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spring ;—the little world, also, which he addresecd, gratefully commended,—
but, meanwhile the poet, pined, und suffered, and died.

McPherson worked a little us an urtisan as the former notice states,—but
neither mind nor body was fit for success in such oceupation, e became a
schoolmaster j—and the irksome duties of that sphere, did not press as heavily
as might have heen expected, on the poet, beeause they were somewhat con-
genial to hie tone of mind, Ilc made himeelf' capable as a schoolmaster ;
contracted rather a love for hmparting the knowledge he had won, and could
have gone on, very willingly,—teaching, in a rurul situation, communing with
his own mind and nature, and having little ambition heyond humble compe-
tence and poetic fame,

Thos. who are acquainted with such matters,—these who kuow the poor
arrangements hy which rural schools generally are kept in existence,—who are
aware of the yet unremoved reproach that rests on our highly favoured Pro-
vinee, respecting want of adequate system for one of the most important
iuterests,~such readers need not be told, that the way-side school was not the
place for a poctic temporument to find competence. Somd persons, of keen
active dispositions, ay, in such situations, manage to be of much vse to others,
and some to thems Ives; they busile along, so as to cosure a showy school, to
scrape payments together carefully, and to sequire many of the minor append-
ages und #ids to comfort, But McPherson was not one of these : he taught
those who came ; he compiled a little 1reatise on 2 branch of the Mathematics,
he simplified some other bravches ;—he wrote poetry on afternoons and even-
ings,~and was not thut enough?  Should not adeguate means result, without
any additional plodding and pluning and toiling?  He found, poor fellow, that
it was not enough,—and varied privations and cause of carking care ensued.

During one or two visits to Halifax, he evinced but slight intcrest, in matters
thut might be supposed novelties to a young man from the country. He felt
some concern in the greater world, and those who occupied the public stage,
but his inclination reverted to the lake, and the woodland,—the village school,—
and to the poetizing, during the * forest walks,”—or by the humble ingle of his
cottage. ‘The world of rural life, and of his own imaginings, were cnough for
him. .

One of his greatest and latest worldly cfforts, was an endeavour to have a
house of his own. He thought this a great object, and made progress in col-
lecting materials and performing some of the handicraft. But the frail
tenement of flesh was tottering to its buse ;—it soon went to the narrow dwell-
ing place,—and the spirit to the House not built by hands,

There was much of pathos in McPherson’s later circumstances, as exhibited
in his conversations and his pocms. He loved life and livihg things; he
admired the bright and beautiful objects of the world about him ;—home, and
home friends and home scenes, were deur to his henrt,—and yet he turned |




