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ROAMJNGS IN (JLASSlC MASSAC(H USETTS.

X .- FAR.EWELL VISITS.

A VlSIT to Massachusetts in June when the mercury had
Euddeniy mounted to 90' would have lacked one of its

xnost attractive features without at least a glimpse of the
sea, so far, alas l-from us in central Canada ; and without
a dip in its hracing waves, even thougli we were told on
al hands that Ilthe season " had not yet begun, and that,
warmi as the weather had become, sucli an anachronism
as bathing out of the season miglit be folUowed by soein
indeterminate but fearful penalty!I However, we were
sure that, to any constitution which could stand the tein-
perature of Murray Bay water in August, that of the
ocean on the warm shores of Massachusetts Bay in June,
would be both pleasant and innocuous. And so it proved.

The sea, thougli of course not visible from Boston in its
long land-locked bay, is easily accessible at Nantasket
Beach, even before Ilthe season," by the steamer which
makres the trips daily to the Beach, and takes yon down in
about an hour's pleasant sail. t was unfortunately a
b'izy day, but the haze-thougli limiting that view of
boundless bIne ocean whicb on a clear day is so deligbtful
and inspiring-gave a certain dreamy softness to the dis-
tant shores of the bay which lent themn with more
picturesque appearance than they naturally possess.
Leaving the dim outline of Boston, with its towers and
spires, and the sails and steamers in harbour far behind us,
we pass several islands and home bound crafts, and at
length draw up at Nantasket pier. Hitherto the long
sandy bar, whicb stretches between us and the ses, bas, in
the haziness of the day, completely shut the ocean out of
view. But a walk of a few steps away from the pier
took us across tbe bar to the long stretcb of open sands
where the mighty Atlantic, calin and gentle as an inland
lakte, softly lapped the beach at our feet in tiny waves that
seemed scarcely to break, as they lightly curled over upon
the shore. We walk-ed seime distance along the smooth
and shining sands, eiýjoying the indescribable but unmis-
takable breath of the sea, the odour of the seaweed, and
the wide grey expanse lost in the limiting haze, through
wbich, however, we could distinguish distant vessels slowly
bearing away northward or southward. There was a cer-
tain pleasant suggestion about it, that there was nothing
between us and Europe, that Cape Cod lay south eastward,
soins thirty miles away, almost in view on a clear day, and
the Bay of Fundy north-eastward ; and straigbt across
that wide grey water stretched those shores of Normandy
from wlence came the first explorers of that indented
coast, as well as the 'lPioneers of New France."

We liad our dip, or rather two dips-both rsfreshing
and invigorating, notwithstanding the unorthodoxy and
the anachronism-enjoyed a pic-nie luncheon on the only
rocks-to speak of--within sight ; gatlisred seaweed, shelîs
and pebibles, as everybody seems instinctively to do at the
seashore, anid inspected saine of the seaside cottages, al
ready for their summer tenants. Notwithstanding its one
cliarin of smooth sands and open sea, Nantasket did not
impress us with any ardent desire to sojourn there. t
bas notbing but the sea, is bare and hot and sandy, bas no
trees in sight and scarcely any vegetation, no picturesque
crages, and landward is only a barren, sandy ridge, dotted
with very unirsthetic cottages and summer botels. On a
blli, bowevsr, called Strawberry Hlll-apparently from
the ab8ence of strawerris-there is a "lSea Rest," main-
tained by the Womnan's Christian Association, where many
a wearied working girl is treated to a week's rest and sea-
bathing free of cost. Such an instance of thoughtful
Christian kindness would redeem a more uninteresting
place than Nantasket Beach.

After a pleasant rest of a few hours, taking in ail the
sea air and "lsea change " we could inhale, we had reluct-
antly to turn our backs on the sof t, curling waves, with
their lovsly iridescent hues, and retnrn to the steamer,

* whistling warning of ber last trip. In a moment we were
ont of sight of sea again, with only the somewhat muddy
and uninteresting Sound about us; its barren isiands, the
sail8 of passing boats gleaming white in afternoon sun-
shine, and by and by the distant city looming sof t tbrough
thA baze. Warin as the day had been, we had not felt it

* in the least oppressive on the steamer, or by the siea; but
it was like coming into, another climats to step on shore,
into the stifling, leated atmosphere of the brick-built city.

Tbere are two thingLa wbich sveryons interested in the
American literature of the last thirty years would like to
do before leaving Boston, and botb we had the privilege
of doing-namely, visiting the "llocal habitation " of the
A.tlantic Monthly, whicli las so long represented the high-
est New England culture, and conversing witb a man
wbose bonhomie and sparkling humour have won for him
a wider popularity than bas been the lot of soins of

* hie greater contemporaries. No man bias been more iden-
tifled with iterary Boston during the last generatian than
Oliver Wendell Holmes, whose genial personality bas so
diffused itself tbrough hie writings that bis friends are
almoet synonymous witb bis readers.

Thougli Dr. Homes liasnat now any officiai connection
with the Atlantic Zffonthly, his nane lias been so long
almost identified witl it, that our visit to the home of the
Mont idy seemed as natural a preliminary to our visit to
him, as ons to the habitation of Magqa would bave seemed
to a meeting with IlCliristopher Notth." And indeed,
thongl utterly dissimilar in outward appearance, there
are nomes pointe of resemblance between the IlAutocrat"
sud bis Soottish prototype.

The office of the Atlantiîc Monthly i@ on Park Street,
lying across the foot of Boston (Jommon, and looking out
into its elms, and over what seerns, in leafy June,
almost a "lboundîssa contiguity of shade." Its pleasant,
bright office, through which ail the best modern books
pass for review, is connected Nith the grnat publishing
establisliment of Messrs. Iiloughton and Miffin, whose
"eRiverside press" is familiar to ail readers of classic
American literature, and of ciassic Engliih literature, too
-in Amenican editions. Froin the obliging editor we
secure the address of Dr. bInmes, to whomn we are fortu-
nate enough to bave an introduction froin bis old friend,
Mr. Whittier himsf; these two aged poes, who have
survived so many of their conte mporaries-so many broken
tics of life, being linked together by a close, long-stand-
ing friendship.

Dr. Homes resides on Beacon Street, which, for a
long way up from Park Street, skirts the 'l Common "
and the Public Gardens, wbile close bebind it flows the
St. Charles River. It is, as ail Mr. Howells' readers
know, one of the fashionable streets of Boston: and its
taîl, four-storey brick bouses, facing the park and gar-
dens, arc the homes of many of its wealthiest citizens.
The abode of Dr. Hl2 is in no way distinguishable
f rom its neiglibours, except by tbe number, though it is,
perbaps, even more richly draped in the luxuriant 'l Jap-
anese ivy," which covers every inch of wall, leaving only
the window openings. Will Dr. Holmes be within ?i we
wonder-for already the Bostonians are beginning to seek
their summer quarters. Happiiy hie is at home. We are
usliered into a receptionroomn on the lower floor, fitted up
with hook-cases-whule Mr. Whittier's card of introdiic.
tion is taken upstairs. Then we are invited up to the
Autocrat's library, and there, in company with a young
lady, bis daugliter-in-law, we find the Autocrat himseîf.
And surely neyer was there autocrat so genial and gentîs i
Sinail in stature and unremarkable in personnel, Dr.
Homes is one of the most unassuming and unpretending
of men. bis gentîs, unobtrusive courtesy makes bis visi-
tor feel at home with lim at once, and the thoughtfnl,
sensitive, and now somewhat saddened, face gains in
intersst every moment as lie talks. Hie asks warmly for
Mr. Wbittier's healtli, is clearly hirnsîf snfforing from
physical ailinents, and feeling the depressing influence of
il]ness and death among bis owli muer circle of friends.
Doubtless the impendîng death of bis friend, LowelI, was
weighing on bis mind, for the illness of Mr. Lowell was,
even then, known ta be fatal. And the last two or three
years bave taken fron lin the lovsd companion of life's

Ilong walk," and the clierished daughter, whose cheering
presence lie miglit have hopsd for ta the sud. l t seeme
to me evsryone is sither dead or dying " was the patbetic
utterance of a feeling that ans could ses was just thon
uppermast in bis beart. Yet lie taiked most genially, too,
and sonetirnes even playfully ; asked varions questions
about Canada, and responded briglitly to a question as to
the precise position of the "lLong Walk " on Boston Com-
mon, whidh ail loyers of IlThe Antocrat of the Breakfast
Table " wiil remember as playing an important part in
the closing scene of that deliglitful book. Hes took soins
pains to describe it, and thon added, with a smis, to bis
companion : I1slionld flot wonder if tint ad opened the
way ta a good many proposais "; to whicb she reqjoined
that it was to be hoped ail had liad as hiappy a fuifilment
as that coebratsd question of the " Autocrat" to the
Ilschoolmistrss,"-" shahl we take the long waik together? "
Yet, alas,'all long walks-even the longest-bave their
ending, so far as titis life is concsrned.

Dr. Homes' library is a spacious one, and the 4ali,
carved book-cases are abundantîy fllled. Hes bas told us
how lis grew up in a library, and how bis love of literature
was developed by early association with the bes; and bis
flrst love is bis last, for lis evidently kseps himssif snppiied
with the best ncw as wsil as aid books. Busts, statuettes
and engravings of some of the world's best pictures add
their charin ta the waiis, and the windows look ont On the
cainily-flowing Chiarles, with Longfeliow's "IBridge " in
full view. lie kindiy pointed ont this, and the varions
objecta of intsrest on the opposite shore-Cambridge, east
and west-the distant towers of Hiarvard-the vista ending
in the Brookline beights. He watched the Harvard atb-
lotes rowing their "lshelas" vigorously past, and remarked
that it did nat seem so long since lie, tao, had been an
oarsman. Fînaliy lie addsd the Iast touch ta the genial
kindness ho bad shown duing the whole interview by pre-
senting the writer witb bis latest book, "lOver the Tea-
oups," witb an inscription carefnliy wittsn in bis still
dlean and characteristic liandwriting, whicli, it is neediess
ta tiay, added mucli ta the value of what, as bis gift, will
be, in any case, a much.prized treasure. No visitor ta s0
kindly a hast can fail ta msntally edho the sentiment
expressed by Whittier in bis posin ta lis friend on bis
eightisth birtliday :

Long be it ere the tabeshlIl be set
F'or the last breaiitast of the Autocrat,
And Love repeat with smiles and tsars thereat
HiEs own sweet songs that tine shahl not forget

0f course na pilgrin ta Ilclassic Massachusetts " conld
leave Boston witbout a visit ta Cambidge-now ainost
as venerated a naine as its English godmother. Harvard,
withi its beterogensous collection of acadernic buildings,
soins ugly, with the bars stiffness of aId colonial days-
soins beautiful, like its grand IlMemorial Hall," with the
profuse deconation of modern Norman Gothi-its broad
campus, with its magnificent elins, and ail its bustle and
stir of, academie life just before the fetivîties of Ilcoin-

mencement," is of itself a sight full of intereat. That
interest centres, perhaps, in its Memorial Hall, with its
beautiful Latin inscriptions and touching epitaphs on
young sons of Harvard, who illustrated the old time-hon-
oured Iegend, "lDu ice et decorum est pro patria moni." Two
fine statues of specially distinguished young warriors stand
at the head of the long bail, which lias aIl the dignity and
solemnity of a chape]. Close by is a very different scene.
In another long hall, hung with portraits, old and new,
of ail the celebrities of New England, from the colonial
days downwards, not omîtting, of course, several portraits
of Washington, were spread the long tables at which
several bundred young men sit down three times a day to
their very social meais, quite undismayed by the porten-
tous array of learning, statesmanship and Puritan Il divin-
ity" that looks down upon go different a generation to-
day. The gymnasium at Harvard is one of its siglts-so
spacious, go complete in its arrangements and go lavishly
equipped. Agassiz Museum we had, with mucli regret,
to leave unvisited, for lack of time to do it justice.

Longfellow's bouse, of course, every visitor sees, at
least from without, and we had the privilege of standing
for a few moments in the poet's library, which bas been
made familiar to many in illustrated magazine articles.
The massive carved chair presented to him by the chldren,
made out of the Ilspreadîng chestnut tree " under which
"the village blacksmith toiled,"' catches the eye at once.

In the hall, too, one notices instantly Ilthe oid dock on
the stairs."

Jilf way ni) the stairs it stands,
And points and beckons with its hands.

*Adwe seemn to see that massive leonine head bent over the
round study table as he translates for us its ceaseless
burden, Ilforever, neer ; neyer, /orever! " Lt is evident
that Mr. Longfellow was a lover of good pictures, as the
rooms and corridors testify. A large picture that hangs
near the door in the entrance hall, representing a Francis-
can monk leading a donkey which draws a load of green
bougbs, attracts special notice, and suggests the proba-
bility that it may have suggested the image in the second
stanza of the Il Old Clock on the Stairs."

The bouse, a spacious one, built of wood of a warm,
creami colour picked out with white, and a white-pillared
verandali at one side, stands

Sonmewhat back f roin the village street,

in a nicely-kept shrubbery, the gate flanked by lilacs and
the door by rosebush3s. At the time of our visit it was
uninhabited by any member of the poet's family-bis
daughter, who usually resides there, being absent in
Europe. The house overlooks the River Charles, being
divided froin it only by the road and a strip of ground,
once belonging to the poet's property, now being planted
with trees for a park to be called by bis namne. The river
is not strikingly picturesque at this point. Doubtless the
encroaching advances of commerce have tended to make
it legssso;- still, there is enougb of quiet, sylvan beauty
about its winding course to enable us to understand the
feeling that inspired the lines to the

River! that in silence windest
Through the ineadovs, bright and free,

Till at length thy rest thon findest
j n the bosoio of the sea!

We pasa on from the home of Longfellow; and, a
little f urther on, in the quiet of the soft June evening, we
linger wistfully for a few minutes at the gate of Elmwood,
then stili the home of James Russell Lowell. Emhowered
in its Iloverarching vaulta of shade," as Dr. ilolmes bas
well described them-the quiet, old white hoinestead, with
its spacious green fields and spreading elies, seemed an
ideal home for sucli a man ; and those who love bis noble
verse can often read into it the happy influences of this
lovely and sequestered' spot. As we look, a littîs golden-
baired girl comes ont, and stands petting a horse just
driven into the ample court-yard. She is doubtless one of
the poet's grandchildren-stich an one as lie addresses
in one of bis sweetest poes. t is a pretty picture-
seen in the sof t evening liglit with the long shadows of
the -great trees stretching acrossj the verdant lawn and
about the quiet bouge- But the shadow of death is
even then overcloudiflg its summer beauty, and there is
no hope of catching a glimpse of its suffering master,
wbo is go soon to precede some of bis older frisnds into
the "lSilent Land." A charming, shady lane leada from
Elmwood to the charmed tillness Of Mount Auburn, close
hy, and in tbi8 lOvely and sacred spot, where go inany
"Ilong walks " have comie to a close, we appropriately con-
clude our rosmlings in ilclassic Massachusetts." Long-
fellow's torab is the first ws notice, as we traverse tbe
winding paths amid bright blossomaing shrubs. Lt is a
plain, grey sarcophagus, of Grecian style and decoration-
Charles Sumner's closeî'y resembles it, thougli of different
tint. Every flow and then we Corne on some family naine
noted in the annals of New Engiand. The tall, white
obelisk that marks the grave Of Charlotte Cushinan eseins
to befit lier Pure and blamfeless memory. The turf is
emrId velvet, and the shrubs and trees show the most
untiring care ; yst, partl>' perhaps because of ita very
trimnes, Mount Auburn lacks the subtle cbarma of free,
sylvan bsauty whicb we find in Sîeepy Hollow, with its
cluster of venerated graves under the venerable pines that
seem to sigli a perpetual elegy. The "Mount," which
graduaî'y risse~ towards the centre, is crowned by a round
tower, fromn whsnce there i8 an extensive and beautiful
view over the picttlresque, undulating ocountry for many
miles ; and frolu hence we can trace_ the River Charles,
wjnding like a î0 0ped, silver riband through Meadow and
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