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bruised, îny hand spraine-d, and my head stunned, which spolled
my makingy hyruns, or thinking at aIl titi the next day, wlien
the Lord broughlt us safe to, Newcastle."

.As an inst-"ice of the ruling passion of his life surviving the
ardour of youth, and blossoming eveii in the autumn and winter
of age, the story is told of him, that it wvas his wvont in
declining years to ride out every day on a littie grcy pony. When
hie mounted, if a subjeet occurred to his mind lie would proceed
to expand it and put it in formn; lie wvould then write the hymu
thus gyiven to him in short-hand on a small card kept for the
purpose. IReturning to bis house at City IRoad, hie would leave
the pony at the door and mnr in, exclaimning, "lPen and iiuk
Pen and ink 1" and after writing the hymn hie would sainte the
fainily.

It miay not be uninteresting just here to note that a stumblinig
horse wvas flot the first thing that threatened to spoil our niiinstrel's
hymn-making, and indeed to deprive the Church of bis genius
ahtogether. When our bard 'vas yet a boy, Garrett Wesley-a
,gentleman of largre fortune iii Ireland-wanted to adopt him as
bis hieir and take him to lIreland. But the lad declinied the fiat-
tering, offer. This gentleman afterward adopted IRichard Colley,
an Irish relative, wlio took the name of Wesley, becomii the
grandfatIier of the illustrious Wellingyton, Bngiand's Iroin Duke.
Job ni Wesley cails this "ea faim escape;" and s0 it wvas i more
ways than one; for if young Charles had accepted the brilliant
offeî' there would have been no Wellingrtoni to have emblazoned
British arms, and no Wesley to have enriched the psalinody of
the Chiurch. England would have had no Waterlou> and Meth-
odism no minstrel. *With Charles himself, bis choice miglit hiave
made a peer, but it would have marred a poet.

Juidgiiug, however, from the distinctive toue of bis poetic
gellius and the mould it took, lie does not appear to have
regîetted the choice lie made; for it is to be remarked that bis
muiise is a joyous one. It is true our poet h 'as gIiven. indication
of conisidlerable power in that class of compositions whichi are
teraîed elegraic, nostly referriiug to deatl, and the grave. S tili, it
is not often that bis hand touches this n.inor chord ; when hie does
lie,

"With master's band and prophet's fire,
Strikes the deep sorrows of his lyre.'
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