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scientifie priaciples. Our young farm-
ers must ho instructed in the rudiments
of that science, and our old mon rmît
bo contented to reçoive the mca, cf-
information ivithia their rcach.

Q.uackery in agriculture is a noxi-
ous weod;- nor doos the ivy, wvhich iii-
sinuatos its destructive tondrils into the
stturdy oak, retard and injure its growvth
more cffectually, than does the adher-
once to erroneous prejudices and prac-
tices banded dowi froin father to son,
like the nostrums of Empirics, retard. tbe
improvement of agriculture. Ia con-
firmation of this re mark, as applied to
our oiva province, I nccd only refer to
the barn yards of;many of our farmers,
in whiclî a compost heap wvould bc a
labour ofkLind-iess-to the barn doors,
against which some massive timber
pressQs and performis the homble office
of a latch-to plougbs and barrows
tvinterod in the ploughcd field, exposed
to the rottùming vicissitudes of the woa-
ther-to the scattercd implemneats of
husbandry found every wbere, but iii
their proper places ;-to the little pat-
ches of cultivated. ground surrounded.
by bushes and brambles, which had os-
capod the teeth of half-stirvod cattie in
thie w-inter, and enclosed by a crazy
Virginian fonce, serpentining around the
field and inviting, rather than opposing
the intrusion of cattie ;-to fields, in

wlihpotatoos %wero comrnitted to, the
carth, with no othor manure, than the
hope of the hushandran, that Provi-
dence would give theni a miraculous

ncrease; and t o the soeds of iveods
scattered over the gYround. as if the earth
wvas not sufficiently cursod with thom
alre.ady.

There are however, somoc exceptions
to this reférence, but not, sufficient to
cstablish the opposite, as tho provailiag
state of tlîinçrs.

Thlere is acharra in rural life wvhich cx-
crcises apoworful in fluenco upon the im-
igination and recollection, and strengrth-
ens that love of county which pocts and
patriots have eulogised. It is truc that
thoso feelings of attachment do not origi-
nate exclusively from. scones of gran-
deur and richnoss, for the child that

draws nourishiment fromn the bosom of
a mother, whom nature lias flot indulged
with personal beauties, secs attractions
in the benevolent smile Nvhich illumin-
atcs lier uaifavoured features, and can
love ivith inLtense affection -- the wviId
beauties of Svitzerland bave their in-
vincible charrns for the hearts of its
peasantry, the heather of the hili exer-
ciscs its magyie influence over the feel-
in gys and affections of the Highlaridr.-
"In Ireland the fertility of hier soil,"

says an clegant writer, " the rnajesty of
bier mountains-the luxuriance of her
vallies, and the loveliness of bier lakes,

whc nk hmrivais to those in
whichi Italian skies glass their deep
azure," inspires an lrishmari with chi-
valry and romantic devotion to bis
country; and Newv-Irunswiclcan.d No-
va-Scotia, which are not deficient in
scenes of natural beauty excite their
kindred ernotions, and receive the tribute
of attachment fromn their children.

As a provincialist by birth, educa
tion and attachment, 1 proudly confess
that I love iny native province wvith ail
its roughncsses and imperfections, and
that I remember wvith feelings, sucha
hallow early rerniniscoricos, the scories
and days ofmy boyhood. ButC-1entle-
mcii whcn cultivation and the aîds anid
appliances of art improve the natural
appearances of a eountry,-it is then,
that. the neat cottagye, the orchard, the
garden, the lawn, the old oak tree, t'le
graceful elm, the rose-bush, and fra.-
grant hoaey-suckle that creeps upon the
cottage for protection and support in-
crease those feelings wvhich inspircd the
Bard of Scotland, whea lie asked

'-Brcathes thore the mnax with soul so dcad,
WVho neyer to hirnsplf bath said,
This is my own, rny native land?2"

And the sweet hawthorns of Engcland,
the enchanting beauties of its cultivated
scenes, and its flo-,cvr-clad cottages,
more than the grandeur of its magnifi-
cent palaces, touch the feelings of an
Englishman, and indiioo the wartderer
to e-xclaim, in the language, of his poct,

IlWhere'er 1 go, whatcver realm s 1 sec,
,My heart untravellcd fond!y -turns to thtc,
Stili to rny country turns!'


