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* See how those 1arge bunch&s of. blossom whiten in. tbe shade of
Let us draw near and obServe théid beauty. :What 2
profusion of flowers! How thickly theslight §ranches are covered
with then!, How fair they are! How delicafe in colour, yet, at
the sume . time, how ubpretending ! with som hing of a rusticity
in their .appearance,  yet with how fragrant a-biath!  And what o
busy. buzzing crowd of bees- are fluttering inf them !  Keats.has

charmingly sung of ) »
A bush of.] Mav-Qowers, with the bees ab%t»them.

‘you oak !

Soft 1—'tis the lowmn’ of a cow, And thege she is—beautiful
creature f—stra)mn' -from_her- vasture, and eropping the daisied
-rreensward of the lane. Here over the hedwe, 11; her fellow. Knee
deep she stands in.rich verdure and golden bu’ltercups, lifting her
amiable face as we approach, and -(‘

~ TLooking up asla.nt,
With sleepy eyes, and meek mouth rummant

How happy she seems‘ How much she enJoys the bounty of
nature! Iow contented she appears with her lot! No aspira-’
tions, no ambxtion, to be other than she is! Pnul Potter, at his
best, skilfi:! though he was, would have failed in delineating. her
Deauty. He could never have produced her like, What a rich
purple gleam of hyaciuth is on this old bankl' Whatan nﬁluence
of vegetation, fresh and green! The tiny runlet glides a long un-
heard, buvied in the emerald depths of grusses and feathery fem.‘
A fine study this for the landscape painter; a'sweet corner for his
picture. ' ° |
Stand we a moment in the gloom of this 0 1d magnificent oaL
stretching its arms ov er oir heads as if to blesq us.

Such tents the patriarchs loved
© Mossy is its trunk, and encinctured with a tw"me of ivy to-its-cen-
tral branches. The small birds love to. nesﬂe therein, and sport
among the glossy leaves. Lookup! How green the twilight 1g-
prisoned there!  How intricate and involved the timber! What
an exuberance of foliage! What ruddy scatlterings of apple-fruit
here and there, peeping through the .green! What a  delightful
choir for the heart-stirring songsters of. May! Sweet it.were torest
here 2t early dawn, couched in the solemn shade, on the soft moss,
breathing the hawthorn-scented gale, and hstenm" with enraptured
| e

Tk
ughs, yetaway.

ear
'To every lay,
“Vhich comes down from the green.b
Startles no sullness
JUXNE.

Or, suppose it to be an, evening closing ‘z the']éafy month of
June,” or at the beginning of July, on “lich we take our stroil
- through tli¢ verdantlane. The hedgerowsare the.n dresscd in their
- loveliést attire; and are truly delightful to ok on, covered with.a.
profusion of gay flowers : the pink" a.ml wlite clusters of the wild’
rose ; the purple blossoms of the mght-oha e and veteh; thelarge
creamy bunches of cider-bloom; the snoivy hemlock ; campion
stars, crimson and white; the cerulean flojers of the speedwell;
and the odorous honeysuckle, .gadding from bush to bush ; these

are radiantly. conspicuous, amid a host of minor beauties, charming
the heart of every beholder, from the*httle ild, burthened with a
posy us big as himself, - and the love-sick youth, .who culls a nose-
gay for his mistress fair, to the hoary old n%zm, leaning on hisstaff,
who has crawled forth into the green l'\né while it is yet day, to
feel, upon his withered. cheek, the freshr{ers of the sumner breeze ;
to bask in the rays of the declining sunj to rejoice—though Le
himself is fast sinking into the tomb—in all the life, and loveliness,
and joy that .are around him; to cateh a backward glimpse of -the
bright days of his youthful years, when the flowers which grace his
path, though still a pleasure to behold, possessed, to his young fun-
.cy, a charm: and a fascination, a richness ‘and intensity of bLauty
of which they seem now bereft ; and ‘

Thou"h nothing can bring back the hour
of splendour in the grass, , of glory in the flower;

though the halo wh;ch has passed away from the earth can never
again be restored to Liis vision, vet he is cheerful amnid the bloomy
aiﬂvence. the decp luxuriant vegetation, that entirclehim on every
sice ; cheerful in the bounty and Leneficence of that great good Be-
ing whom he woxships night' and morn—whose hand, with lavish'
prodigality, has strewwn his path with nature's beauties, and Encom-
passed him withi the promise of good to come; cheerful, perhaps,
in the recollection of a life well spent, in the memory of virtuous
deeds and eadearing charities; cheeriul in the prospect of a bright

"

future, in a world where life knows no.change of season, w here

summer's sun sets not, nor declines from its meridien splendour,
ard where t/he beautiful flowers of summers know .not what it is to

fade. _ ' :

Reader !} this is indeed a pleasant path. ~We'will stroll gently
along, ang keep.an observant eye upon every ohject of interest we
meet. withy, for 2 store of delight is in the Derspectn e, 4 'rolden har—

A WELL.
Step iside ! what have we here, in this leafy nook? .To what
'Y of the lanes will :h's smal] footpath through the . green-
.ollow and wom, mtroduce us? How mnbraﬂeous a cor-
' cool I: “The taper leaves of this Jmot of. milows quiver in

What a multltudc of roses ! what a pro
And see how this green nook teems

_|.membrance, as having:conferred a Benefit on his species.

ner t for-ferns j-andvthe broad ma-vml‘u:ent*'lem'c§§ of b’unfock “‘and
this: bUSh}'fcanOP)"Of thawthoriy willows: anﬂ umbrageous elm,*over- _
-shadows a well.: “Yes, "tis‘a' well, fossy; but 1at dgepied » o

Whose patient level-peepsits crystal eye »
w,. . Right, upward throughithe bushes, !0 the sky. -

‘Lock down }how green! kw-cool l<how, dehmouSr would.be a'long
draurrht of its clear, water' And how. beauhful issthe ! bit of‘whea-
ven reflected.in its «erystdl eye;”. that stiny: cloudet saxlmg across
the blue!l-: . ,;: A

‘In the enstern wworld, from the.remotest pefiod, -a:well ot sweet
waters hs been beld as an inestimable treasure, of far greater value
than heaps of silver or precious stones; and:"the individual who
digged: a.well, was.considered warthy to be. hiolden in lasting re-
Tn the
:01d Testament times, the digging of a well waslooked .upon as a-
‘matter of sufficient moment to_be recorded in history.

_iIn this saucy little island of Britain, where the carth is so proli.
ﬁc of its springs of sweet:water, a. well, and the digging of a well!
are matters of fur-less consequence than they:have at any time been

i the east, -!No one. signalizes himself herc by boring a few yards
‘into the earth in search of water,  Als for the fame of the.deed.
‘well- dlggm" has: become” an. everyday trade, and the:persons who
‘make it their:constant occupatpn arevery commonplace people in-
.deed. But even.in this our country, a well of pure water is 4 trea-
‘'sure. In some parts, a-single well supplies:the needs of an entire
village. . ‘And, in strolling throughrthe green‘lancs and rural roads
of Old England, whenever we meetavith'a well by the -wayside,
we invariably find.near it orat no great distauce, a hanlet or clus-
ter of cottages,- .sending-up its blue smake!quietly from among the
trees, and ennchmg the landscape with its besuty. - Children are
fond. of playing abouta well, greatly-to: the terror of their ‘watch-

sometunes in:little pools; swinging on the windlass ; - or ninking
mud of the erystal spring with.pebbles: and many a charming
groyp have weseen thus employed, .which the pencil of a Gainsbo-
rough would have made immortal. To aus, g well is at all-timcs,
in itself, a pleasure to behold; and we love, in our summer-cve

one, nooked in some-leafy, lush reccss,. fern- fringed, and- mossy to

the rusty chain, and,fetch up abumper.cool as the polarice, and
grateful as cool. | We have said, it is a certain indication ‘of the
near proXimity of those picturesque abodes—those -snug, suckle.
wreathed, rose-embowered, romantic dwellings, for which: ¢ Merré
Enu]and” has Yong been famed—the «cottage homes of her peasant-
ry. . And here, turning this/ crook ‘of the lane in Which we dre

trees.matted over our hcnds, we come soméwhat nbruptl; ,ona olis-
ter of sweet cots, standing, in social fellowship, side by ~lde

N corm CE MOMES.

:@h,:ye.charming habitations, that scem the favorite abodes of
peace and happiness! long, long may-ye be at a distance from, t‘:e
.great and noisy world—

The crowd, the hum, the shock of men !
“Long may the cares, and troubles, the vices and folhes, thu heart-
Jessness and hollow deceit of the world, be unknown in your em-
bowered walls, beneatl your mossy and tree-sheltered roofs! DMay
the toiling slaves of commerce, the thunder of forge and loom,
never scare away that hes althy quiet which.abides with-you in this
-verdant and ﬁLqucstered lotality! May the gale of heaven, now
bearing on its wings the sweet spm] of your garden plots, the frag-
rance of the new-mown. ha), the delicious odours. of the bean and
. clover. b]ossom, never be: contammated with any of: the noisome
.smakes and smells of crowded cities, stretehing in foul vy ergrowth
across'the fzce of the Jand, and converting the daisied meadow in-
to a wretched,court, the green lane into a close and squalid alley,
the rustic dwelling of the peasant into:a w orkshop for the mecha-
‘nic; but (as' Goldsmith beautifully says) may every breeze breathe
-health, and évery saund be but the echo of tranquillity | O peace!
that preferest the humble habitation of the cottager to the mansion
of the rich and great, forsike not these quiet auodes' Let them
ever be sacred to thee, and to the joys which are thine offspring !
Preserve:them in the entirety of their Joveliness; protect them
from desceration; and may the charm that now hangs around them
in their beauty. abide.with them for ever!

Mine bea cotbeside & hill ;

A bee-hive's hum shall soothe mine ear;
A willowy brook, that turns a mill,
. With many a fall shall linger near!

Let us sit upon this rude-stile, in the shade of this fine umbrage-
ous sycamore, and contemplate,for'a féew moments, the charins of
the cottagegroup before us.. How swoetly. thé evening suni looks
~nipon them in their beauty, shedding his golden light updr:x"th’ntch

‘and_wall, and stre%rm through the flower-fringed lattice, with a
- { blaze and brn)lwmﬁ%ﬁ to:a conflagration? [How lovely theclus-

ter of lilacs noddingFover thatimossy roof! *And those branchmn‘
oaks, still higher, beside which-the thin blue smoke curls slowly
and gracefully.to the bluersky ! How charming- the old elder,
by: yon cottage. paling, bedight with creamy. bunches of blossom=- |
the promise of a.delicious cordial for winter nights! By the bv,

. the picture of aricEnglish: cot would be mcomplete without ‘this

.a,ppe._nd_:}c. : iticannot dispense with the eldér tree, growing by the

little wicket; or nooked in a corner of the garden. -

ful mothers.; dabbling in the.spilt water that, around its edge, lies

ramblings through the verdant lanes, dearly love to stumble upon

the bottom, whose clear and bubblmg avaters tempt us.to uncoil:

wandermg, and ~passing- throu0h the shade of this brothcrhood ‘of’

-seat |
-braathing the freshness: of lieaven’s pure breezes; listening to tho

-saothied by t

i
i
I

zstic must not be overlooked.! ” And see, n’fround‘that humble door,
the bowery screeii of thick nastur‘tium, wichiis‘viiiid-;gfeen leaves,
round and smooth, ~and:iflamyiotange: coloréd“blpsﬁomsl How
very beautiful the; .crowvd of roses-blushing on*\'onder wlnt'.-washed
wall, and soaring to the root'!: They blmfr to’ reco]]ecnon the
words of Coleridge— . ™ "o v vl wg s o
: Our tnllcst rose' - o T e
Pcep'd at the chamber window.

'‘Brightly that:little casement looks out.from thé%oil of woodbiny -
with which it is enwreathed,, like 2 joyous and:glittering eye h—
‘How snug is yon cottage porch, with its leafy: walls,.and one rude

I_-Iow.sw’eeth place to :sit in, after the ﬁﬁs rof the duy ;

b
)
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loud-voiced thrush—the fa]l of distant waters—the ringiny; voices

of playful children ; inhaling the fragrance of flowers—the breath -
of new-mown hay ; gazing .on the biue sky's witchéry—the gran-

deur of the stately cloud-—the maguificent suaset—the gentle ris-

ing of the silver moon—the first faint appearance of the stars ;

he aoft hush ¢f evening, and p;'xrtuki.ng la'rgbly of that

ound 1% 4

COT:TAGE ‘GARDENS,

Jeace wh.u.h 11

Step nearer, and let us peep over those palings into the little
garden-plot so.redolent of sweet odours. See'l in yonder corner,
the cottager isat-work; turning.up theSoil.  Hark to the tinkle of
his spade as its hits against the pebbles | and mth what a 1ing the
light dry carth leav es it, as he labours with mwht aid main to ac-
complish his bit of dlggmﬂ' befor€nightfallt  How he nerves him-
seif to the task ! 'No shuflling—no straight.backs! He has evi-
dently made up his mind what to do, and to do it quickly ; and:it-

is fine to behold the actmty of his brawny arms, and the p]ay ot
his lusty sinews. ’ b

How neat the ﬁower-border«round the cottage wall, cdged \"lth
daisies! 'The good man prides himself -in keeping it orderly and
trim. . Therd you perceive a knot or two of choice pinks: bunches
of siveetivi_ll_iams, in rich varieties ; lupines ; the elegant larkspur
-candytuft ; crowds of glowing poppies; and the Frenchman’s
darling—fragrant miguionette. ~ Here is the:flaming orange-lily,
in all its glory ; the double marygold.; the clustering pansy, “ rich
and rare;” nasturtium, with its. host of blooms ; and the (ueen of
fowers, the rose.  Beside the window towers the lofty hollyhock ;
and sweet-pees conspire to keep the open lattice-in ]eafy bomlafre.

Under the hawthorn, on the bank by the wicket, Tabby, tl'!&
cottage cat, has couched herself in tho sun, Leen]y alive-'to every *
4mohon in, the Iong grass and leay os around her j whilst the restless’
mn«fple, in the wicker cage that lumgs beside the dom, looks :.un-

1
nmg]v about !nm, and chatters, voluble and loud S

. % COTTAGE fc:-m_nnms !

)

Stroll we on a few paces to'where the children are at play in the
lane. ' - )

Blessthem ! We love to hear their sweet voices ringing cheeri-
ly and clear under the open sky.  We love those noisy games of
which they are. ) foml-—tlrc mirth that smrt]es Echo from her
sleep— ‘

And shews the native gladness of their hearts,

‘Here they are, bareheaded, and some of them barefooted, but
health blooming upon their cheeks, and rapture sparkling in their
eyes. Look at the iittle party g rrambolhmr on the greensward.—
Over they go—-heels over head! What care they.for the hard
‘knocks they get infalling!  And how delighted they are—what
a shout of merriment is set up—when one af their number rolls in-
to the ditch l-=Tlappy children, tumb]e on ‘—gnmbol whilst yu
may |—the days are coming when )ou must tmI for. the poor pit-
tance that buys you daily bread.; when the cares of life will weigl
leavy on your: hegrts, 7ow so hounding and so elated ! Lnjoy the
Dlissful present, then, as much as you can—there is no time to'be
lost. Overagain!

Sec that young urchin, with red cheeks and flaxen cnrls, pad-
d]ing in the. runnel that bustles nlong undu von hedge-side ! How.
‘he loves to feel the coel water dance over ]1 is toes! How eagerly
he pounces upon the minnow that d'n'ts from beneath the mossy
stone before him, or comes flitting ‘down the stream! How he
flogs the tall weeds with his stick; and de]"rhts in1paking a pud-
dle of thie crystal ‘brovklet I Poul Palette.

Revoruttonary ANECnoTE—Nr, B., a merchant of "Provi-
dence, I 1. was owner of a most fortunate Privateer, which sailed
out of the port of Providence.. On one cecasion, when she had

’ just unshipped a.cargo of sugar, &e. ‘taken from a very rich prize,

The character- |.

in rolling it into,the yard, one of the hogsheads stove, and a quan~
. A poor woman in the  neighbourhood sce-
-ing the disastey, rud and flled ber. d.]‘}l‘DD Mr.o B from the loft

obhis store called-out;: .t What are .you: doing there"' The poor
woman looking up answerced, ¢ Privateering, sir:' . The retort was
so forcible, that the merchant imoyediately made her a present ‘of

the entire hogshead.

tity of sugar fell out.

‘Favrrs oF’ TEeacuzrs.—Teachers are t'oo apt to l:ly down great
prmclples, andlosd'sight of small matters: like the polar star,
“wwhich guwes a man ona journey. round the world, Lut 1ot in his:
.dm') walks, ' ¢ .

Whien” Ve dre alone, we have our thourrhts to nntch—m our fa-
milies, our tempers, and in society, our topgue.

L J'..‘l’l



