mean that an ewrnest, practi-
cal man finds enongh to oceupy his life in the
simplest commaund to moral rectitulde, while the
chatter of jearned expositors upon the command
is but waste of time.  Buat all this might have
been said more directly, and with not less dra-
matic effect,

The most noticeabls piecrs in the volume are
au exceedingly unpleasant story, called *“ Don.
ald,” of human ingratitude to an animal, and a
queer pseado-rabbinical tala, called ¢ Jochanan

Hakkadosh.” An oll rabbi at the point of
death accepts the gift of a year and three month;

of life from two of his disciples, a poetand a
soldier, to solve two of life's riddles, The time
passes and he fails to find the solations they ask,
but his life baing still further prolonged to their
astonishment he finds the clue he secks. The
story i3 told beautifully, and enables Mr.
Browning to put together his own philesophy in
its two shapes,—the lesser nay, the greateryex
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THE CRAB'S MISTAKE.

In the spring the crab makes the canlinal
mistake of his life. Were it not for 2 seemingly
insane desire to leave the mulin the bed of the
river anl to enjoy hinselt among his frienlds in
the shallows, he might live to see a good old age
seeure from the follies of youth or the dip net of
the erabber. Like the human family, however,
he finds that his overtaxad system ue «ls relaxa-
tion in the sununer resorts; and, like his hu-
mnan friends, he is pretty sure to b2 sorry that
he id not stay at heme during the whole season.
f.ate in April the erab throws pradence to the
winds and swims out to shallow water, where the
sun miy shine down upon his delieately tintel
shell. fna weck he iy exposal tor sale in the
city markets,

The crabber's boat isa lisht open skitf, sixteen
feet long and prrhaps four fuet wids amilships.
It is fitted with four smuall watar-tight compart-
ments, which may be opened or closed by means
of loosely fitting covers. These vompirtments
are called ** wells,” anil are used as 1 oz-basgs
for the convenienc: of captu, 1 erabs. They till
with water through augur holes in the botzom of
the boat.

Oqr boat {loats down with the tide, the anto-
crat standing in the bow.  In hishanldsisa dip-
uer, fastenad to the end of a long pale, which
«=rves the double purpose of propelling the boat
aud of reaching after crabs.  The crabber stan-ls
like a statue, sitent and still, with the loog pol:
thrust out over the water. Theriver shines itk
a wmirror upturned to the sua, and the pebiles
anl the shells on the bottom are as plainlv t,
he seen asthe pebbles and the shells on shone.
Bu- for the roving eyes of the crabber the buy
seems asleep in the drowsy air.  The boat trewm-
hles and rocks slightly, as the crabber’s po.itiou
is trausformed into that of iotense atte:tiou.
Slowly the lsng pole maves sut over the wit-r
until the hanging net disturbs the surface. Sut-
denly the erabber throws it from him with
splash, and as it rises to the boat dripping with
water and stray strings of sea-grass, & ecrab is
seen struggling in the net.

“Cffat w ‘comer !’ exelaims the crabber.
*1Ho's a beauty, 0.

A ““eomer,” 1 am told, is a hard-shell erab
that will be ready to shed his shell in a short
tite, probably in three Jdays. After this prelim.-
inary state of development he becomes o “*shed-
der,” showing unmistakable signs that he will
crawl out of his shell in a day or two. When
the “ comers” and the ** shedders ™ are cap.
tured they are transferred from the ¢ wells” in
the crabber’s boat 1o a *“ car,” a sort of crabb r's
“ Blavk Maria ™ or prison-van, and towed to the
stockade, a big prison-pen made of st: kes driven
into the bed of the river a short distauce from
shore. In the stockade the crabs are uader the
care of a erabber, who makes daily insp:etions of
the prisoners. After remaining iu the pen s
short time, the ** shedler ™ becomes « * buster.”
In this stace of development he breaks open his
shell at the point where the upper and nuder
shells meet.  He feels that he is getv ny too big
for his old clothes, and that he ought to have a
new spring outfic of the litest warine design.
The sentiunel at the stockade imm=diately seizes
the ambitious crab in a dip-net and ransters
him toa *car ™ tor sufs keeping.

fn two or three hours the ¢ buster ™" forsakes
his old shell and ventures ont into the world
alone and becomes asoft erab.  The change is
so delightful and of sach impaitinee tiat the
happy erab expands o twiee his old sizs, and o
douit feels greatly sarprised, as he looks at the
discarded shell, that he ever liveld in the old
place with any degree of content.  lt would not
be diflizalt to umagine that, as he gizes in amaze-
ment at the discarded shell and then at his own
plump proportions, he involuntarily exciaims,
©Well, did 1 ever live in that ifusiguineant
place .

Whatever may be the sott erab’s contempt for
his old home, or whatever his ambition to make
the best of his new state in life, he dues not
leave the immediate neighborhool of his old
shell until he feels convineced that he can defend
himself against attacks from hard crabs that have
cannibalistic instinets, 1t is in this soft, fat
condition that the crab is best titted for the table,
and it is in this stage of life that ke is prckedin
tlat wooden boxes anld shipped to the New York
markets.
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1 kuow Hop Bitters will bear recommendation
honestly. Al who use them confer upon them
the highest encominms, and give them credit for
making cures—all the proprictors claim for them.
T have kept tham since they were tirst oftered to
the public. They took high rank from the tirst,
and maintained it, and are more called for than
all others combined. So long as they keep up
their high repntation for purity and usefuluess,
I shall continue to recommend them—something
I have never before done with any other patent
mediciue,

J.J. BABCOCK, M.D.
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