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place to expressions tipped with sunshine, when his lips can be

beguiled into speaking of what his heart never ceases to feel.

"My mother ! at that holy name

Within my bosom there's a gush

Of feeling, which no time can tame,

A feehng which for years of fame

I would not, could not crush !"

According to his recollection of her, the subject of our sketch always

alludes to his mother as a person of genius and acquirements, rare

in her own or in any other class. She was endowed, as Mr. McGee

is accustomed to say, with a fertile imagination as well as a culti-

vated mind. Nature had given her a sweet voice and an exquisite

ear, and the latter prescribed exact laws to the former when, bird-

like, the owner thought fit to attune that voice to song. She was

fond of music, as well as of its twin sister, poetry. A diligent

reader of the best books, she was also an intelligent lover of

the best ballads. She liked especially those of Scotland. The

poetry of common life was in her case no mere figure of speech.

Through all the changes of daily duty there ran a vein of fancy,

which enabled her to brighten the real with the pleasant phantasies

of the ideal, and support the dark cares of the mind on the white

wings of the imagination.

" Oh whar hae you been a' the day

My boy Tammie !"

were the words with which she usually greeted and welcomed her

favorite child. In common with her contemporaries, the mothers

of her day, we suspect she had a special liking for Home's tragedy

of Douglas ; and we may perhaps more easily imagine than describe

her sense of pride as she listened to " Tammie's " earliest lesson in

elocution. It is not difficult to see the curly-headed urchin standing

on a table, and in melo-dramatic guise, with precocious effrontery
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