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MAPLE SUGAR.

Oh. the rich, dark maple sugar! how it tells me of the
woods ;

Of bland south winds and melting snows, and budding

- solitudes

Oh, the melting maple sugar! as | taste its luscious
sweets,

Remembrance in my raptured ear her witching song re-
pents ;

Onee more my heart is yonng and pure! once more my
footsteps ‘stray :

Amid the scenes. the lovely scenes, of childhood's open-
ing day.

A frosty night! the searching air made hearth fires g
delight,

Stern winter seemed as if agnin to rally in his might ;

But, ob, how pure and beautiful the morning has arisen !

What glorions floods of sunshine ! off ! the dwelling is a
prisan !

0. off! run, leap, aud drink the air! off ! leave man’s
roofs behind ! X

Nature has more of pleasure now than haunts of human
kind.

How free the blood is bounding! how soft the sunny
glow!

And, hearken! fairy tones are ringing underneath the
snow !

Slump, slump ' the &auzy masses glide from hemlock,
fence and rock,

And yon low, marshy meadow seemns as spotted with &
Hock ;

Drip, drip. the icicle sends its tears from its sparkling
tip, and still

With tinkle. tinkle, beneath the snow rings many a view-
less rill,

We cross the upland pasture, robed with a brown and
sodden pall,

The maple ridge heaves up before—a sloping Titan
wall!

The maple ridge | how gloriously, in summer, it pitches
tent ;

H

Beneath, what a mossy floor is spread ! above, what a
roof is bent !

What lofty pillars of flnted bark ! what magical change-
tul tints !

As the leaves turn over and back again to the breeze's
fiying prints.

Up, up, the beaten path I climb, with bosom of blithsome
cheer;

For the song, oft varied with whistle shrill of the woods
man keen, I hear;

The hold and hearty woodsman, whose rifle is certain
death,

Whose axe, when it rings in the wilderness. makes its
glory depart like breath,

hose cabin is built in the neighbonring dell, whose

dress is the skin of the doe,

And who tells long 1ales ot his hunting deeds by the
hearth-fire's cheerful glow.

The summit 1 gain—what soaring trunks—what spread
ing balloou-like tops

And see! from the barks of each. the sap, slow welling
and limpid. drops ;

A thicket I turn—the gleam of a fire strikes sudden upon
my view.

And in the midst of the riddy blaze two kettles of sooty
hue,

Whilst bending above, with his sinewy frame, and
wielding with ready skill

His ladle amidst the amber depths, proud king of the
forest is Will,

The hoiling, bubbling liquid! it thickens each moment
here,
He 8tirs it to & whirlpool NOw, now draws the threads in

air;

From kettle to kettle he ladies it to granulate rich and
slow,

Then fashions the mass in & hundred shapes, congealing
them in the suow,

While the blue bird strikes a Sudden Joy through the
branches gauunt and dumb,

As he reems to ask in his merry strain if the violet yet
has come,

The‘rich. dark maple sugar! thus it brings to me the
Joy,

The dear warm Jjoy of my heart, when I was a careless,
bappy boy ; R

‘When pleasures so 8corned in afterlife, like flowers, then
strewed my way,

And 80 dark sad experience breathed “doomed sufferer
be not gay 1"

When Life like a swmmer ocean spread before me with
golden glow, .

And soft with the azure of Hope, but concealing the
wrecks that lay velow,

his works, says to a correspondent, ¢ You wil]
read it in a few hours, but the labor expended on
it has whitened my hair.
critic, Ste.-Beuve, expended incredible paius on

e ————
BEWARE!

Old England’s arm is just as strong, her courage just as
true,

A8 when of yore she fought the world—aye, fought and
conquered, too !

And, if required, she'll raise again her clarion battle cry,

And make its tones trinmphant ring, while startled foe-
men fly, .

Avaunt you, then, barbaric hordes | brave England fears
Jou not ;

But for her Bible she ere Yhis had hurled you from the
apot,

Where you have wormed your ghastly way through
massacre and gore,

Aund where you boast with brutal glee that England’s
sway is o'er,

Beware ! the British Liou now is rising in its might,
And with its voice of thnnder deep &rowls out its grim
delight

At l}n,eing once again compelled to rend the Russian

enr,
Andldirive it back with vengeance dire unto its northern
atr,

Beware;’ for Britain reigng supreme, the mistress of the
sen !

H,er glorious navy's stronger now than e’en it used to be,
When mighty Nelson swept the decks of ev’ry foeman's
ee

Andf latid the trophies of the world before Britannia’s
eet.

Bewnrg !' for ev'ry gun is manned behind egeh iron wal"

By Bl;:ltam's stalwart suilor boys, ui1 longing for the
ca.

To raise the hurricane of war, and vie the brave of old.

‘Whose deeds ave writ on English hearts in glorions liney
of gold.

Beware ! lier army's greater now than when in days of

every word, and two or three octavo Pages often
represented a whole week's incessant etfort.
Gray would spend months over a short copy of
verses ; and there is « poem of ten lines in Wal-
ler’s works, which, he has himself informed us,
took him a whole summer to formulate. Miss
Austen, Charlotte Brouté, Hunie, and Fox have
all recorded the trouble they took. Tasso wag
unwearied in correcting ; so were Pope and
Boileau. Even Macaulay, withall his flueney,
did not disdain the application of the file ; and
there are certain passages in the first chapter of
his history which represent months of patient
revision. There is a good tale told of Malherbe,
the French poet, which illustrates very amusing-
ly the elaborate care he took with his poems,
A certain nobleman of his acquaintance had lost
his wife, and was anxions that Maiherbe should
dedicate an ode to her memory, and condole with
him in verse on the loss he had sustained.
Malherbe complied, but was so fastidious in his
composition, that it was three years bef‘org the
¢legy was completed. Just before he sent it in,
he "was intensely chagrined to find that his
loble friend had solaced himself with a new
bride ; and was, consequently, in no humour to
be pestered with an elegy on his old one. The
unfortunate poet, therefore, lost both his pains
and his fee. So morbidly anxious was Cardinal
Bembo about verbal corTectness, that every poem
he composed is said to have pussed successively
through forty portfolios, which represented the
various stages towards completeness. The great
Pascal affords another instance of similar Iiter-
ary conscientiousness. What he especially

yore .
She hurled thy countless legions back on the Crimean
shore, R
And ev'ry heart and ev'ry hand are eager for the fray.
For well” they know they can o ercome thy boastful,
proud array

And as the battle notes resound and echo through the
world,

From Canuda to India's strand her flag will be unfurled,

And countless multitudes will throng to aid the mother.

aimed at was brevity. He once apologized to a
friend for writing him a long letter, on the
ground that he had had no fime to make it
shorter—and the result is that his Provineial
Letters’ scarcely yield to Tacitus, or to the
¢ Letters of Junius,” in concise, epigrammatic
brilliancy,

and,
And ’nesth the Union Jack anite, & bold, determined
band.,

of their intended work first, and have reserved
their pains for filling the details. The great
French novelist, Balzac, followed this met od.
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Beware! brave England fears you not, she's ready for
the strife,

Thetime has come for action now, she'll meet you kaife
to kuife ;

And British valour now will show that British blades are

een—
That British hearts can do and dare for country and for

Queen.
T - ————

HOW GREAT MEN WORK.

Une of the most interesting chapters in

literary history would, undoubtedly, be that
which should record the whims and eceentricities
of men of genius when engaged in the active
pursuit of their calling, First because it is al-
ways pleasant to know hoe & works, which have
taught and delighted whole generations of readery
have been produced ; and secondly, because such
little personal traits, if not directly instructive,
are, at any rate, suggestive and curions. But,
strange to say, this chapter remains unwritten ;
and among all the * curiosities of literature,”’
these, the greatest of all its curiosities, are by
some inadvertency passed over unnoticed. Such
an omission is very much to be regretted, for the
author possessed singular qualifications for the
task, as well from his enormous reading as from
his custom of collecting and noting down such
minutie when he encountered them in scattered
biographical or autobiographical notice, where
thev can be found.

The methods of authors in the course of comypo-

sition have been singular, and though 1o two of
them have worked alike, they have, most of
them, illustrated the old proverb that genius is
labor, and that few great works have been pro-
duced which have not been the result of un-
wearied perseverance as well as of brilliant
natural powers. Some men have undoubtedly
bossessed astonishing facility and readiness boti,
of conception and eXpression, as we shall pres-
ently see; but, as a rule, the writings of such
nien, except in the case of Shakespeare, are not
so valuable as they might have been, and marred
by crudities which might otherwise have been
finished beauties, by deformities which should
have been graces, ~ First among the sons of
literary toil stands Virgil. He used, we are
told, to pour out a large number of verses in
the morning, and to spend the rest of the day
in pruning them down ; he has humpurously
compared himself to a she-bear, who licks her
cubs into shape. It took him three years to
compose his ten short eclogues ; seven years to
elaborate his *“ Georgics,” which comprise lit-
tle more than two thousand verses ; and he em-
ployed more than twelve years iy polishing his
¢ .Eneid,” being even then so dissatisfied with
it, that he wished before his death to commit i¢
to the flaines. Horace was equally indefatiga-
ble, and there are single odes in his works which
must have cost him mouths of labor, Lucre-
tius’s one poem represents the toil of a whole life;
and so careful was Plato in the g icities of verhal
collocation, that the first sentence in his ¢ Re.
public” was turned in nine different ways. It
must have taken Thucydides upwards of twenty
years to write his history, which is comprised in
one octavo volume. Gibbon wrote the first
chapter of his work three times before he could
please himself ; and John Foster, the essayist,
would sometimes spend a week over one sentence.,
Addison was so particular that he would stop
the press to insert an epithet, or even a comma H
and Montesquieu, alluding in a letter to one of
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his highly-wrought comedy of “The Alchymist”
in six weeks, and that Dr. Johnson could throw
off forty-eight octavo pages of such a finished
composition as his “Life of Savage” ata sitting,
one is indeed lost ip bewildering admiration,
and perhaps half inelined to doubt the author’s
word. However much we may wonder at fedts
like these, we should not forget Sheridan’s witty
remark, that very easy writing is generally very
hard reading; and comfort our commonplace
selves with the thought that, in nine cases out of
ten, genius in literature is like genius in practi-
cal life, little else than honest, indefatigable
labour fortunately . directed. The wise Lord
Bacon has observed that prodigies, of what kind
soever they may be, belong to what is monstrous
in nature, and as they are not produced in ac.
cordance with the laws which determine man’s
condition, ought neither to be sought out nor
imitated.  But we must turn now to our third
point—the strange circumnstances under which
celebrated works have been produced.

It is curious that two of the greatest historical
works in the world were written while their au-
thors were in exile—the ¢ History of the Pelop-
onnesian War, ”by Th ucydides, and the ‘‘History
of the Rebellion, by Lord Clarendon, Fortescue,
the chiefjustice in Henry VI.’s reign, wrote his
great work on the laws of England under the
same circumstances. Iocke was a refugee in
Holland when he penned his memorable ] et.
ter concerning Toleration,” and put the finish-
ing touches to his immortal ¢ Essay on the
Human U nderstanding.” Lord Bolinghroke had
also ‘‘left his country for his country’s good ”’
when he was engaged on the works by which he
will be best remembered, Everybody knows
ante’s sad tale, and his miserable wanderings
from city to city while the ¢ Divine Comedy >
was in course of production. Still more melan-
choly is it to review the formidable array of great
works which were composed within the walls of
a prison. First come the Pilgrim’s Progress’
and ““ Don Quixote ;" the one written in Bed-
ford gaol, the other in a squalid dungeon in
Spain.  James I. (of Scotlang
poem ““ The Kynge’s Quhair,” while a Pprisoner
in Windsor Cast
Surrey’s verses were written in the same place,
under the same circumstances.  8jr Walter
Raleiglys “History of the World ” was com-
osed in the Tower., George Buchanan executed
is brilliant Latiy version of the Psalms while
incarcerated in Portugal, ‘‘Fleta,” one of the
most valuable of our early law works, took its
name from the fact of jts having been compiled
by its author in the Fleet Prison. Boethiug
““ Consolations of Philosophy,” De Foe’s ¢ Re.
view " and “ Hymn to the Pillory,” Voltaire’s
‘‘ Henriade,” Howel’s ¢ Familiar Letters”-_tq
which we have recently directed attention—Dr,
Dodd’s ““ Prison Thoughts,” Grotius’ ““Commen-
tary on 8t. Matthew,” and the amusing ¢ Ad-
ventures of Dr. Syntax,”
in the gloomy cells of a common prison. Tasso

) penned his sweet

; andthe loveliest of Lopd

all these were produced

of his tragedies in lucid intervals within the
walls of a lunatic asylum. Plautus fabricated
some of his comedies ip g bakehouse. The great
Descartes, Berni, the Italian poet, and Boyse,
the once well-known author of “¢The Deity,”
usually wrote while lying in bed. Hooker medi-
tated his ¢ Ecclesiastical Polity ”” while rocking
the cradle of his chiig ; and Richardson slowly
elaborated hisromarces among the compositors
of his printing-oftice. Byron composed the
greater part of ““Lara” while engaged at hijs
toilet-table, and hig Prologue at the Opening
of Drury Lane Theatre ” in a stage-coach,
Moere’s gorgeous Kastern romance, ‘“Lalla
Rookh,” was” written iy, a cottage blocked up
with snow, with an English winter roaring round

Burns dreamed one of his lyrics, and wrote

it down just as it came to himin his sleep. Tar-
tini’s * Devil’s Sonata ” was another inspiration
from Morpheus; and so also was Coleridge’s
‘‘ Kubla Khan.”

Such were the extraordinary circumnstances at-
ending the composition of works which have
amused and instructed thousands of people ;
such have been some of the methods, and such
some of the habits of authors, Various and un-
intelligible often are the forms in which human
genius will reveal itself ; but quite as vigorous,
and perhaps quite as unintelligible, at first sight,
are the ways in which it has surmounted the
obstacles which epposed it, asserted its claims,
and effected its developmient.

ARTISTIC.

Lorp RoxaLnp GOWER, whose Marie Antoin-
ette was 8o much admired last year, is ‘' seulping
Shakespeare for the R.A.

Mkr. Hennessy, who has lately raturned from
Normandy, has in hi: studio a picture of
on the River,” a view of Barnes, taken from Chiswick;

Tue Prince of Wales visited lately the Exhi-
bition Building in Paris, and inspected the several works
in progress. At the end of the visit His Royal Highness
expressed to the director of the works the pleasure the
nspeotion had afforded him, and complimented the ar-
chitects upon the 8Teat success they have achieved.

PAINTEJ}s_ and sculptors sending works to the




