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beneath the black stems of their snow-covered clumps of
trees, or beside some small spot of green pasture kept open
for the sheep. These intimations of life and happiness
came delightfully to me in the midst of the desolation; and
the barking of a dog, attending some shepherd in his quest
on the hill, put fresh vigor into my limbs, telling me that
lonely as I seemed toc be, I was surrounded by cheerful
though unseen company, and that I was not the only wan-
derer over the snows.

As I walked along, my mind was insensibly filled with a
crowd of pleasant images of rural winter-life, that helped
me gladly onwards over many miles of moor. 1 thought of
the severe but cheerful labours ot the barn—the mending of
farm-gear by the fireside—the wheel turned by the foot of
old age, less for gain than as a thrifty pastime—the skiliul
mother, making “auld claes look amaist as weel’s the new”
—the ballad unconsciously listened to by the family all busy
at their own tasks round the singing maiden—the old tradi-
tionary tale told by some wayfarer hospitably housed till the
storm should blow by—the unexpected visit of neighbours
on need or friendship—or the footstep of lover undeterred by
snow-drifts that have buried up his flocks; but above all, |
thougrt of those hours of religious worship that have not
yet escaped from the domestic life of the peasantry of Scot-
land—of the sound of psalms that the depth of the snow can-
not deaden to the ear of him to whom they are chanted—
and of that sublime Sabbath-keeping which, on days too
tempestuous for the kirk, changes the cottage of the shep-
herd into the temple of God.

With such glad and peaceful images in my heart, 1 tra-
velled along that dreary moor, with the cutting wind in my
face, and my feet sinking in the snow, or sliding on the hard

lue ice beneath it, as cheerfully as | ever walked in the
dewy warmth of a summer morning, through fields of fra
grance and of flowers. And now | could discern, within
half an hour’s walk, before me, the spire of the church, close
to which stood the Manse of my aged friend and benelactor.
My heart burned within me as a sudden gleam of stormy
sun-light tipt it with fire—and I felt, at that moment, an in-
expressible serse of the sublimity of the character of that
gray-headed shepherd who had, for fifty years, abode in the
wilderness, keeping together his own happy little flock.

As I was ascending a knoll, 1 saw beforc me on hurseback
an old man, with his long white hairs beaten against his



