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His numbers tuned: who, fiom tne fount of
tiuth,

Poured melody, and beauty poured, and love,
In holy streams, into the human heart,

And, from the height of lofty argument,
Who, *¢justified the ways of God to man,”

And sung what stiil he sings, approved in
heaven.
Bk. iz. 501-508.

Ryz.
Lt

MUSINGS, &c.

L.

The Christian has a day of cessation
from toil ; so has the village pedagogue ;
and that day, like the Christian, he usually
devotes to relaxation and his own pecui.ar
pleasures. After impressing, mentally and
physically, a number of urchins for five
days of the week, how we shall spend the
sixth is never a problem of difficult solu-
tion. If the day is fine, the solution most
frequently presents itself to me in the form
of ¢rout—ideal two-pounders, bringing to
my ears music of shady brooks. Trudging
along the dusty road for a mile or two,
with enongh worms in my pocket to terrify
every female in the aeighborhoed, in each
snowy cloud that rests upon the hilly hor-
izon or creeps up the sky, lurk promises of
trout. Each group of thought'ess youn:-
sters enjoying their first experience of the
worl@’s ups and downs on the road-side
teeter, or swinging from the tops of frag-
rant young junipers see:n to me so many
dangling trout. At last a field of hum-
mocks is reached, such as those among
which we used to play, making a world of
a six-acre lot, and peopling it with bright
childish fancies. Ob, Grassy Mounds! we
escape from the enchantments of youth
only to find you graves hiding forever
childbood and childhood’s dreams. Down
over the bank, near the brook, is a thick
clump of ferns. Dyed brown by the er.’y
frosts they emit a pleasing odour. So
Nature when dying wears her sweetest
smile. The setting sunr prevents the live-
liest hues. The parting spirit grows
heavenly as it nears the Evermore.

A lazy wall alorg the grassy path, uader
the sumbre trecs, across a log that Lridges
a muddy pool—the paradise of tad-poles—
brings me to the brook. ITere the broad
valley that stretches away for miles before
me suddenly contracts, and through the
narrow opening formed by the hills the
stream breaks. It does not tumble tum-
ultuously over the rocks as if glad to get
away. The friendly hills bave made it s
soft bed over which it ripples with many s
murmur of sorrow, reluctant to leave its
old guardians. A mill once stood here;
but, impatient at the hindrance, the giddy
brook rising in anger swept it away. Of
the old dam, a part still stands, and, like a
man in his second childhood, scems to
smile in its decay upon the beautiful chil-
dren of the forest bending over it on cither
side. Here my first cast is made. None
but a true lover of angling can have any
conception of the pleasurable feelings that
fill the Dbreast at this moment. Jn what
other situation will a man so ardently long
tor a bite! True, to the angler, whe, re.
furning {rom a long day’s tramp, the pros-
pect of a srecessiru of bites is pleasing ;
but now one bite is valued moge than a
thousand. For the hungry man each mor-
sel while it tickles Lis palate carries with
it the certainty that the succeeding bite
will not be quite so agreeable. But under
these circumstances each bite, yea the
veriest nibble, intensifies onc’s fishy appet-
ite to an alarming extent. There!l—a
quick jerk, aslow steady pull, an excited
grabbing of—Bah! w: ee?/ Not many
casts are necessary to show that the day is
too bright for pool fishing. Onsuch a day
the trout ave to be found in the quick water.
Streams are continually changing their
level. Over each slope the water flows in
a rough-and-tumble fashion, each ripple
striving to outstrip its fellow and makiug
a very vespectable noise in the attempt.
At the foot of this shallow, where it enters
the deeper #water, an eddy is formed. ITere
the trout love to lie on bright days. On X
go then, wading at limes, at times lying




