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ness." So did theIT was wvitlî a feeling of excited expectanicy, quaint aid Quaker "thiee," whlîi lie used,

that, in fulfilmenit af a previous appoint- alter the oddly tîngranimatical Quaker usdige,
ment, 1 found niyself gliding out ot the with the verb iii me third person singular.
Old Colon>' Station at Boston and steani- lt wvas a point iii wvicn lie tena,'iously clung to

ing away into the pleasanit pastoral country the habit of bis people and Uie traditions of bis
of nothern Mlassacliusetts, whici Xlittier' s youth.
muse lias made aliinost as classic as the Ayr- 1-le led the way at once into bis study-a
sbire of Burns. Old, quaint New England Ipleasant room occupying the whole breadthi of
towns w~ith fariliar nines wvere passed one the biouse, and having iii front a glass door
after another, and tlien tile bracing air of the a pening into a front piazza, and at tie rear
sea trade itself teit, and one cotild discern, iii two windows looking into the plum and apple
the distance, the long, indented line af coast trees of an old-fasbîoned gardeii. Everytliing
that XVittîer's flowvîng lines have tauight us to iii it wvas iii quiet tones of drab and braovn, and,
lave. Howv that soit, distant blue, contrzasted Y fi ke the rest ofte lieouse, it gave the inîpreb-
wvitlî the line of yellow sand that outlined bay' sion of immaculate neatness. On the wvalls
and pronîontory, witli tlieir background af 'vas a modest wvorking collection of baoks,
sloping wvoodland, suggested the lines front chietly poetry. As lie told me, nîobt of blis
"«The Tent an ilie Beach": books wvere at Oak Knioll, the beautiful countrv
"Nortliward, a great bluff broke tlie chain residence of some relatives, wvbicb lie latterly
0f sandhills; soutlîward stretelied a plain made bis chief place af abode. But nat-
0f sali grass, %vithîa river winding uoWni, withstanding the beauty of its wvoodland sur-
Sait-whîiened, and beýond the steeple of the towl.' rounidings, as lie descrîbed tbiem, Amesbury
Quiet oId Neîvburyport, wvith its placid river, wvas the fitting place ta nieet lîini in, for it ivas

Wenhami, recalling oiie af Whittier's mnost strik- Uie place wlbere be liad wvorked and written
ing ballads,-Beverly (a favourite hautit of both during the greater part af bis; busy lufe ; ever
Wliittier aîîd Holmies), are passed ; and tlien we since lie had leit the old he(mestead at Haver-
braticl off front te main line on a road w~hicli biilI, whvlîi he lias so teuîderly immnortalised for
seemis private for Aniesbury itself, as it ranîbles us in Il Siiow-bound," Amiesbury vvas the
aînid green pastures and still waters, beside place wvhere lie bai 1 beaten his music onit,'
purling brooks and among ausky pine-woods, where his geîuius biad nîatured from tbat of the
till, îvitl a wlîistle tbat seemis rudely ta break dreamy youîîg versifier lilo tbat of the.maîi af
on tlîe clîarmied quiet, wve draw up at a action aîîd passion, and finally into the seer
little station, and dismnoiit itîto the old-world and prophet wbio lias left us qanie of the
quietuide ai old-fasbioned Amesbury. îîoblcst spiritual lyrics iii Uic Etîglisli language.

Now, tlîe wvriter, iii ber simplicity, expected Here, toa, lie lîad lielped ta figlbt and win tlîe
that every mian, wojnan and chld iii Aniesbury battle for tbe freedorn of the slave, and that
wvould kiiow ail about the man wvlio lias made other battUe against a false public opinion
the place a houseliold word wvii sa niany wvbicli, at first despising the ardent yoaung
readers. But tAie oId story af tlîe propliet iii Abolitionist, as it did aIl bis brothers-iiî-arnms,
lus awn country seenied ta be at least partially ended by veileratisig, as be deserved, Uic Nestor
true, even wvitlî regard ta s0 popuilar a poet as ai Amierican poets.
XVlittier, and it %vas anlly aiter repeated inquiry Seating bis visitor, with careful courtesy, in
that, at last, 1 toak my îvay, as directed, along a comiortable chair, an bis lert side, lie ex-
thie winding mainî street, soniewlîat recalling tlîe plained playfully, 1 « nîy riglît car is my wvrong
" 1High Street," af ald-couîîtry fowns, and past ear," for a sliglît deafiness was appareîîtly the
a quaiuît oid clock-tower, wvhich seems ta date anly sign af failing faculties. In tlîe pleasant
back to tne palmydaysofFanuteilllall. Tien, two lîours af friendlv talk wilîi followed, lie
turning iuîto a quiet, slîady street or lane,-in toticlied on many subjects , but among the most
wlîicli rient wooden biouses stand at dignified intcresting wvas lus reference ta bis early days
intervils,-eacli embowvered iii the slîady secitu- iii tle aid Quaker home, witl its dcarth af any-
sian ai its awn « doar-yard '-I staod at length thing thant could be called literature, espcîally
at tlîe door af tlîc modest, but typical pale buif oi poetry, afi~li indeed tliere wvas none out-
mnisian, its (bars and windaws picked out side af the Bible. He spake af Uie ixever-ta-be-
wvith whbite, and its gateway shiaded by a mag- forgotten evening wlien bis iriend, the youuîg
nificent mnaple; wliicli 1 asccrtained wvas the one sclîool-niaster afIl "Suîw-bour 1," brouglit iii
I sougbt. the niagic volume af Burns' immartal Jyrics,

''Yes! Nfr. Wliittier wvas at hiome,'' and 1 w~as the reading ai wliich first intraduccd hîim iîîtc
uslicred by a grave elderiy domestic inta an tAie enchanted realm ai pocsy, and set bis ownl
immlaculatcly licat, but somiewliat prini parlour, musc atw~ork. He lias leit us, iii lus awi lovely
evidently tlîe 'best parloir ' and îîot iii tbe paem ta Burnis' memary, a vivid recard of tlîe
habit of being lived iii. I liad scarcely timie ta wvitcIiery af titis music over tlîe inîpressible
scan the oId family portraits on tlîe walls, oîîe young poetic sou], wvlose geriius lîad sa much
ai tilîem a fine crayon portrait af Uic pact's in cammon witli that ai the Ayrslîire paet.
motAier. wlien the doar apcncd, and 1 stoad up I have îîeverbecîî in Scotlztid," le observed
ta be cardially grected by a taîl, spare, but (for, strange ta sa>', iî thîis age ai travel lie lîad
digîîified aId mati, iii old-faslîioned attire, as be- nieyer crosscd the sea) ; " but if 1 werc ta go
fitted lus age, wvitli the canîbisîcd (Iignity and thîcre, 1 should knowv everv spot Burns lias
sinmplicity of tlîe truc Quaker. It toa aiten Sung. "
liappeuis, alas, tlîat tthe first mneetingr with sane Tien lie began ta put bis own fauîcies into
chicrislied liera of tAie imagination is fraugbt wvith verse ; and it wvas thraugh bis sister, witîiaut
disappointilient; but tliere wvas nothiîig dis- bis kncwledge, sending ane af lus productions
appaintig about meetinig wvitli joln Greeuîleaf ta thie country uiewspaper, that lic first came
WViitticr. Thc tail, erect foarm, unbeuît by lus iuîto conîtact vith its editor, lus future iriend
eighity years; tlîc simple, uîicauscious dignity ai aîîd conirade, Garrisoui ; and also, wvitl tlîe aid

ai Garrisan's persuasion, gained bis fatlîer's
consent ta proceed wvith lits lîardly wvon educa-
tion.

I lien," lie sa;d, 'I got inta the Abolitianist
campaign," a.îd for a Urne lie tirewv tie wvliole
farce ai lus being into the coîîflict, îvbîcli
brougbit out aIl lus latent pawcrs, and, wvlile it
divertcd for a trne bis poctic genius into
polemical channels, neverthîeless made Wliittier
a itobler man .han tAie mere puetic hiermit lie
iîîiglît bave otlierwvise become. To tlîe Storm
auîd stress ai tbat contest we owe sucli stirriuig
poems as l"The Old Sotti," and the noble
burst ai thianksgiving euîtitled, «" Laus Deo. " It
roused imi irami a dreamer into tbe poct-seer.

And the passianate sympathy with the op-
pressed-the passianate pratest against wrong
-could stili be seen ta flash from the dark,
deep-set eyes, wvhîen lie touched upon the sins
ai the age a,îd the failure oi tlîe Cliurcb at
large ta discbarge lier mission against the
natural selfisliness ai humanity.

1To me," bie said, 1 "the selfislîness ai the
very richi--tlie tokeîî ai moral paverty-is more
painful ta witness tlîan the material paverty ai
the very paar." And it wvas difficult for hini
ta uîîderstand iowv men could so forge the
dlaims ai hîuman brotberflood-nat ta speak af
thie commanîds ai Clirist-as ta grind riches
for tliemsel-. .s out ai tAie sufferings and necessi.
ties ai their suffering brothiers auJ sisters. Yet
lie was tbankful, too, for the growtli ai tlîat
purer spirit wvhicli lie lias defined as tlîe essence
ai Chîristiauîity:

who halds bis broulier's wclfare
As sacred as bis own,

XVbo loves, fargi"les and pitics,
Hie serveili Me alone.'

lIn Canada he lîad evidently a stroîîg iîîterest
-though au learning that bis visitar wvas a
Canadian by birth, he playiully remarked,
lThen tee is an Americanî! " Hehlimiseli, lie

said, just misscd being Canadian by birth,
for lie to!d liaw bis iatlîer, wvlien a yotung man,
had planned ta go wvitli a band ai otliers inta
the Canadian wvilderiiess, but wvas deterred by
the accounts tlîey heard of tvild beasts and
Indians,-and inclement ivinters. And s0 we
tlius missed thue chance ai claiming Whittier
for aur first Canadian paet.

0f Tenînysoni, lie spake as ai an acknow-
ledged niaster in poetical art, and referred ta
luis exquisite poem, IlCrossing the Bar," as a
perfect lyric. «" 1 wislî 1 could have wvritten
that poem," lie said, wvitli a hialf sigli wvhich
nmade aoie feel that Whittier, as one said af
hin, 1 was a very hiumait man,' true saint as
lie wvas ! Twa portraits on bis wvall lie pointed
out, ouie ai his fricnd Emerson, a gift from
luimself, and thie other, ofIi;is 'favourite liera,'
Gardon, of Khîartoum. He also shaoved me
tlîe portraits ai bis mother, wvlose eyes he
iiîiîerited, and ai tlîe sweet early-lost yauing
sister, wbose nîemary sa inqpired somte ai tlîe
mast beautiful lines ai 1 "Snowv-bound. "

And yct, dear hecart, rcnîcmbcring ihee,
Ar, 1 fot richer than of old? "

It wvas iii tlîe very spirit ai tliese lines thiat
lie said reflcctively, Il 1 value the friends 1
have left, but 1 think most ai those wvho are
guie ; and I ani wvaiting! ' It wvas anly about
fifteer, -uîontlis aiter that that lie had ta wvait:
and wvlo cati doubt bis welcome !

The lîappiest visit must came ta an end, and
with luis kindly wvords ai farewveil and patriarchal
benedictian still in my cars, 1 cauglît irom the
gate my hast glimpse ai the venerable face and
fornu ai hîim to whlose life and works we may sa
fitly apply Uic closing stanza af his own pacm
on Wordswvorth :

"4Art builds on sand; the works ai pride
And lîuman passion chatigo aud faîl;

But that whicl, shares thîc lie ai God
With Him survivcth ail 1 '


