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Concord" in which the traditions of the past and the
beauty of the preeent are bappily blended, botb in the
letter.press and in the beautiful illustrations. To her, as
anl enthusastk American, the revolutionary memories are,
Of course, the foremost ; for, as every reader knows, or
onglit to know, Concord, and Le3xinaton, a few miles off,
,ers the spots where were fired the first shots of the con-
test whjcli lost to England a colony and gave to the world
a new Anglo-Saxon nation. We drive along country lanes,
past quiet grey farmhouses basking in the warm June
s1unshine, wliere, on that April day of 1775, the passage
Of the British troops threw peaceful housebolds into wild
commrotion, and sturdy yeomen hurried off to secrete
Ifllitary stores, and wives and daugliters met the soldiers
with as brave a front as they could, and shots were fired
fronn rusty oid firelocks that had neyer donc sucb grim
work before. A tablet let into a stone wall commemoraàtes
One of these skirmishing encounters. Thon we drive back
Past the , Waysido " and the old Alcott homestead close
*eid i, and, near the latter, a plain littie wooden build-
ing9, grey and weatherbeaten, looking mucli like a deserted
8Choo[-house, which, we are informed, is the IlConcord
ýcboo1 of Philosophy," the scene of some brilliant gather-
1'ngs, while Emerson still lived. About half-a-ff-ile nearer
the little town stands a spacious, square white house, at

Ornie distance f rom the road, surrounded by ample gro*ands
and bosky woodland, which was Emerson's home, and is
'till cupied by his daughter. At lengtb, after passing
througli the quiet, shady otskirts and the busier portion
If the oid town, reminding us, in its old world quaint-
nesa, Of the tgH-igh Street" of an Englisb country town,
we cOmue out on an open space, near the river, where stands
ahaudsome monument in mémorv of the sons of Concord

7bo feIl in the war btwten theo North and South. Leav-

Ing this behind, we approacb a picturesque old stone
bridge, at the hither end of which stands the celebrated

Minute Man," a spirited and beautiful statue, cbiselled
Out of rougli grey stone by a native scuiptor named French,
10 wbvom it brouglit a well-deserved celebrity. It repre-
5ant8 one of the brave young yeomen who, at that crisis,
stood ready at any minute ta respond to the calIlTo
Arma"1 ; a youth, finely formed, witb a noble and resolute
face, and an expression at once earnest, strong and sweet.
Onle hand reste on the handle of lis plougli; the other
grasps lus old-fashioned maket; no soldier of fortune lie,
or m'ercenary hireiing, but a stauncb, conscientious young
buian who buckles on the sword at the cail of duty to

h8country, and at that alone. We can scarcely wonder
that warriors of sucli calibre won the day, even witb the
lOdouaitable British empire against tbem. Standing here,
auid surroundings so peacefulÎ that the idea of the clash of
&rms, and the struggle of de9.dly combat seema utterly
incangruous, it is liard to realize the stern gravity of the
crialii, wbekî these homobred volunteers, on that April
norning, sa readily taked their ail against such odds ini a
Fitruggle, the issues of which no human thouglit could fore-
cast, imply because they believed tbey fought in a rigltteous
Cause. Not the most British of Britons, if lie bas a heart
for the broader interests of liumanity, can fail to be stirred
bY the fine e;tanzas of Emerson-written for the inaugura-
tion Of this very statue, of which it i8 praise enougli to say
blat it is a subject worthy of M8s muse :

BY the rude bridge that arched the flod,
Their tiag te Aprilg bree'ie unfuried,

ILee Oflce the etithattieui farniers stool
.And fi red the 4iot iteard round the wori .

'l'ie foe long silice in silence slept,
Alike the conqueror silent sieeps4,

And Titjuse the rujned bridge hath swept
i)wn the dark streain which seaward creeps.

Spirit, that made those bieroes (lare
l'e die, and leave their children free,

Bid 'lime and Nature gentiy spare
The shaf t we raise te thein and tiges

M1uch as we may regret the unhappy breach, and the
'trife and bitter feeling which it awoke,-much as we
n'ay 83Yupathize with the unquenchable loyalty of those
whoeusevn devation to the IlOld Flag " was the
foundaio W f Brtish Canada-stili, if fair-minded, we
cannot lîelp admitting tbat the spirit whicli conquered
Old Eugland then was the very spirit that lier traditions
liad nourisbed in New England-the spirit of the grand
ad ralng cry "England expects every man to do his

LuYj)and as a token of the readiness with whicli the
"eart Of bumanity rises above prejudice and party feeling
ýn ita appreciatio of loyalty to duty, we see a touching
'nsri tiOn on a sab buit into the stone parapet-to the
fllenno Y of two nameîess Britiah soldiers wbo feil in the
action1 and rest there as peacefully as if in their owfl
native soui. But, enough for the present, of

Old, unhappy, far-off things,
And batties long age.

Let us pass to more peacef ni memories. As we drive back
a anat d o rey easant I"byways " of Concord, we are

sf0i1 anIl ge gambrel roofed house, baîf hidden in
fotl' ewl set back fron tlie road. That, we are told,

late Ogld anse " where Hawthorne and bis devoted
life s ont the first years of an ideal wedded life-years s0
aPpylt ouéYh by no means free from tbe pressure of care
itd Pa ,verty. It is, of course, tbe bouse also wbicb gave

tStte ta the Il Mosses from an Oid Manse." Agsin
aProcing tlie business street of the town, we turn
810ptîe on of it and skirt the edge of a grassy, sbady

SipWhich radnally takes on the aspect of a lovely
ce eteY rising ini saft green terraces abundantly shaded

byt" inces, o and maples. This is IISleepy Uollow,"

an ideal resting-place for the earthiy remains of those
gifted spirits wbo bave shed on this retired spot tha liglit
of sa mucli genius and individuality. We go first to
Hawthorne's grave, a spot which lie himself bad selected
as the most beautiful in the Hollow, on which, in haîf-pîsyful
fancy, lie proposed to build "lour castle." A plain slab
simply inscribed Il Hawthorne," marks the place, while
beside it, under the waving pinea and maples, are the
graves of two infant grand .children. Not f ir away are
the graves of the Alcott family-the droamy old philoso.
pher-bis much enduring wife, tbe practicai, keen-witted
Louisa, and the sisters whose deatha brouglit such sorrow
to bier laving heart. We pass a rougli brown boulder, fes-
tooned witb Virginia creeper, on wbich we read the naine
of Dr. Elisha Mulford, one of the most profound and
thoughtful roligious teachera of our age, and related to our
bostess. A littie farther still and we stop at a still more
unique monument, a rougli block of white quartz, just
toucbed, bore and there with a faint rosy tinge. It is
nameless, but it needs no namne, for everyane soon h-nows
that it is the tomb of Raîpli Waldo Emerson! Standing
liere, on a lovely June marning, inhalîng the balmy breatb
of the averarcbing pine, and listening to the sof t wbisper-
in- of the waving bougbs, one recalîs those lines of bis in

Woodnotes " -

As sunbeams stream tirough liberal place
And nothing jostle or uispiace,
Se waved te pinetree through niy theught
And faune(, the dreains it neyer brought.

Few poets have caught and givei more doicately than ho
the subtie influences of nature on a paet heart. Only a
little way from Emerson's grave we meet and are intro-
duced to bis daugliter, who, witb a son in tbe medical pro-
fession, are bis only representatives bore. Hawthorne bas
none-in Concord. The quiet spot, the silence of those
cgreen graves, with these imperishable names t a lalow
them, îrresistihly suggest thougbts sncb as Hawtborne in
bis yauth souglit ta express in verso

Oh, earthly pnp is but a dreain
And like at meteor's short-iived gleain,
And ail the sons cf glory seen
Shall rest beneath titis mnouidering stone.

And yet the loveliness and freshnesa of the' place, seen
in the sof t liglit of June, speak rather of inextingubishable
lile than of the inaction and insensibility we assaciate with
deatli. Let me quote llawtborne's own description of the
spot before it bad been consecrated ta its present use:

I sat down to-day at about ten o'clock in the fore-
noon, in Sleepy Hollow-a shallow place scooped out
among the woods which surround it on al aides, it being
pretty nearly circular or aval, and two or three liundred
yards in diameter. On one verge of this hollow, skirting
it, is a terraced patbway, broad enougb for a wbeel track,
oversbadowed witb oaks, stretching thoir long, knotted,
rude, rougb arma between earth and sky ; the grey skele-
tons, as you look upward, are splendidly prominent amid
the green foliage. Likewise there are cliestnuts grawing
Up in a mare regular and pyramidal ahape-white pines
also and a sbrubbery, composed of tlie shoots of ail these
trees, ever spreading and softening tbe bank on wbicb the
parent stems are grawing, these latter being intermingled
witb coarse grass. .. .... Now, when yon are noVtlihinking
of it, the fragrance of the white pines is suddenly wafted
ta you by an aimost imperceptible breeze wbich bas begun
ta atir. Now tbe breeze is the gentlest sigh imaginable,
yet with a spiritual potency insomucli that it seems ta
penetrate, witb its mild, ethereal coolucas, tbrougli the
outward akin, and breathe througb the spirit itself, wbich
abivers witb gentle deligt; and now, again, the shadows
of tbe baugbis lie as motionless as if tbey wore printod on the
patbway. Now, in the stilînoas, is beard the long, melan-
clioly note of the bird complaining alono of some wrong
or sarraw that man, or lier owr. kind, or the unmitigable
dooni of human affaira bas inflicted on ber-tbe campiaining
but unci-asing ' sufferer'"

Witb Hawthorne binisoîf ta intorprot for us the cbarm
of the spot, we leave Sleepy Hollow, at once classio and
sacred ground. As we return hameward we hait at the
pretty little ptiblic library, the gift ta the town of a public-
spirited citizen. It contains a gaad and weil-cboson col-
lection of volumes, conspicuonus amung whicli, as might bo
oxpected, are the works of Hawthorne and EmersQ>n
wbase revered countenances look dawn upon us from the
walls in bath buats and pliotograplis. The Concord folk
are justly proud of their genii loci. We also pass the
large and bandsome building of theoI"Emerson Schoil"
wboao pupils lately greeted witb bouquets the President of
the United States when hie and bis party visited the

'Wayside." We look witb spezas intereat at tbe old-
fashionod Episcopal cburcb at wbose gate Emerson,
Lawoi and Langfellow, Whittier, Hoimes and Bryant,
stood witb nncovered boada as Hawtborne's funeral passed
ot-a tribute sucli as seidom falîs ta the lot of princes.

But there is ather classic ground about Concord which
must not ho left unvisited. We bave still ta visit Thoreau's
" Walden," lying as secîudod and still as if it wore miles
away in the hoart of the "lforest primeval." And we
have a iovoly dreamy morning on the Concord river-tlie
Mu8ketaquid, ta use theolad Indian namne ta whicli Emer-
son bas lent the charni of bis vers-

Thy sPumm,.er veice, Musketaquid,feets the mnusic cf the ramn,
But sweeter riverspulsing flit

Through thee, as thon through Concord Plain.
As we read the lines we soem ta see again the stili brown
atreatn-glancing ilver in the sun-whicb winds like a

laoped riband tbrough the emerald of "Concord Plain," and
past the scattered villas that fringe the littie town. Eacb
mansion, half bîdden in luxuriant greenery, bas its terraced
water-front, its bit of smooth pebbiy beach, witb here and
there a pleasure boat drifting gontiy like aur awn on its
placid bosomn, while quiet farmhouses dot the alope of the
opposite bank. We seem ta float again lazily an in the
somewhat unsteady littie flat-bottamed boat, wliicb it is
sometimes a littie awkward ta stoor between the piers of
innumerable bridges, while aur hoctess readsalaoud in lier
silvery voice from bher own description of the fair river and
tlie restful influence of the genins loci. As she reads, the
words seem exactiy ta fit the scene abaut us. Some little
way above the village, an isiet ciad in tangled leafage,
mucb like one of aur IlTbousand Islands " divides the nar-
raw streama whicb mnakes an abrupt angle, and bere an
inscription on a granite boulder statos that "lon this hilI
iivod the Indians wha poaseseed Musketaquid befare the
white man camie and iived at peace witb tbem." And the
namo Concord is a standing testinîany ta the harnîony
whicb bore ciiaracterized the intercouirse of the colaniats
witb the sons of the soîl. Still further on we sec boforo
us a misty gray-green grave of liemlocks which aur bostesai
is very desirons we sbould reacli. For those are "lThe
Hemiocks," she explains, where Hawthorne and Emerson
and Tlioreau usod ta meet, and boneatli the shade of the
long, overbanging boughs which aimoat meet across the
stream, used ta discuas, in this fareat sanctuary the themes
and problema which were nover Far from their thouglits.
Wo toil ta roach tbem, accordingiy, but the distance seema
ta lengthen out before us, and tume presses, for this is the
day of departuro, and we bave still ta drive ta Walden
Road. Sa reiuctantly we give up the IlHemlocks " wbich
wili bcoaur Il Yarrow Unvisîtod" tili, if ever again, we have
anoiher raw on the Musketaquid.

We liad madle an attempt ta reach Walden in an eariy
morning walk, having a fancy ta approach Thoreau's
pond in the fashian approved by that persistent saunterer,
as every reader of Walden wiil recollect. But tliaugh we
knew whereabauts the pond lay in its woadland nest, it
was a différent matter ta bit on precisely the right path ta
take us daown ta its margin, se wereluctantly gave itup, find-
ing, afterwards, that a short cnt from "lThe Wayside " might
lessen the distance ta about a mile and a-hlaf. But the
drive is a deiiglitful one, througli the smoath country lanea
edged witb fern, till we reach the fringe of waodiand ; a
road that is little more than a trail leads ne dlown ta the
margin of the lake, of wbich we liad caught a fleeting
glimnpse alroady as we rushed past it in the train. When
we reacb the margin, near the spot where Tborean's but
used ta stand, we see nearly the whole of the tiny shoot
of water-about tbreo miles long-set between wiid waaded
banks, as its name IValden importe, and Iooking just iike
one of aur awn innumerable little forest lakes, each of
whicb might be a IlWalden "if it bad its Thoreau. For,
ta quote Emerson again, "lta Thorean, thore was no sncb
thing as size; the Walden pond was a small ocean; the
Atlantic a larger pond." In the littie but lie buiit for
binisoîf here, be lived alone for two yeare, under the balm-
breathing, whispering pines, a spot "fit ta entertain atravel-
ling god, and where a goddess miglit trail ber garments."
We pick a great yelaow lady's slipper and a partridge
berry blossera or two and reluctantly leave this littie
haunted lake, wbere if anywbere in the Now World fauns
and dryade might dweiî in the sliadawy receases. As we
roluctantly turn away, we are shown the raws of pinea the
recluse planted at the edge of the waod-whby, it is difficuit
ta say, where pines abounded '1 But thon ho. was, as ho
says himself, a self-appointed fareater. But ail things
muet came ta an end, ta wbicb this paper and aur Concord
visit fan nao exception. With the fair vision of Walden
pond atill befare us we bid moat reluctant farewolls ta "lThe
Wayaide," ta aur hast and hosteas, and ta the little "lLady
Margaret," pearl of the bausebold. We bear as in a
dream the parting sliriek of aur train, like a wild cry of
regret; we sec Walden pond flash for a moment in the
sunlight, and thon, we bave ef t classic Concord bohind and
are gaing back ta the actual every-day worid. We bave
vague thouglits in our mind of an ode ta"I Musketaquid,"
but are aatisfied on the whalo ta fali back on Emerson,
wba bas aiready in a fow words indicatod the natural charma
of the place as weil as the nabier charm that cansecratos
the whole:

Then flcws ainain
The surge cf stummer beauty ý deli and crag
l-lliow and iake, hiilside andl pine arcade

Are touched with genius.

And so, we mnust came back a]lways, after ail, ta Ilthe liglit
that nover wae on sea or land." FIDELLIS.

PIIILosopuv bhath nover botter carda ta show than
wbon abo checketh in prosumption, and crosseth our van-
ity ; when in poar earth sho acknowledgetb ber irresoîn-
tien, ber weaknese and ber ignorance. -Montaigne.

AmoNG the Khirgise, Baskir and other nomad tribes of
Eastern Russia and Siberia thore are frequont instances
of longevity whicb call ta mind the days of the patriarche.
At the prosent moment there is living in the Govqrnment
of Tobaisk, in the Dos-kazan settiement, an aid Khirgiae
namod Noormoabamod Maosrepofl, wbo bas attained tbe
age of 153 yeare. lus wife is equally aid,,and bis eldeat
son is 120 years of age. The oId man lias test moat of
bis teetb, and bas ta be f od on milk. The pure air of the
Steppes and the koumis diet is without doubt conducive
ta bangevity.


