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old trees %vith their far-spreading arms and rich, foliagre. Very prett3
too and picturesque are the cottages, peeping fromn overshadowiug trees,
with the ivy and the honey.suckle twining arouind; and tho blooîning
hedge-rows, to iich wve have nothing to correspond on this side of the
Atlantic.

1 spent ten days rarnbling among, the lakes of Cumrberlandl and
Westmorelaud; but at the close of this short sketch, I shal nlot attempt
auy account of' what 1 saw. Even a brief description would require
an article to itseff. Here is met some of the nost beautiful scenery iii
ail this beautiful world. Thle queen o? the Eunglish Lakes, to my thiink-
ing, is Windermere-peerless in its loveliness; ivith ivhosc exquisite
beauty you could Do more find fault titan witli the twvinkling of the
evening star, or the full moou. Plydal and Grasinero Lakes, vhîich.
are close to, Windermere, are also littie geins of beauty. ln a littie
ehiurelî-yard close te Grasmere, are the graves of Wordsworth and
Ilartley Coleridge, son of' thc famions Samuel Taylor Coleridge.
Neyer 'vas there a sweeter spot for a poet's grave titan. Grasmere-thu
g«rand old mountains, that WToodsworth loved su well, looking dowvu
upon it; and the lakes, which Wordsworthi t,,ught ail the world to
admiire, spreading, arotind. From UlIswater Lake ;I c loxnb the dark
brow of the migylity llleln"amountain betwecn three and four
tliousaud fect hiigb, from tie top of ivhichi, in a beautif'ul, elear day 1
tujoyed a prospect nover te be forgotten. Derwentwater Lake is
.assoeiated witli the memory of' Southey, who sleeps in Keswick
Clmurch Yard, near Greta Hall, te scene of bis noble literary touls.

At every turn ainong these lakesjpurists, by the score, and from ail
.countries, are eueoutered,-somne of tbcm, like unhappy mortalb

do2' pncehrrig on froin place to, place, intent only on 1.doing"
the faînotîs localities, to be able te say Ilthey hîad beon there." For
any benefit thîey obtain tlîey iniglit as well act on Shoridau's suggestion
and say they hiad beon there witbouit goin- titrough the to 1 of the
.joîirney. Mauy others, bowever, are possessed of the requisite culturt,
and taste to enable theni to enjoy the exquisito beauties o? the seene.
Amoug these tourist-s- are to bu met sonie fine specimens of the Auglo-
Saxon stock-ladi1es wvith clear healtlîy complexions, finely developcd
busts and graceflil carriage,-and men, tall, m-uscular, plump and rosy,
into wlîose coInl)osition some of the very best bec? and ale, and Ilthe
finest of tie wlîet" has entered. It takes centuries o? good feeding
and comfortable, housing to develope froin Ilthe nnkempt Savagre
,iuel a fine, manly -race as the English. lu it are ne sigus of decay,
but pleuty of* euergy and vitality. Of course 1 speak of the travelling
'class, wvho are cbiefly from te mniddle and upper ranks. The pale
factory-workers and smok-e-griiîned artisans of the great ciLles, are a
feeble, degencrate riace. 1 have a passion for exaînining old clinrehes
and church-yards, and, after somue expericuce among thent, I came tu
the conclusion titat about 150 years, in te lachrymose chimate of
Bngland, eflitce tic deepest cut Jetters on a tomb-stone; and that «a
terin o? three centuries obliterates the features in the liardest materiat.
of which a statue cau ho made. ITn Keswick Churcb I saw the
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